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PREFACE. 


It  is  a  singular  fret  that  Martial  is  the  only  Latin  poet 
of  mark  who  hat  not  hitherto  been  completely  translated, 
into  the  English  language.  If  not  so  interesting  as  Poets 
of  the  Angostan  Age  for  his  latinity,  he  is  more  so  for 
his  pictures  of  the  manners  and  customs  of  Borne  at  that 
very  interesting  period,  the  commencement  of  the  Christian 
era.  It  must  bo  premised  that  his  constant  and  severe 
castigation  of  the  two  great  vioes  which  prevailed  in  his 
time,  and  the  unflinching  boldness  with  which  he  pro- 
claims them,  has  given  him  the  reputation  of  an  obscene 
poet;  but  his  lashings  were  well  directed,  and,  no  doubt, 
had  a  beneficial  effect 

Elphinston,  in  his  prefaoe,  ventures  to  assert  that 
Martial  laboured  in  the  detection  of  error,  the  vindication 
of  innocence,  the  diffusion  of  knowledge,  and  the  display 
of  truth ;  and  that  he  communicates  more  life,  and  more 
literature,  more  wisdom,  and  more  wit,  than  any  other 


of  the  ancient  poets,  or  perhaps  than  all  of  them  pnt 
together.  This  is  stronger  language  in  his  favour  than 
other  writers  have  used,  and  perhaps  more  than  is  borne 
out  by  facts,  bat  the  English  reader  may  now  judge  for 
himself. 

The  plan  of  the  present  edition  has  been  to  give  every 
Epigram  hitherto  ascribed  to  Martial,  in  English  prose, 
accompanied,  as  far  as  they  could  be  found,  by  metrical 
versions.  In  those  instances  where  an  English  translation 
given  faithfully  would  not  be  tolerable,  the  Latin  has  been 
retained,  aooompanied  by  the  Italian  version  of  Qnaglia, 
who  has  been  rather  dexterous  in  refining  impurities. 
He  was  an  Italian  teacher  in  London,  where  his  book  was 
printed  in  1782  and  1791,  and  it  then  had,  and  still  has, 
a  very  general  and  unrestricted  sale.  There  have  been 
seven  complete  Trench  versions  of  Martial,1  some  very 
recent,  and  it  would  have  been  equally,  if  not  more,  con- 
venient to  select  from  these,  but  that  none  of  them  have 
used  the  least  refinement,  and  indeed,  have  sometimes 
rather  exceeded  their  author  in  his  worst  properties. 

This  translation  will  at  least  be  found  to  possess  one 
singular  advantage,  that  is,  the  metrical  versions.    For 

1  Trad,  on  prose  par  Miohel  de  KaroUes,  Pari*  1655.  En  vers  par 
M.  de  Marolles,  Paris,  1671  and  1675.  En  Ten  par  le  Baron  Simon  et 
P.  B.  Auguis,  Paris,  1819.  En  prose  par  Verger,  Dubois  et  Mangeart, 
Paris,  1834-5.  En  vera  par  Duboset  Jules  Janin,  Paris,  1841.  En 
prose  par  Denis  Volland,  Paris,  1807.  En  prose  par  M.  Niaard,  Paris, 
1848. 
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these  several  rare  volumes  were  brought  into  requisition 
by  the  editor,  amongst  others,  a  very  interesting  MS.  of 
the  age  of  Elizabeth,  which  versifies  with  considerable 
ability  a  great  proportion  of  the  Epigrams.  The  only 
metrical  versions  introduced  which  may  be  deemed  un- 
worthy of  being  reprinted,  are  those  of  Elphinston,  which, 
it  must  be  confessed,  are  very  indifferent.  But  he  has 
always  stood  to  the  publio  as  the  accepted  English 
versifier  of  Martial,  and  his  pompous  quarto,  dignified 
by  a  long  array  of  subscribers'  names,  still  occupies  a 
prominent  place  in  many  libraries ;  we  may  therefore 
stand  excused  for  using  him  in  places  where  no  better 
could  be  found. 

H.G.  B. 


INTRODUCTION. 


The  literature  of  imperial  Borne  has  powerfully  influenced  the 
TivflisatioQ  of  the  Western  worid ;  and,  amid  the  vast  changes  of 
our  social  system,  stQl  continues  to  maintain  its  high  place  m  the 
republic  of  letters.  This  is  due  partly  to  the  grandeur  of  the 
people  by  whom  the  language  was  spoken,  but  more  so  to  the 
illustrious  writers  who  wedded  H  to  intellectual  creations  that 
must  ever  be  models  for  study  and  admiration. 

Among  these  writers,  Martial  stands  as  the  first  Epigrammatist, 
not  only  of  his  own,  but  of  every  succeeding  age.  The  bent  of  his 
genius  seems  to  have  lain  entirely  in  this  direction.  Everything 
he  penned,  whether  begging  a  favour,  aatiriring  a  fault,  writing  an 
inscription,  or  paying  a  compliment,  was  an  epigram. 

The  word  epigram  originally  signified,  as  its  etymology  implies, 
nothing  more  than  an  inscription.  But  in  the  development  which 
it  received  in  the  progress  of  literature,  and  especially  at  the  hands 
of  Martial,  it  assumed  an  entirely  new  character,  and  may  be  de- 
fined as  the  concentration  of  satire  and  pointed  invective  in  a  short 
poem.  One  idea  is  selected,  and  to  this  all  the  powers  of  the 
poet's  mind  are  directed,  and  made  to  converge  as  to  a  point. 

To  the  gracefulness  of  the  Greek  epigram  the  Bomans  super- 
added shrewdness  and  an  acute  observation  of  human  nature :  the 
shafts  of  Martial  are  pointed  by  the  same  sarcastic  feeling  which 
inspired  the  Epodes  of  Horace,  and  the  Satires  of  Juvenal 

in  the  essentials  of  brevity  and  smartness  our  author  seldom  or 
never  failed.  Some  of  his  epigrams  are,  it  is  true,  very  obscure  to 
us  now,  owing  to  our  imperfect  acquaintance  with  the  subject  of 
his  satire.  And  in  such  a  mass  it  is  to  be  expected  that  manv 
would  be  of  indifferent  merit  Of  this*  the  poet  himself  was  well 
aware,  as  we  learn  from  his  own  words,  Book  i.  Ep.  16 : 

Sunt  bona,  sunt  auaedam  medrocrta,  sunt  mala  plura 
Qua  legit  hie :  titter  non  fit,  Ante,  liber. 

Of  the  epigrams  which  you  read  here,  some  are  good,  some  middling, 
many  bad  *  a  book,  Aritus,  cannot  be  made  in  any  other  way. 
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•  But  the  greater  part  are  unquestionably  fall  of  profound  wit  and 
humour,  and  H  is  only  to  be  regretted  that  they  should  be  asso- 
ciated with  so  many  that  must  be  intolerable  to  any  but  an  impure 
taste. 

The  age  of  Martial,  which  just  preceded  the  decline  of  Ro- 
man literature,  allowed  full  scope  for  epjpammatie  satire.  The 
city  of  Home  appears,  as  we  learn  from  Juvenal,  and  other  con- 
temporary writers,  to  have  presented  one  universal  scene  of  viftany. 
The  despotism  of  the  Emperors,  the  luxury  of  the  patricians,  the 
dissipation  of  the  citizens,  and  the  corruption  of  public  men,  had 
then  arrived  at  a  climax.  Every  feature  of  depravity  started  from 
the  canvass.  The  laws  of  nature  were  everywhere  violated,  and 
iniquity  itself  acquired  a  kind  of  legal  acknowledgment 

"  In  every  street  were  found 
Voluptuous  Sybarites  with  roses  crown'd; 
The  rank  Mitotan  and  the  Tarentine, 
Lewd,  petulant,  and  reeling  ripe  with  wine." 

The  biography  of  Manccs  Valerius  Mabtialis  is  involved 
m  some  obscurity;  and  the  little  we  know  of  him  is  chiefly  derived 
from  his  own  writings.  With  the  exception  of  JShus  Yerus,  who 
designated  him  as  "his  Virgil,"  and  the  younger  Pliny,  he  does 
not  appear  to  have  been  especially  noticed  by  any  contemporary 
writers.  Phny  describes  him  as  a  man  of  acute  and  lively  genius, 
whose  writings  abound  with  an  agreeable  spirit  of  wit  and  satire, 
conducted  at  the  same  time  with  great  candour  and  good  nature. 
He  also  informs  us  that  when  Martial  left  Borne,  he  made  him 
a  present  to  defray  the  expenses  of  his  journey,  "not  only  as 
a  testimony  of  his  friendship,  but  in  return  for  the  verses  with 
which  he  had  complimented  him." 

From  the  above,  and  occasional  allusions  made  by  Spartianus, 
Lampridnu,  and  the  grammarians  of  the  later  period,  we  are 
enabled  to  dean  so  much  of  Martial's  personal  history,  as 
that  he  was  born  at  BilbOis,  in  Spain,  on  the  1st  of  March,  in 
the  third  year  of  Claudius,  a.  b<j&2L  This  BilbiHs  (the  modern 
Bubiera)  was  a  town  of  ancient  Celtiberia,  now  known  as  Arragon, 
and  situated  on  the  river  Salo,  or  Halo,  which  falls  into  the  Ebro, 
above  Saragossa.  The  name  of  our  poet's  father  (as  we  learn  from 
the  84th  Epigram  of  his  5th  Book)  was  Pronto,  and  of  his  mother 
Flaccflla.1  At  the  age  of  twenty-one  or  twenty-two  he  came  to 

1  fto£  Baasay  (Smith's  Diet,  art.  Martial)  treats  this  as  a  miieoncep. 
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Borne,  in  the  reign  of  Nero,  A.  D.  66 ;  and  there  he  continued  to 
reside  during  a  period  of  thirty-five  jean,  under  the  Emperors 
Galba,  Otho,  Vitelline,  Vespasian,  Titus,  and  Domitian.  His  first 
intention  was  to  qualify  himself  for  the  bar :  but  on  discovering  that 
he  had  no  genius  or  inclination  for  this  profession,  he  applied 
himself  to  the  study  of  literature  and  poesy.  In  this  pursuit  he 
happily  succeeded,  and  acquired  an  elegant  and  versatile  style  of 
writing,  which  introduced  him  to  Silius  Italians,  Juvenal,  Pliny, 
and  many  of  the  first  wits  of  the  age.  It  appears  that  a  noble* 
man,  named  Stertinius,  conceived  so  great  an  esteem  for  Martial's 
compositions,  that  he  placed  a  statue  of  /him,  while  living,  in  his 
library — at  that  time  an  unusual  honoirf. 

Domitian,  the  last  of  the  twelve  Caesars,  whose  name  has  ob- 
tained an  infamous  notoriety  in  the  annals  of  imperial  Borne,  con- 
ferred many  especial  favours  on  Martial,  which  may  be  attributed 
to  the  adulations  bestowed  upon  him  by  the  poet  Among 
other  honours  Martial  was  advanced  to  the  tribunate  and  eques- 
trian dignity,  and,  at  the  same  time,  invested  with  the  jus  trium 
liberorum,  which  conferred  on  him  all  the  important  privileges 
of  a  citizen  who  had  three  children.  The  po^VnumlEating  pe- 
tition for  this  honouFts  recorded  in  Epigram  91  of  Book  it 

Martial's  continued  flattery  of  the  brutal  despot  of  Borne  is 
a  drawback  on  his  fame.  His  praises  of  the  imperial  monster 
were  boundless  and  unqualified.  Thus  in  one  of  his  epigrams 
he  invokes  Jupiter  not  to  confer  favours  on  himself,  but  upon 
the  representative  of  the  gods  (Caesar),  who,  in  his  munificence, 
was  eertain  to  transfer  them  to  his  favoured  bard.  And  sure 
enough  Domitian  rewarded  the  poet  not  only  with  wealth,  but 
with  the  highest  honours ;  and  this  at  the  very  time,  as  Juvenal, 
the  friend  of  Martial,  expresses  it,  .when  the  tyrant 

"daily  drein'd,  by  none  withstood, 
The  city  of  its  best  and  noblest  blood." 

On  the  assassination  of  Domitian,  to  whom  the  senate  refused 
funereal  honours,  the  true  character  of  Martial  developed  itself, 
After  having  portrayed  the  emperor,  while  living,  as  the  pattern 
of  every  virtue,  he  undertook,  alter  death,  to  expose  his  fiendlike 
abominations,  and  represented  him  as 

"the  monster  of  the  times, 
Without  one  virtue  to  redeem  his  crimes." 

Martial  afterwards  attempted  to  pay  his  court  to  Trajan ;  but 
that  virtuous  monarch  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  him.    Being  forsaken 
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by  Us  friends,  he  directed  his  thoughts  towards  his  native  country 
which  he  was  enabled  to  revisit  through  the  liberality  of  his  frienc 
Pliny ;  lor  it  appears,  according  to  his  own  showing,  that  he  was 
then  reduced  to  great  distress.    See  Ep.  13,  Book  v 

"  Sum,  ftteor,  temperque  foi— pauper." 

Hie  there  succeeded  in  gaining  the  affections  of  a  Woman  of 
fortune,  named  Marcella,  whom  he  eventually  marriecL\/He  speaks 
very  highly  of  this  lady,  who,  it  appears,  was  in  possession  of 
a  magnificent  house  and  gardens,  which  she  settled  upon  ner 
husband.  After  his  marriage  he  completed  his  12th  Book  of 
Epigrams,  at  the  desire  of  his  friend  Prisons,  a  man  of  consular 
dignity,  to  whom  the  book  is  inscribed  as  his  patron.  The  other 
two  books,  which  constitute  the  13th  and  14th  of  the  series,  are 
entitled  "Xenia"  and  "  Apophoreta,"  and  so  called  from  their 
containing  mottoes  or  devices  to  be  affixed  to  presents  offered  to 
friends,  or  distributed  at  the  Saturnalia  and  other  festivals.  These 
fourteen  books  are  preceded  by  "  Spectacula,"  which  are  a  series 
of  epigrams  on  the  shows  exhibited  by  Titus  and  Domitian; 
though,  as  it  appears,  not  ail  written  by  Martial  himself. 

Martial  lived  m  comparative  affluence  and  ease  to  an  advanced 
period  of  fife;  and  died  about  the  75th  year  of  his  age,  thevl04th 
of  the  Christian  era. 

Many  difficulties  exist  in  the  chronology  of  Martial's  Epi- 
grams; but  the  researches  of  Lloyd,  Dodwell,  and  Clinton  have 
done  much  towards  their  satisfactory  elucidation.  It  appears  that 
the  different  books  were  collected  and  published  by  Martial, 
Sometimes  singly,  and  at  other  times  several  together.  Their 
chronology  and  order  of  publication  are  thus  stated  in  Dr. 
Smith's  Dictionary  of  Greek  and  Roman  Biography : 

"The 'liber  de  SpectacuhV  and  the  first  nine  books  of  the  re* 
gular  series,  involve  a  great  number  of  historical  allusions,  ex* 
tending  from  the  games  of  Titus,  a.  d.  80,  to  the  return  of  Do- 
mitian from  the  Sarmatian  expedition,  in  January,  a.  d.  94.  The 
second  book  could  not  have  been  written  until  after  the  commence- 
ment of  the  Dadan  war  (ii.  fc),  that  is,  not  before  a.  d.  86,  nor  the 
sixth  until  after  the  triumph  over  the  Dacians  and  Germans  (a.  d. 
91);  the  seventh  was  written  while  the  Sarmatian  war,  which  be- 
gan in  a.  ©.  98,  was  still  in  progress,  and  reaches  to  the  end  of 
that  year.  The  eighth  book  opens  in  January,  a.  d.  94;  the  ninth 
also  refers  to  the  same  epoch,  but  may,  as  Clinton  supposes,  have 
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been  written  in  a.  n.  95.  The  whole  of  these  were  composed  at 
Home,  except  the  thud,  which  was  written  during  a  tour  m  Gallia 
Togata.  The  tenth  book  was  published  twice:  the  first  edition  was 
given  haatu,  to  the  world;  the  second  edition,  that  which  we  now 
rend  (x.  2),  celebrates  the  arrival  of  Trajan  at  Borne,  after  his  ac- 
cession to  the  throne  (x.  6,  7, 34,  72).  Now  since  this  event  took 
place  a.  d.  99,  and  since  the  twenty-fourth  epigram  of  this  book 
was  written  in  honour  of  the  author's  fifty-seventh  birth-day,  we 
are  thus  supplied  with  the  data  requisite  for  fixing  the  epoch  of 
his  birth ;  and  since  at  the  close  of  the  book  (x.  104)  he  had  been 
thirty-four  years  at  Borne,  we  can  thence  calculate  the  time  when 
he  left  Spain.  The  eleventh  book  seems  to  have  been  published 
at  Borne  early  in  a.  d.  100,  and  at  the  close  of  the  year  he  re- 
turned to  BilbiHs.  After  keeping  silence  for  three  years  (xiL  pro- 
em.)! the  twelfth  book  was  despatched  from  BilbOis  to  Borne  (xiL 
8, 18),  and  in  this  he  refers  (xn.  5)  to  the  two  preceding  books, 
published,  as  we  have  seen,  in  A.  D.  99  and  100. 

Martial,  though  he  often  offends  by  gross  indelicacies  of  expres- 
sion, or  pruriency  of  thought,  stands  preeminent,  not  only  as  an 
epigrammatist,  out  as  one  of  the  purest  Latin  writers  of  his 
age;  and  his  style  and  manner  have  been  generally  copied  by 
the  wits  of  all  succeeding  periods.  Yet  there  are  few  authors 
who  have  been  more  exposed  to  criticism.  8pme  have  bestowed 
upon  him  the  most  unqualified  praise,  while  others  have  treated 
him  with  the  grossest  scurrility.  The  learned  Scaliger  declares 
that  many  of  his  epigrams  "are  divine,  and  his  style  pure  and  ex- 
act," and  Morhofi  us,  in  his  "  Polyhistor,"  speaks  of  his  "  elegant 
knowledge  of  the  Latin  tongue."  Vossius,  on  the  contrary,  con- 
tends that  Martial  was  one  of  those  authors  who  taught  vice  while 
reproving  it;  and  that,  though  he  deserves  commendation  for 
many  of  his  epigrams,  yet  by  those  which  are  obscene  he  did  more 
harm  than  by  others  he  had  done  good. 

Notwithstanding  the  conflicting  opinions  of  his  numerous  critics, 
it  is  perhaps  not  too  much  to  say,  that  the  writings  of  Martial 
will  be  read  and  admired  so  long  as  the  Latin  language  shall 
continue  to  be  understood.  They  are  pervaded  by  a  vein  of  wit 
and  fund  of  information  concerning  the  manners  and  customs  of 
the  important  age  in  which  he  lived,  that  will  always  render  him 
valuable  and  interesting  both  to  the  archeologist  and  the  student 
of  human  nature. 


MARTIAL 


OH  THE  PUBLIC  SHOWS  OF  DOIOTIAK. 


L     OK  THE  JLMPHJTHKjLTRI. 

Lit  barbarian1  Memphis  keep  silence  concerning  the  won* 
dew*  of  her  pyramids,  and  let  not  Assyrian  toil  vaunt  its 
Babylon.  Let  not  the  effeminate  Ionians  claim  praise  for 
their  temple  of  the  Trivian  goddess ;  and  let  the  altar,  brist- 
ling with  noras,  speak  modestly  of  the  name  of  Delos*  Their 
mausoleum  too,  hanging  in  empty  air,  let  not  the  Carians 
with  immoderate  prp»«*  extol  to  the  skies.  Every  work  of 
toil  yields  to  Caxar's  amphitheatre;  fame  shall  tell  of  one 
work  for  alL 

1  Tbe  word  Barbara  may  agree  either  with  MemphU  or  mSracula,  Hott 
probably  it  is  meant  to  be  taken  with  the  former.  It  was  a  habit  of  the 
Greeks,  and  from  them  copied  by  toe  Romani  {see  Plant  Mil.  Glor.  ii. 
2. 58),  to  speak  of  all  those  who  were  not  of  their  own  nation  as  barbari; 
consequently  signifies  nothing  more  than/or^*,  ttranye, 


*  Miraeula*  —  The  wonders  of  the  ancient  world  were  usually  con* 
sidered  to  be  seren :  vis.  — 1.  The  Egyptian  pyramids ;  2.  The  temple 
of  Diana  at  Ephesus;  3.  Tbe  tomb  erected  by  Artemisia,  queen  of  Carta, 


in  memory  of  her  deceased  husband  Mansolus,  from  whom  it  derived  its 
name  of  Mausoleum;  4.  The  Colossus  of  Rhodes;  5.  Phidias'  Jupiter 
Olympius,  a  statue  of  ivory  and  gold;  6.  The  hanging  gardens  of  Baby- 
lon, laid  out  upon  the  walls  of  that  capital;  7.  The  palace  of  Cyras,  king 
of  Persia* 

*  There  was  an  altar  inDelos,  said  to  hare  been  constructed  by  ApoUe 
ef  the  horns  of  the  stags  slain  by  Diana,  or  "  the  TriTian  goddess,- 


1  1LLETIAL 

No  more  let  sun-burnt  Cairo  vaunt,  that  sk* 
Bequeaths  her  wonders  to  eternity. 
Let  not  Euphrates,  in  a  superb  stylet 
Brag  her  wall-girdle  onto  sixty  mile. 
Who  lends  Diana  confidence  to  tell 
Her  cedar  statues  scorn  a  parallel  P 
What  if  Apollo's  horned  altar  stands 
Unimitahle  by  Lvsippus'  hands  P 
Let  Carian  innraaence  presume  so  far 
As  to  make  Mausoleum  kiss  a  star, 
Dame  Tellns!  and  thy  prodigies  confer ; 
They  must  kneel  to  the  Amphitheatre* 
This  miracle,  graced  by  Vespasian's  name. 
Hath  the  monopoly  of  checquer'd  feme. 

P«xfa,16M. 
Egypt,  forbear  thy  pyramids  to  praise, 
A  oarb'rotts  work  up  to  a  wonder  raise ; 
Let  Babylon  cease  tn9  incessant  toil  to  prise, 
Which  made  her  walls  to  such  immenseness  rise  | 
Nor  let  th*  Ephesians  boast  the  curious  art 
Which  wonder  to  their  temple  does  impart. 
Delos,  dissemble,  too,  the  high  renown 
Which  did  thy  horn-framed  altar  lately  crown  f 
Caria,  to  Taunt  thy  Mausoleum  spare, 
Sumptuous  for  cost,  and  yet  for  art  more  rare, 
As  not  borne  up,  but  pendulous  V  th1  air. 
All  works  to  Cesar's  theatre  give  place ; 
This  wonder  Fame  above  the  rest  does  grace. 

Anon.  168& 
Why  sing  the  wonders  of  th9  Egyptian  shore  P 
Let  far-famed  Babylon  be  praised  no  more  ,• 
Let  not  Ionia  vaunt  Diana  s  fane ; 
•  •  •  •  •  •  * 

Nor  let  the  Carian  town  exalt  so  high 
Its  mausoleum,  hanging  in  the  sky ; 
In  Caesar's  amphitheatre  are  shown 
Those  rival  glories  all  combined  m  one : 
Let  Fame  henceforth  her  clam'rous  tongue  confine 
To  sing  the  beauties  of  that  dome  divine.       Euttaa 
II.      OK  THX  PUBLIC  WOBK8   OF  DOMITIAK. 

Here,  where  the  starry  Colossus1  surveys  the  skies  froi 
nearer  point  than  we,  ana  where  lofty  scaffoldings3  now  ris 

1  A  colossal  statue  of  himself,  raised  by  Nero  as  an  ornament  to 
vestibule  of  his  "golden  house,**  120  feet  in  height  (Suet.  Ner.  e* 
On  the  kte  of  this  Colossus,  see  Gilford,  Juv.  viil.  230. 

s  Scaffoldings,  or  pageants,  consisting  of  several  stories 
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the  midst  of  the  street,  the  detested  halls  of  a  crael  king 
lately  glistened,1  and  one  single  mansion  began  to  occupy 
the  whole  space  of  the  city.  Here,  where  the  venerable* 
mass  of  the  far-seen  Amphitheatre  now  rises,  were  the 
ponds  of  Nero.  Here,  where  we  gaze  with  admiration  at  the 
Thermo,  a  boon  so  suddenly  bestowed,9  a  proud  lawn  bad 
deprived  poor  wretches  of  their  homes.  Where  the  Claudian 
portico  now  throws  its  wide-spreading  shadows,  was  the  last 
remnant  of  a  falling  court.  Borne  has  been  restored  to  herself, 
and  what  were  formerly  the  delights  of  the  master,  are  now, 
under  thy  rule,  Cassar,  those  of  the  people. 

Where  the  ethereal  Coloes  does  appear, 
The  toVring  Machine  to  the  stars  draw  near, 
The  bated  court,  which  so  much  blood  did  spill, 
Late  stood:  one  house  the  city  seem'd  to  fill! 

Where  the  stupendous  theatre's  great  pile 
Is  rearM,  there  Nero's  fish-ponds  were  erewhile.' 
Hers,  where  the  Baths,  a  mat  yet  speedy  gift, 
All  van  admire  (the  people  left  to  shift 
For  dwellings)  late  was  a  proud  ample  space, 
Besemd  to  boast  an  insolent  state  and  grace. 

Where  now  a  goodly  terrace  does  extend, 
The  city  both  with  shade  and  walks  befriend, 
Was  but  the  court's  fag  and  expiring  end. 

Rome 's  to  itself  restored  j  in  CtosaVs  reign 
The  prince's  pleasures  now  the  people  gain.     Jno*.  1696* 

Where  the  Colossal  star  would  stars  survey, 
And  rising  machinations  maze  the  way, 
Diverged  the  courts  of  an  invidious  crown, 
And  one  vast  house  monopolised  the  town. 
Hers,  where  the  awful  pile  displays  the  show, 
A  pond  of  Nero  could  presume  to  flow. 
We  there  the  Baths,  the  sudden  boons,  admire, 
Where  the  proud  lawn  bade  wretches'  homes  retire* 
Where  Claudius'  portico  expands  her  shade, 
Was  the  last  stand  a  falling  nalaoe  made. 
Hail,  Rome  restored !  hail,  Csasar,  thy  rewards  \ 
Those  are  the  people  s  joys,  that  were  its  lord's. 

1  The  horror  with  which  a  Roman,  after  the  expulsion  of  theTsrquins, 
regarded  a  king*  is  well  known. 
»  Because  dedicated  to  Mars. 


*  Hastily  erected  by  Titus:  see  Suetonius,  life  of  Titus,  c.  7,  and  note, 
BaW#arfi.p.47Q. 

Bt 


HUKT1LL 


HI.    TO  QJUA3,  OH  TH1  OOVCOUBSJ  Of  STEiJCGIBS 
TO  £010. 

What  race  is  so  distant  from  us,  what  race  bo  barbarous, 
Csesax,  as  that  from  it  no  spectator  is  present  in  thy  city  r* 
The  cultivator  of  Bhodope  is  here  from  Orpheus'  Hs*mus : " 
the  Sarmatian  nourished  by  the  blood  drawn  from  his  steed, 
is  here.  He  too  who  drinks  the  waters  of  the  Nile  where 
it  first  becomes  known  to  us,  and  he  whose  shores  the  surge 
of  the  remotest  ocean  laves.  The  Arabian  has  hastened  hither, 
the  Sabaeans  have  hastened,  and  Cilicians  have  here  drip- 
ped with  showers  of  their  own  perfume.  With  locks  twist- 
ed into  a  knot,  are  come  the  Sicambrians;  and  with  hair 
twisted  in  other  forms,  the  ^Ethiopians.  Though  different 
the  speech  of  the  various  races,  there  is  but  one  utter* 
jince,  when  thou  art  hailed  as  the  true  father  of  thy 
country. 

Most  potent  sir!  what  region  is  so  rode 
Fro«  whence  into  your  city  none  intrude  P 
The  Bhodepeisn  farmer  leaves  cold  Thrace, 
And  to  hsatuet  his  eyes  elects  this  place : 
Tartsriana,  who  qoaff  horses*  blood  at  home 
Are  nrnek  impatient  tQl  they  have  vieVd  Borne. 
They  who  first  give  a  weloome  to  the  Nile ; 
Ana  they  on  wSoat  sweet  Zenhyrus  doth  smile. 
Both  the  Arables  are  in  rapid  haste  j 
JFor  perfumed  water  Asia  comes  not  last 
Shall  we  omit  knot»hatr*d  Sicambrians, 
An4  nature's  ftisdeft  Ethiopians  t 
Their  languages  are  discrepant;  yet  all 
The  father  of  your  country  can  you  cafl.       Peck*. 

What  land's  so  harhVous,  Cmsar,  so  remote, 
Whose  natives  eome  not  to  admire  thy  oourtP 
Rough  Thradsns  hither  from  Mount  Hsmras  speed* 
Fierce  Tartan,  who  on  flesh  of  horses  feed  j 
Who  the  Nile  drink  at  the  first  spring  and  head; 
Patens  from  utmost  Thuje  hither  led. 
Arabs  make  haste,  Cftoians  posting  come, 
And  in  their  saifroa  showers  are  drench'd  at  Borne  j 
Germans  with  rolling  locks  in  knots  upfinFd ; 
Ethiops  after  a  diffrent  manner  curTd. 

and  Eft—Mi.    Two  of  the  nighnet  mountains  in  Thrace. 
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Various  their  voices  sound,  but  hearts,  we  see, 
And  the  whole  jargon,  does  in  one  agree 
When  Faiker  of  thy  Country  all  style  thee. 

What  scene  sequesterM,  or  what  rude  renown, 
Sends  no  spectators  to  th'  imperial  town? 
The  Rhodopeian  hind  here  scours  the  plains, 
And  tunes  from  Haemus  his  Orphean  strains  $ 
Ssrmatians,  Caesar,  hie  thy  works  to  see, 
And  their  proud  horses  share  their  master's  glee  j 
Thev  come  who  first  the  rising  Nile  explore, 
Ana  they  who  hear  remotest  Tethys9  roar  j 
The  Arab  hastes,  the  Sabean  hither  flies, 
And  the  Cilician  spurns  his  native  skies ; 
With  tortured  tresses,  here  Sicambrians  gay, 
There  Ethiops  stroll  along  the  crowded  way. 
'Mid  various  tongues,  but  one  glad  voice  we  find, 
Which  haOs  thee  father  of  converged  mankind. 

JTettwriusUr  Review,  Apr.  1853. 

IT.     TO  OMBAMj1  UPOK  HIS  BAJTISHUTO  mOBMXZB. 

That  crowd,  hostile  to  peace,  and  foe  to  calm  repose ;  that 
crowd,  which  was  ever  molesting  unfortunate  opulence,  has 
been  handed  over  to  the  Gtatulians.  The  arena  did  not  suffice 
for  the  number  of  the  guilty  :*  and  the  informer  now  suffers 
that  exile  which  he  sought  to  give  to  others. 

Those  caterpillars  of  the  commonwealth, 

The  poor  man's  wolf,  whose  livelihood  was  stealthy 

Growing  too  numerous,  are  shipp'd  away, 

To  feast  the  lions  of  Getdlia: 

And  those  informers,  who  have  many  sent 

Into  exile,  now  suffer  banishment.  Pecke. 

The  hateful  crew  to  peace  and  sweet  repose, 
Informers,  anxious  wealth's  molesting  foes 
(The  Hons  not  sufficing  to  destroy 
The  uuin'rous  caitiffs  that  did  all  annoy), 

1  Who  k  meant  r  Titus  or  Domitian  ?  It  is  equally  applicable  to 
either  of  them.    See  Suetonius,  Tit  8,  and  Domit  9. 

*  Nm  *pit*r*na  noomtfM  is  rendered  by  some  translators,  "and  the 
sandy  desert  was  not  large  enough  to  contain  the  number  of  the  guilty." 
Others,  with  greater  probability,  suppose  that  the  informers  were  exposed 
to  thepabhe  gaze  fa  the  arena  of  the  Amphitheatre,  beftre  they  veiesent 
into  exile;  see  Sneton.  Tit  c  8. 


MABTHJj 

T :  thf  Isles  and  furthest  Africa  an  tent  j 
And  those  that  caused  now  suffer  banishment 

1695. 


IT.  B.     OBT  TH1  BAM*  8T7BJSOT. 

The  informer  now  wanders  an  outcast  from  the  Ansonias 
city:  this  you  may  add  to  the  other  boons  of  our  prince. 

The  head  of  Italy  Cesar  acquits 

From  sycophants.    New  days,  fresh  benefits. 

Y.     OV  THB  8FXCTAOL1  OP  FAJIPHAB, 

Believe  that  Pasiphae  was  enamoured  of  a  Cretan  bull :  we 
have  seen  it.  The  old  story  has  been  confirmed.  Let  not 
venerable  antiquity  boast  itself,  C©sar ;  whatever  feme  cele- 
brates, thy  arena  reproduces  for  thee.1 

Enamour'd  of  a  bull  a  Cretan  queen 
We  oft  hmye  heard,  but  now  the  thing  have  seen. 
Then,  Cesar,  let  not  age  her  pride  display : 
What  fable  feign'd,  thy  Cirque  has  shown  to-da; 


YI.     TO  OJESAJI,  0*  ▲  WOMAH'g  UGHTIKG  WITH  A  LIOK. 

That  the  warrior  Mars  serves  thee  in  arms,  suffices  not, 
Cesar ;  Venus,  too,  herself  serves  thee. 

VI.  B.     OK  THB  BAKB  STTBJECT. 

A  lion  laid  low  in  the  vast  vale  of  Nemea  fame  trumpeted 
abroad  as  a  noble  exploit,  and  worthy  of  Hercules.  Let- 
ancient  tales  be  silent;  for  since  thy  showB  have  been  ex- 
hibited, Caesar,  we  have  seen  this  accomplished  by  a  woman's 
hand.2 

T  is  not  enough  in  this  our  martial  age 

That  men,  but  women,  in  fierce  combat  'gage. 

Among  the  noblest  acts  fame  does  resound, 

Alcides  laid  a  Hon  on  the  ground. 

Let  fables  cease :  Cesar,  at  thy  command, 

This  hath  been  acted  by  a  woman's  hand.         Jno*.  1695. 

1  See  Suetonius,  Nero,  c  12. 

9  The  last  words  are  a  conjectural  mode  of  filling  up  a  lacuna  Id  tit 
ItSS.    In  some  edition*,  these  two  epigrams  are  gtren  as  one. 
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Hot  Man  alone  enjoys  unvanouiah'd  arms, 

For  thee,  great  Cesar,  Venus  shares  thf  alarms  j 

A  lion  foird,  and  in  a  Tasty  Tale, 

The  task  Herculean  rear'd  a  lofty  tale. 

Old  faith  be  mute :  at  thine  august  command 

Such  deeds  we  saw  achieved  by  female  hand. 

ffpkimieM, 
YII.     OK  LAUBXOLUS.1 

As  erst,  bound  down  upon  the  Scythian  rock,  Prometheus 
with  ever-renewed  vitals  feasted  the  untiring  yulture,  so 
has  laureolus,  suspended  on  no  feigned  cross,  offered  bis 
defenceless  entrails  to  a  Caledonian  bear.  His  mangled  limbs 
quivered,  every  part  dripping  with  gore,  and  in  his  whole 
body  no  shape  was  to  be  round.  In  short,  he  suffered  such 
punishment  as  one  who  had  been  guilty  of  parricide,  or  who 
had  cut  his  master's  throaty  or  had  insanely  despoiled  the 
temples  of  their  hidden  gold,*  or  had  applied  the  incendiary 
torch  to  thee,  0  Some.  This  criminal  had  surpassed  the 
crimes  of  ancient  story,  and  what  had  been  fabulous,  was  in 
his  esse  a  real  punishment. 

Prometheus  to  cold  Caucasus  is  chain'd, 

Whilst  by  his  entrails  vultures  are  sustain'd: 

Wretched  Laureolus  a  northern  bear 

Very  sincerely  did  asunder  tear. 

Every  vein  to  weep  blood  was  inclined ; 

Strict  search  in 's  carcass  could  no  body  find. 

Thus  one  that  stabb'd  his  master  must  have  died, 

Or  actors  of  infernal  parricide. 

This  torment  is  his  due  who  dares  Home  fire, 

Or  who  deflowers  the  godV  most  sacred  choir. 

Obsolete  mischiefs  resalute  the  stage : 

Fables  prove  true  in  this  our  conscious  age.      Pccke. 

1  This  epigram  refers  to  a  Ballet  or  Drama  of  Action,  composed  either 
by  Nsnios  or  by  Ennius, — for  on  this  point  the  learned  disagree,— in 
which  a  certain  Laureolus,  a  noted  robber,  was  crucified  on  the  stage. 
Usually  the  death  was  simply  a  sto^t-death,  without  harm  to  the  actor. 
Donridan  has  the  honour  of  introducing  a  real  death— that  of  an  un- 
fortunate wretch  already  condemned  "  for  the  amutemmU  of  this  detest- 
able people."— See  Gifford  and  Mayor  on  Juv.  viu.  187 ;  and  for  a  curious 
comment,  compare  what  Martial  says  of  the  tigress  in  Ep.  18. 6 :  "  Post- 
quam  inter  not  est,  plus  feritatis  habet !  ** 

*  It  was  a  common  practice  for  the  ancients  to  deposit  their  private 
property  in  the  temples  for  greater  security. 


H&BTIAX 


Tin.     OK  VMDAIsVB.1 

Dsdalufl,  while  tbou  wast  being  thus  torn  by  a  Lncaniaa 
bear,  how  must  thou  have  desired  to  have  those  wings  of 
thine. 

Now,  Dcdslus,  thou  thus  art  torn. 

By  the  Lucanian  btar, 
How  dost  thou  wish  thy  waxen  wings, 

Again  to  cut  the  air!  FUteker. 

So  torn,  O  Dedal,  by  Lucanian  bear, 

Thou  well  mightfo  wish  thy  wonted  wings  to  wear. 

ElpkuutoM* 

JJL     OK  THB  BHUTOOBBOS. 

The  rhinoceros,  exhibited  for  thee,  GsBsar,  in  the  whole 
space  of  the  arena,  fought  battles  of  which  he  gave  no  pro* 
mise.  Oh,  into  what  terrible  wrath  did  he  with  lowered  head, 
blaze  forth!  How  powerful  was  that  tusk  to  whom  a  bull 
was  a  mere  ball!1 

He  who  with  armed  nostril  wildly  glared, 
Has  fought  the  battles  he  had  not  declared. 
How  did  his  headlong  rage  the  pit  appal ! 
How  flash'd  the  horn  that  made  a  bull  a  ball! 


L      OKI  LIOK  THAT  HTTBT  HIS   KEEFEB. 

A  perfidious  lion  with  ungrateful  jaws  had  wounded  his 
keeper,  having  dared  to  attack  with  violence  the  hands  so 
well  known  to  him.  But  worthy  of  such  a  crime  was  the 
offender's  punishment,  and  he  who  would  not  submit  to  correc- 
tion, succumbed  to  weapons.  What  should  be  the  characters 
of  men  under  such  a  prince,  who  bids  the  savage  nature  of 
brutes  become  more  gentle ! 

»  A  similar  argument  to  the  preceding,  a  criminal  being  compelled  to 
act  the  part  of  Dedans,  and  precipitated  by  the  failure  of  hit  wings 
among  a  crowd  of  hungry  bears.  On  the  bear-fights  in  the  arena,  see  be* 
low,  Ep.  11 ;  Jut.  It.  99. 

1  A  call  covered  with  red  cloth,  used  for  the*  purpose  of  irritating  the 
animals ;  see  below,  Ep.  19 ;  B.  ii.  Ep.  43;  B.  xiv.  Ep.  53,  in  which  last 
epigram  reference,  is  made  to  the  same  contest  between  the  rhinoceros 
and  a  bull 
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With  deep  ingratitude,  a  lion  flew 

At 's  keeper*!  throat  j  thus  his  acquaintance  slew* 

But  he  receWed  his  wages;  since  he  could 

Kadure  no  blows,  the  hunting-spears  he  should* 

Men  must  be  cautelous  in  carriage,  since 

Beasts  are  taught  morals  by  our  gracious  prince.      Pech* 

A  traitorous  lion  on  his  keeper  flew, 

In  him  that  fed  him  durst  his  teeth  imbue. 

But  Tengeanoe  worthy  of  his  crime  he  found : 

Who  bore  not  stripes,  was  forced  to  bear  the  wound. 

To  such  a  prince  what  manners  ought  men  show,' 

Who  beasts  commands  a  gratitude  to  know!       Anon.  1605. 

XL     OKI  LIMED  BEAU. 

Whilst  Brain  was  rolling  himself  impetuously  on  the 
blood-stained  arena,  he  lost  the  power  of  flight,  entangled  in 
bird-lime.  Henceforth  let  glittering  hunting-spears  Be  neg- 
lected, and  their  iron  points  be  hid;  no  more  let  the  dart  fly 
forth,  lance4  by  the  exerted  arm.  Let  the  huntsman  surprise 
his  prey  in  the  open  air,  if  beasts  are  to  be  caught  by  the 
fbwfeVaart.1 

A  bear  roH'd  barrels  on  the  bloody  sand, 

And  was  arrested  at  bird-lime's  command : 

There  vs  no  more  need  to  throw  the  letal  spear, 

Or  that  a  lance  should  forbid  coming  near. 

Huntsmen  may  chase  the  birds  unto  a  bay, 

If  fowlers  to  catch  beasts  conceive  fair  play.       P&eh. 

While  Bruin  waUowM  in  th*  ensansuin'd  sand, 

He  lost,  beamed,  the  needful  flighrs  command. 

Now  let  the  gleaming  spears  in  darkness  lie. 

Nor  from  the  twisted  arm  the  jaVlins  fly  j 

In  fields  of  air  the  huntsman  seise  his  prey, 

If  by  the  fowler's  art  we  beasts  betray.  Elpkm$to*. 

1  Dt/nkimJir*  is  the  proper  word  for  capturing  bea$t$  of  the  JUld; 
esjrfats,  for  snaring  th§  /molt  of  ths  air.  So  that  Martial's  mean- 
ing may  be  this :  the  huntsman  had  better  use  his  arts  in  trying  to  cap- 
tore  the  fowls  of  the  air,  sinoe  the  beasts  of  the  field  are  now  taken  by 
arts  borrowed  from  bird-catchers.  Or  rather,  that  the  huntsman  need  no 
loaftr  conceal  himself  in  thickets,  or  aim  spears  at  wild  beasts  from  a 
distance,  soce  he  may  catch  them  on  the  open  plains  with  bird-lime,  and 
despatch  them  with  hk  hunting-knife  at  his  ease. 
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XII.      OH  A  SHlVBOAB,  THAT  BBOUGHT  FOBTH  TOUJT0  UT. 
OOKBXQTTIVOI  OF  A  WOUHD. 

Amidst  the  terrible  contests  by  which  Cesar  imitates  the 
sports  of  Diana*  a  light  spear  haying  pierced  a  pregnant 
sne-boar,  one  of  her  litter  leaped  forth  from  the  wound  of  its 
wretched  mother.  Oh !  cruel  Lucina !  was  this  a  delivery  ? 
She  would  willingly  have  died  wounded  by  more  weapons, 
that  this  sad  way  to  life  might  have  been  opened  to  all  her 
young  ones.  Who  will  now  deny  that  Bacchus  owed  his 
birth  to  the  death  of  his  mother  r  you  may  believe  that  a 
deity  was  so  produced ;  for  thus  has  a  beast  been  born. 

r  th'  pubfio  hunting!  Caesar  did  allow, 
A  javlin  swift  transfix'd  a  pregnant  sow : 
Straight  from  the  wounded  dam  the  litter  sprung  $ 
Lucina,  eall'st  thou  this  to  bring  forth  young  P 
The  dying  sow  wish'd  that  her  wounds  were  more, 
That  issues  had  been  made  for  all  her  store. 
"Who  denies  Bacchus  from  the  womb  was  torn  ? 
A  god  might  well,  when  beasts  were  this  way  born. 

Anon.  1695 

TTTT.     OK  THE  SAKS. 

Stricken  with  deadly  weapon,  and  pierced  with  a  mortal 
wound,  the  pregnant  sow  at  once  lost  life  and  cave  it.  Oh  1 
how  unerring  was  the  hand  with  the  well-poised  dart !  This 
I  believe  to.  have  been  Lucina' s  stroke.  Dying,  she  ex- 
perienced the  power  of  either  Diana ; '  hers,  by  whom  the 
mother  was  delivered,  and  hers^  by  whom  the  savage  beast 
was  destroyed. 

Pierced  with  ar  deadly  dart,  the  wounded  mother 
At  one  time  lost  one  life  and  gave  another. 
How  sure  the  levelTd  steel  the  right  hand  throws ! 
This  was  Lucina's  arm,  I  do  suppose. 
Diana's  double  power  she  did  sustain, 
"When  th*  parent  was  delivered  and  yet  slain. 

Flekktr. 

A  pregnant  sow,  pierced  with  a  deadly  blow, 

Her  life  at  once  aid  lose  and  life  bestow. 

'  Diana  in  bar  two  characters ;  that  of  huntress,  and  (hat  of  the  god* 
{as*  presiding  over  childbirth. 
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How  sue  an  aim  did  the  dire  steel  command! 
Loans,  t  was  believed  to  be  thy  hand: 
For  dying  both  thy  deities  she  found, 
The  huntress  and  the  midwife  in  her  wound. 


xrr.    oh  thb  sun. 

A  wild  she-boar,  just  about  to  be  delivered  of  the  _ 
of  her  ripen'd  womb,  gave  birth  to  her  offiqprine,  being  made 
a  parent  bra  wound;  nor  did  the  litter  lie  still-born,  but  ran 
about  while  its  mother  was  falling.  Oh !  how  great  inven- 
tion is  evoked  by  sudden  chances ! 

A  sow,  now  great  with  pig,  died  of  a  wound 
Through  which  her  litter  tumbled  to  the  ground  | 
While  the  dam  stagger'd,  that  stayed  not  behind : 
Distress  will  force  a  pig  some  wit  to  find.  Peck*. 

A  sow,  her  litter  ready  to  have  laid, 

Was  by  a  fatal  stroke  a  mother  made : 

The  young,  not  staying  birth,  ran  forth  the  womb. 

How  quick  a  wit  in  sudden  straits  is  found ! 

Amob.  1600. 

The  pregnant  boar,  with  ripen'd  honours  crown'd, 

Became  a  parent  from  her  mortal  wound. 

Soon  as  the  mother  fell,  the  gricelings  flew: 

What  thf  ingenuity  of  chance  can  do!  fflpktntUm. 

XT.     OW  CASPOPHOBUS. 

That  which  was  the  utmost  glory  of  thy  renown,  Melea- 
ger,  a  boar  put  to  flight,  what  is  it  t  a  mere  portion  of  that 
of  GarpophoTUS.  He,  in  addition,  planted  his  hunting-spear 
in  a  fierce  rushing  bear,  the  monarch  in  the  realm  of  the 
northern  pole ;  he  also  laid  low  a  lion  remarkable  for  its 
unheard-of  size, — a  lion,  which  might  have  become  the  hands 
of  Hercules ;  and  he  then,  with  a  wound  from  a  distance, 
stretched  lifeless  a  fleet  leopard.  And  when  at  length  he 
carried  off  his  prizes,  he  was  still  in  a  condition  to  engage  in 
new  combats. 

A  boar,  Meleager,  which  gave  thee  a  name, 
Adds  little  to  Osipophorurs  fame :     . 
.Who  a  vast  bear,  rushing  upon  him,  slew  j 
The  northern  clime  a  fiercer  never  knew  $ 
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A  lion  which  became  Alcidet*  hand, 

Of  immense  bulk,  he  laid  upon  the  sand  j 

Also  a  nsrd :  and  when  the  prise  waa  won, 

He  still  waa  fresh,  and  could  yet  more  have  done. 

Amo*.  16N. 

ITT.     OK  A.  BULL  BSABIKO  HBBCULSS  TO  THB  SKIB8. 

That  a  bull,  snatched  up  from  the  midst  of  the  arena,  as- 
cended  to  the  skies,  was  a  work,  not  of  art,  but  of  piety. 

XTI.  B.     OK  THB  8A1CB  BTTBJBCT. 

A  bull1  had  earned  Europa  through  his  brother's  waves ; 
but  now  a  bull  has  borne  Alcides  to  the  stars.  Compare 
now,  Fame,  the  bulls  of  Ca&aar  and  of  Jove : *  grant  that 
they  carried  an  equal  weight,  Caasar's  bore  it  to  a  greater 
height.* 

That  the  bull  was  snatch'd  up  into  the  sky 

Seems  note  pageant,  but  true  piety: 

On  a  buffs  back  Europa  rid  at  ease, 

But  not  to  heaven,  as  aid  Hercules. 

Let  Jove  and  Cesar's  bulls  for  credit  vie ; 

Jove's  did  but  swim,  and  Caesar's  bull  can  fly.       Peck*. 

That  from  the  stage  a  bull  towards  heaven  did  fly 

Was  not  th'  exploit  of  art,  but  deity : 

A  bull  Baropa  through  the  surges  bore, 

But  with  Alcides  now  1>ove  clouds  doth  soar. 

The  met  ef  Cesar  and  of  Jove  compare, 

Which  of  the  two  shall  we  pronounce  most  rare  P 

Suppose  the  burdens  even  j  were  that  true, 

The  lighter-loaded  swam ;  the  heavier  flew.    Anon.  1690. 

Bapt  from  the  sand,  a  bull  ascends  the  skies  | 
Let  not  the  act,  but  pietv,  surprise : 
One  bore  Europa  through  fraternal  main, 
And  one  Alcides  to  thv  ethereal  reign. 
Compare  the  steers  of  Csear  and  of  Jove: 
What  distant  loads  through  difl*rent  mediums  rove  I 

Elphiraton. 

XTH.     OK  AM  SLBPHAKT'8  XKBBLIKa  TO   CJE8AB. 

Whereas  piously  and  in  suppliant  guise  the  elephant  kneels 

1  That  k,  Jupiter  in  the  «hap<5  of  a  buU.         *  See  Juvenal  iv  Ml. 
1  Compare  B.  I.  Bp.  6. 
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to  thee,  Csaar, — that  elephant  which  erewhOe  was  so  formi- 
dable to  the  bull  his  antagonist,— this  he  does  without  com* 
mand,  and  with  no  keeper  to  teach  him:  believe  me,  he  too 
feels  oar  present  deity. 

That  thee  an  elephant  suppliant  did  adore, 
Who  struck  with  terror  a  fierce  bull  before, 
T  his  keeper's  art  cannot  imputed  be  j 
We  must  ascribe  it  to  thy  deity.  Anon.  1605. 

•  •  * 

None  taught  him  homage,  but  by  instinct  he 

Kneel' d  down  to  you,  because  a  deity.  Pake* 

XVUI.     OK  ▲  TIGBIB8  MATCHED  WITH  ▲  LIOJT. 

A  tigress  that  had  been  accustomed  to  lick  the  hand  of  her 
unsuspecting  keeper,  an  animal  of  rare  beauty  from  the  Hyr- 
canian  mountains,  being  enraged,  lacerated  with  maddened 
tooth  a  fierce  lion;  a  strange  occurrence,  such  as  had  never 
been  known  in  any  age.  She  attempted  nothing  of  the  sort 
while  she  lived  in  the  depth  of  the  forests;  but  since  aha 
has  been  amongst  us,  she  has  acquired  greater  ferocity. 

The  rare-seen  glory  of  th9  Hyrcanian  land, 

A  tiger,  wont  to  lick  his  master's  hand, 

In  pieces  tore  a  Hon  in  his  rage ; 

A  thing  not  known  before  in  any  age. 

He  durst  not  this  attempt  in  forests  high : 

Beasts  among  men  learn  greater  cruelty.       Anon.  169ft. 

TTT.     OK  THX  BULL  USD  THE  XLXPHUTT. 

The  bull,  which,  lately  goaded  by  flames  through  the  whole 
arena,  had  caught  up  and  cast  aloft  the  balls,1  suocumbed  at 
length,  being  struck  bv  a  more  powerful  horn,  while  he  in> 
agined  the  elephant  might  easily  be  thus  tossed. 

When  the  strong  bull,  enraged  by  fire,  did  eye 

Puppies  like  men,  he  mounted  them  on  high; 

But  dreaming  thus  an  elephant  to  tost, 

He  was  struck  dead  by  the  flinty  proboss.  Pads*. 

1  PiJas.    8es  note  on  Ea.  9. 
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XX.     OS  MTMJTtrB  AMD  TBIUHPHUB,  TITO  6LAPT1T0U. 

When  one  faction  *  was  calling  for  Myrinus,  the  other  for 
Trimnphus,  Onsar  promised  them  both  with  either  hand. 
He  could  not  have  terminated  the  amusing  contention  in  a 
better  way.    Oh,  the  charming  wit  of  our  unrivalled  prince 

These  Myrinus,  Triumphus  these  demand : 

Indulgent  Cetar  wares  his  either  hand* 

Who  better  could  the  nice  decision  hit  P 

UnriralTd  prinoe,  how  gracious  is  thy  wit!     Elphmston. 

XXI.     OK  OBFHEUB. 

Whatever  Bhodope  is  said  to  have  beheld  upon  Orpheus' 
stage,  your  arena,  C©sar,  has  exhibited  to  you.  Bocks  have 
crept  along,  and,  marvellous  sight!  a  wood,  such  as  the 
grove  of  the  Hesperides  is  believed  to  have  been,  has  rum 
There  was  to  be  seen  every  species  of  wild  beast  mingled  with 
flocks,  and  above  the  poet  hung  many  a  bird.  But  he  him- 
self was  laid  low,  torn  by  an  ungrateful  bear.  Thus,  how- 
ever, this  story,  which  was  before  but  a  fiction,  has  now  be- 
come* feet.1 

What  Thrace  on  Orpheus'  stage  was  said  to  tee, 
Cttsar,  the  sand  exhibits  here  to  thee. 
The  rooks  have  crept,  and  the  strange  wood  did  move, 
Such  as  was  once  believed  th'  Hesperian  grove. 
A  minriwrt  troop  of  all  wild  beasts  were  mere, 
And  o'er  the  bard  a  cloud  of  birds  in  th*  air ; 

But  he  lay  torn  by  the  ungrateful  bear  : 

As  it  came  feigned  thence,  so  t  was  true  here.    FUtok*r. 

What  in  the  Thraeian  mount 's  of  Orpheus  told, 

Thy  theatre,  great  Caesar,  did  unfold : 

The  rooks  were  seen  to  move,  the  woods  to  run, 

When  to  his  harp  the  wondrous  minstrel  sung : 

Together  with  the  trees  the  beasts  were  led, 

And  hovering  birds  circled  his  sacred  head. 

At  last  a  bear  the  prophet  piecemeal  tore, 

Acted  in  truth  what  fabled  was  before.  Anon,  1685. 

1  Part,  that  is,  ?a  faction  of  the  people  in  the  Amphitheatre."  As  to 
the  subject  of  the  epigram,  tee  Sueton.  Vomit,  c  4,  Bohn's  Tnmtk  p.  481. 
Mvrinuf  is  mentkaed  again,  B.xrL  Ep.29. 

■  Compere  the  itorT  to  Ept.  7  and  8,  where  a  crimfasl»behig  obliged  ts 
set  sassranwd  part  m  a  show,  was  killed  by  a  bear: 
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XXL  B.     OK  OBFHIVB. 

Bo  we  wonder  that  the  ground  with  sadden  opening  sent 
forth  Orpheus  P  He  came  from  Eurydice  who  was  compelled 
to  return  to  the  shades.1 

DOTATION.* 

When  Orpheus  went  down  to  the  regions  below, 

Which  men  are  forbidden  to  see, 
He  tuned  up  his  lyre,  as  old  histories  show, 

To  set  his  Eurydioe  free. 

All  hell  was  astonish'd  a  person  so  wise 

Should  rashly  endanger  his  life, 
And  venture  so  far— but  how  vast  their  surprise, 

When  they  heard  that  he  came  for  his  wife ! 

To  find  out  a  punishment  due  to  his  fruit 

Old  Pluto  longpussled  his  brain, 
But  hell  had  not  torments  sufficient,  he  thought— 

80  he  gare  him  his  wife  back  again. 

But  pity  succeeding  soon  vanquishM  his  heart,' 

And,  pleased  with  his  playing  so  well, 
He  took  her  again  in  reward  of  his  art; 

Such  merit  Bad  music  in  helL 

XXII.     OK  ▲  BHUrOOlBOB. 

While  the  trembling  keepers  were  exciting  the  rhinoceros, 
and  the  wrath  of  the  huge  animal  had  been  long  arousing 
itself,  the  conflicts  of  the  promised  engagement  were  begin* 
ning  to  be  despaired  of;  but  at  length  his  fury,  well-known 
of  old,  returned.  For  easily  as  a  bull  tosses  to  the  skies  the 
balls*  placed  upon  hit  hornt,  so  with  his  double  horn  did  he 
burl  aloft  the  heavy  bear. 

While  lony  they  roused  the  hero  to  engage, 
And  bid  his  nostrils  gather  all  their  rage, 
In  Tain  the  timid  guides  for  battle  burn'd; 
Whenlo!  the  glory  of  his  power  return'd: 

1  This  Epigram,  which  many  of  the  books  and  editions  omit,  is  very 
corrupt  The  text  followed  is,  as  usual,  that  of  Shneidewin.  For  v*r4 
in  the  second  line,  Heinsius  and  others  after  him  propose  TArsssa. 

•  This  curious  and  humorous  epigram  is  a  traiiafoion  torn  to  Spanian, 
fryDr.Lisle.  •  POs*  .  8ee  note  on  Ep.  *. 
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High  a  huge  bear  he  heaved  with  double  boa, 
As  a  boll  sends  aloft  the  balls  that  brave  his  scorn. 

zxm.    OK  CABPOPHOBTTS. 

The  bold  right  hand  of  the  still  youthful  Carpophores 
now  directi  with  unerring  blow  the  Noric  hunting -epeara. 
He  carried  two  steers  on  his  shoulder  with  ease;  to  him  suc- 
cumbed the  bubaluB1  add  the  bison,  lfleeing  from  him,  the 
lion  fell  headlong  among  the  darts  of  others/  Go  now,  im- 
patient crowd,  and  complain  of  the  tardy  delay  to  which  you 
are  exposed, 

The  Doric  spears,  with  aim  unerring,  bore 
The  gallant  arm  of  youthful  Carpophore : 
Weumight  two  soft-neck*d  steers  resign  the  field  j 
To  him  the  buffalo  and  bison  yield. 
The  Hon  fled ;  but  headlong  rush'd  a  prey. 
Ply,  madding  mob,  and  chasten  dull  delay. 

Ephbuto*. 

xxrr.  ok  the  exhibition  or  ▲  ska-tight. 

Whoever  thou  mayst  be,  who  art  here  a  lately  armed 
spectator  from  distant  lands,  upon  whom  for  the  first  time 
has  shone  tike  vision  of  the  sacred  show, — that  the  goddess 
of  naval  warfare  may  not  deceive  thee  with  these  ships,  nor 
the  water  so  like  to  the  wares  of  the  sea,— here,  awhile  since, 
was  the  dry  land.  Dost  thou  hesitate  to  believe  it?  look  on, 
whilst  the  waves  fatigue  the  god  of  war.  A  short  interval, 
and  thou  wilt  say,  "Here  but  a  while  since  was  the  sea." 

Thou,  late  spectator,  from  a  distant  shore, 
"Who  com'st  this  day  our  festal  shows  tf  explore, 
Be  not  deceived  though  naval  battles  here, 
And  billows  like  the  rolling  main  appear; 
The  sea  thou  now  behold'st  was  land  of  late : 
BehWst  thou  not?  A  few  short  moments  wait, 
TQ1  eease  the  ships  to  war,  the  waves  to  flow, 
And  thou  shalt  say,  Twat  sea  not  long  ago. 

Jmot,  Gems  of  Latin  Poetry,  p.  86. 

1  It  is  uncertain  whit  animal  we  are  to  understand  by  bubah*.  Pliny, 
H.  N.riii  16,  speaks  of  it  as  resembling  a  stag  or  a  cow.  Many  suppose 
it  to  be  the  battle 

•  That  is,  the  darts  of  the  ratoetoret,  or  liers-in-wait ;  those  who  were 
ready  to  support  Garpophoius,  if  lie  should  be  in  danger. 
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XXT.    OK  THE  HHIBITIOK  01  TH1  STOBY  OF  LBAXDEB. 

That  the  ware  in  thy  nocturnal  journey  should  have  spared 
thee,  Leander,  cease  to  wonder:  it  was  Caesar's  wave. 

XXV.  B.     OV  LULXDIB. 

While  the  daring  Leander  was  seeking  the  sweet  object  of 
his  lore,  and,  exhausted,  was  just  being  ingulfed  by  the 
swelling  wares,  the  unfortunate  adventurer  is  said  to  have 
thus  aadresaed  the  menacing  surges:  "Spare  me  on  my  way; 
drown  me  on  my  return."  * 

Leander,  wonder  not  curl'd  waves  thee  spare  j 

These  inoffensive  sums  Clear's  are. 

When  Tethys  stopp'd  love-tick  Leander's  breath, 

And  some  few  drops  would  huny  him  to  death, 

The  poor  wretch  begged :  0  waft  me  sale  to  around  i 

When  I  have  seen  my  dear,  let  me  be  drowncL       Pick*. 

JULVJL      OK  ▲  SWDOOKO  XXHIBITIOK. 

The  gentle  band  of  Nereids  snorted  throughout  the  sea,  and 
adorned  the  yielding  waves  with  many  an  antic  There  was 
the  trident  threatening  with  itB  barbs,  the  anchor  with  its 
curved  prong:  we  thought  that  we  looked  sometimes  on  an  oar, 
sometimes  on  a  ship ;  that  the  constellation  of  the  Laconian 
twins,1  welcome  to  sailors,  was  shining,  and  that  wide-spread- 
ing sails  were  clearly  swelling  before  us.  Who  invented 
such  arts  in  the  liquid  waves  P  Thetis  either  taught  these 
gambols,  or  learned  them.1 

The  docile  crew  of  watf  ry  nymphs  did  vie 

To  paint  the  waves  with  their  vivacity. 

A  threatening  trident,  anchor,  scalding  oar, 

A  stately  ship,  we  beheld  from  the  shore  j 

Gastor  and  Pollux,  the  Pilot's  delight, 

And  tumid  sailcloths,  gratified  our  sight 

To  whose  invention  should  we  this  refer  P 

Did  Thetis  instruct  us,  or  we  teach  herP     Peck*. 

1  Probably  (his  Epigram  is  not  genuine.  It  seems  made  up  from 
B.  xir.  Ep.  181. 

•  SUku  LaeomtM,  L  e.  the  constellation  of  Castor  and  Pollux,  so  called 
because  their,  mother  Leda  was  a  Lacedemonian. 

*  The  meaning  is,  she  either  learned  them  of  Cesar,  or  taught  them  te 
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XXV11.     01  CABP0PH0BUB. 

Had  the  ages  of  yore,  Ciesar,  men  birth  to  Carpophorus, 
[barbarian  lands  would  not  have  boasted  of  their  monsters].* 
Marathon  would  not  have  feared  the  bull,  the  woods  of  Nemea 
the  lion,  Arcadia  the  Msnalian  boar.  Had  Carpophorus 
armed  his  hands,  one  deadly  stroke  would  have  sufficed  for  the 
hydra;  by  him  would  the  whole  of  the  Chimssra  have  been 
stricken  down  at  once.  He  would  have  yoked  together  the 
fire-breathing  bulls  without  the  assistance  of  the  Colchian 
princess ;  he  could  have  conquered  either  monster  of  Pasi* . 
phae.  Could  the  fable  of  the  marine  prodigy  be  revived,  he 
alone  would  release  Hesione  and  Andromeda.  Let  all  the 
glories  of. the  praise  bestowed  on  Hercules  be  counted  up;  it 
is  more  to  have  subdued  twenty  animals  at  one  time.* 

If  former  ages  had  Carpophorus  known, 
Betide  himself  there  would  have  needed  none 
The  monsters  through  the  world  to  have  subdued ; 
Being  in  truth  with  all  that  might  endued 
Which  to  the  faVlous  heroes  gave  a  name, 
Raised  Jason's,  Perseus*,  Meleager*s  fame. 
Theseus  for  th'  Minotaur  had  ne'er  been  crown'd  | 
For  the  Nemean  lion  Hercules  renown'd ; 
The  Hydra  which  so  oft  reneVd  the  fight, 
At  first  assault  he  would  have  slain  outright ; 
Chimssra,  of  such  various  figures  formed, 
His  powerful  hand  would  aJJ  at  onoe  have  storm'd; 
The  bulls,  which  from  their  nostrils  breathed  a  flame, 
Without  a  charm,  his  courage  knew  to  tame : 
Hesione's  devouring  ore  to  quail, 
Andromeda  to  rescue  from  the  whale. 

Let  boots  then  their  specious  lies  relate, 
How  Jove,  a  matchless  hero  to  create, 
Two  nights  did  turn  to  one ;  to  him  allow 
A  term  of  life  twelve  labours  to  go  through  | 
Carpoph'rus'  glory  yet  does  his  excel, 
By  whom  in  one  day  twenty  monsters  felL 

Jmo*.  1O90w 

1  Ver.  2  is  entirely  corrupt,  although  the  sense,  as  given  in  the  text,  k 
manifestly  that  intended  by  the  author. 

£  The*  meaning  is,  there  were  only  twelve  labours  of  Hercules,  whereas 
Oarpophorua  stow  twenty  animals  on  the  same  occasion. 


OK  TH1  TFBUQ  SHOWS.  19 


XXV1LL     OIT  TH1  IXHTBITIOir  Of  ▲  8U.-7I0HT. 

Tie  task  of  Augustus  bad  been  to  embattle  fleets,  and  to 
•rouse  tbe  waves  with  the  sound  of  the  naval  trumpet.  How 
inferior  is  this  to.  what  our  Caesar  accomplishes !  Thetis  and 
Galatea  have  beheld  in  the  wares  wild  annuals  previously  un- 
known to  thein*  Triton  has  seen  chariots  glowing  along  the 
foaming  ocean  course,1  and  thought  the  steeds  of  his  master1 
were  passing  before  him;  and  Nereus,  while  he  was  prepar- 
ing fierce  contests  with  bold  vessels,  shrunk  from  going  on 
foot  through  the  liquid  ways.1  Whatever  is  seen  in  the 
circus  and  the  amphitheatre,  the  rich  lake  of  Ctasar  has  shown 
to  thee.  Let  Fucinus,  and  the  ponds  of  the  dire  Nero,  be 
vaunted  no  more;  and  let  ages  to  come  remember  but  this 
one  sea-fight. 

The  palm  of  glorj  to  Augustus  vield, 

For  framing  lea  mto  a  pitched  field. 

How  then  may  Cesar  triumph !    Such  beasts  are 

Guests  to  the  waves  as  sea-gueen  Thetis  scare. 

Swift  chariots  track  the  main,  at  whose  approach 

Triton  cried  out — Here  comes  King  Neptune's  coach : 

"Whilst  Nereus  for  the  skirmishes  provides, 

And  a  whale's  back  victoriouslv  bestrides. 

"What  Ceesar'B  pleasure,  shall  tne  Cirque  command ; 

The  floods  re&ct,  as  mimics  to  the  land. 

On  Claudius9,  Nero's  lake,  let  scorn  reflect  i 

Domitian's  shows  merit  entire  respect.  Pecks. 

T  embattle  fleets  exalts  Augustus9  reign, 
And  with  the  naval  trump  to  rouse  the  main : 
Yet  what  is  his  to  our  Augustus*  praise? 
Or  what  the  ancient  to  the  modern  days  P 
Thetis  and  Galatea  stared  to  own 
Such  savages  as  they  had  never  known. 
Triton  beheld,  nor  to  behold  abhorrM, 
the  steeds  he  thought  the  coursers  of  his  lord ) 
He  saw  with  g lee  the  flying  axle  glow, 
Though  ooverd  with  the  dust  of  spray  below : 
For,  when  to  furious  fight  a  Nereus  strains, 
He  scorns  on  foot  to  scour  the  liquid  plains, 

1  2»  momrm  jmhm*.    By  jmJrit  most  commentators  suppose  that  the 
spume  of  the  sea  is  meant,  oataoArmtu*. 
•*  Domini,  L  e.  Neptune. 
9  That  is,  he  chose  a  chariot  drawn  by  sea-hones. 
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"Whate'er  the  CSrque  or  Theatre  surveys, 

To  blest  the  eyes  impartial  water  plays  t 

Absorb'd  the  Fucine  in  the  Martian  land, 

The  poolt  of  Nero  duly  still  thall  stand* 

Sunk  every  scene  that  wondrous  waves  bestow, 

This  single  sea-fight  shall  the  ages  know.  3tpkm$1$m. 

XXIX.     OK  FBISOUS  JLKD  TEBUB. 

While  Verus  and  Prisons  were  prolonging  the  combat, 
and  the  valour  of  each  had  been  for  a  long  time  eaua), 
quarter  for  the  combatants  was  demanded  with  great  clam- 
our. But  Cssar  obeyed  his  own  law.  The  law  was  to  fight 
with  a  stated  reward  in  view,  till  br  his  thumb  one  of  the 
pair  proclaimed  hiwuelfvanquUhed:  *  bat,  as  was  allowed,  he 
frequently  save  them  dishes  and  gifts.1  An  end,  however, 
was  found  lor  the  well-matched  contest :  equal  they  fought, 
equal  they  resigned.  Cesar  sent  wands  to  each,1  to  each  the 
meed  of  victory.  Such  was  the  reward  that  adroit  valour 
received.  Under  no  other  prince  save  thee,  Csaar,  has  this 
ever  happened,  that,  when  two  fought  with  each  other,  both 
were  victors. 

When  Prisons,  Verus,  did  prolong  their  fight. 
Characterized  by  liars  with  equal  spite, 
For  their  discharge  a  joint  consent  applied 
Itself  to  Cesar;  by  whom  t  was  denied. 
It  was  the  fashion  so  long  to  contend 
Till  the  vanouish'd  made  signs  the  fight  should  end : 
And  to  detain  the  people  to  the  last, 
Gifts  were  provided,  and  a  slight  repast 
Even  wounds  the  sword-players  did  engrave  i 
They  fought  alike ;  or  equal  scores  did  leave. 
Cesar  acquitted  both,  gave  both  the  palm  i 
Thus  prowess  for  her  cure  acquired  a  balm. 

1  Ad  digUtm  concwrrmn.  There  has  been  much  doubt  about  the 
sense  of  these  words.  Bamiretint  supposes  that  the  gladiators  were  to 
fight  till  one  of  them,  sublato  digito,  by  holding  up  his  thumb  or  finger, 
acknowledged  himself  conquered.  See  note  on  Quint,  viii.  5,  20, 2fe*V« 
CI.  Library. 

*  It  wet  the  custom  to  distribute  dishes  of  various  kinds  of  food  to  the 
combatants,  to  rcinrigoratc  them  to  continue  the  contest;  and  to  the  peo- 
ple, to  keep  them  quiet  till  its  conclusion. 

•  Mi*U*trisqu*rud—+  This  rwiit  or  wand  was  the  sign  of  their  acquit* 
tal  from  all  further  service  as  gladiators.    See  Hor.  i.  Ep.  1, 2,  Ac. 
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Before  your  reign,  Cesar,  who  thought  to  tee, 
When  champion*  fight,  that  both  should  victors  be  ? 

Peck. 

XXX.      OK  A  UIHB  AKD  DOGS. 

A  hunted  hind,  as  she  was  fleeing  from  swift  Mobsman 
hounds,  and  was  by  yariotis  turns  contriving  a  lingering  pro- 
traction of  the  fatal  moment,  halted  before  Caesar's  feet,  sup- 
pliant and  in  pleading  guise ;  and  the  hounds  touched  not 

their  prey l    Such  was  the  boon  which  she  derived 

from  recognising  the  emperor.  Caesar  is  a  divinity :  sacred, 
sacred  is  his  power  *  believe  it ;  the  beasts  of  the  field  have 
not  learned  to  lie. 

The  panting  doe  flung  out  the  headlong  hounds, 

By  various  doublings  on  the  various  grounds. 

Spent  at  th'  imperial  feet  the  suppliant  stood  $ 

Her  fell  pursuers,  awed,  no  more  pursued. 

'Mid  foes,  now  friends,  surrounding  safety  bless*d ; 

Instinctive  piety  that  power  confessM. 

CsBsarean  power  let  miscreants  blind  deny : 

Believe  we  those  who  have  not  learn'd  to  lie.        ElptintUm. 


OV  AW  TOTBQUAX  COMBAT. 

To  yield  to  superior  force  is  the  second  honour.  That  is  an 
insupportable  victory,  which  an  inferior  enemy  gains. 

To  bow  to  nobler  foes  is  almost  fame ; 

The  basely-yielded  palm  alone  is  shame.  W,  8.  B. 

IIIII.     TO  CB8AB. 

Be  indulgent  to  impromptus :  he  does  not  deserve  to  dis- 
please, whose  haste,  Caasar,  was  to  please  thee. 

My  haste,  though  faulty,  ought  thee  to  appease : 

Pardon  his  haste,  who  hasted  thee  to  please.    Anon.  1095. 

XXXIII.      AOATSST  BOKITIAN. 

Bace  of  the  Flavii,  how  much  has  the  third  of  thy  name 
tasen  from  thee !  It  had  been  almost  as  well  not  to  have 
had  the  other  two.1 

How  much  thy  third  has  wrons/d  thee,  Flavian  race ! 

T  were  better  ne'er  to  have  bred  the  previous  brace.      Anon. 

1  A  line  Is  here  wanting  in  the  original. 

*  8c  Vespasian  and  Titos.  As  this  Epigram  is  written  against  Domi- 
tlan,  it  appears  either  not  to  be  Martial's,  or  to  be  out  of  place  here.  Tht 
only  authority  for  ascribing  it  to  Martial  is  a  scholiast  on  r^Tcnal,  iv  38. 


EPIGRAMS, 

BOOK  I. 


TO  TEE  BEADM 


I  tbubt  that,  in  these  little  books  of  mine,  I  have  observed 
such  self-control,  that  whoever  forms  a  fair  judgment  from 
his  own'  mind  can  make  no  complaint  of  them,  since  they 
indulge  their  sportive  fancies  without  violating  the  respect 
due  even  to  persons  of  the  humblest  station ;  a  respect  which 
was  so  far  disregarded  by  the  authors  of  antiquity,  that  they 
made  free  use,  not  only  of  real,  but  of  great  names.  For 
me,  let  fame  be  held  in  less  estimation,  and  let  such  talent  be 
the  last  thing  commended  in  me. 

Let  the  ill-natured  interpreter,  too,  keep  himself  from 
meddling  with  the  simple  meaning  of  my  jests,  and  not  writo 
myepqgnunsforme.1  He  acts  dishonourably who  exercises  per- 
verse ingenuity  on  another  man's  book:  For  the  free  plain- 
ness of  expression,  that  is,  for  the  language  of  epigram,  % 
would  apologise,  if  I  were  introducing  the  practice ;  but  jt  is 
thus  that  Catullus  writes,  and  Marsus,  and  Pedo,  and  Getu- 
licus,  and  every  one  whose  writings  are  read  through.  If 
any  assumes  to  be  so  scrupulously  nice,  however,  that  it  is  not 
allowable  to  address  him,  in  a  single  £age,in  plain  language, 
he  may  confine  himself  to  this  address,  or  rather  to  the  title 
of  the  book.  Epigrams  are  written  for  those  who  are  accus- 
tomed to  be  spectators  at  the  games  of  Flora.  Let  noTCato 
enter  my  theatre ;  or,  if  he  £  enter,  let  him  look  on.  It 
appears  to  me  that  I  shall  do  only  what  I  have  a  right  to  do, 
il  I  close  my  address  with  the  following  Tones  :— 

1  Lot  him  not  make  them  his  own,  by  the  false  interpretation  which  he 
pots  upon  them. 
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TO  OATO. 

Since  you  knew  the  lascivious  nature  of  the  rites  of 
sportive  Flora,  as  well  as  the  dissoluteness  of  the  games,  and 
the  license  of  the  populace,  why,  stern  Oato,  did  you  enter 
the  theatre  ?  Did  you  come  in  only  that  you  might  go  out 
again? 

'When  thou  didst  know  the  merry  feast 

Of  jocund  Flora  was  at  best, 

Our  solemn  sports,  how  loosely  free 

And  debonair  die  vulgar  be, 

Strict  Oato,  why  dost  thou  intrude 

Into  the  seated  multitude  P    ' 

Was  it  thy  frolic  here  alone 

Only  to  enter  and  begone  P  Fletcher. 

When  thou  the  wanton  rites  of  Flora's  feast 
Didst  know,  the  people's  license  then  expressM, 
Why  emm'st  thou  in,  sour  Cato,  *mong  the  routP 
Didst  enter  our?  that  thou  inightfat  go  out  P 

Why  dost  thou  come,  peat  censor  of  the  age, 
To  see  the  loose  diversions  of  the  stage? 
With  awf  id  countenance  and  brow  severe, 
What  in  the  name  of  goodness  dost  thou  here  P 
See  the  mix'd  crowd !  now  giddy,  lewd,  and  vain ! 
Didst  thou  come  in  but  to  go  out  again  P 

Spectator,  No.  446. 

I.  TO  THE  BIADEB, 

The  man  whom  you  are  reading  is  the  very  man  that 
you  want, — Martial,  known  over  the  whole  world  for  his 
humorous  books  of  epigrams ;  to  whom,  studious  reader,  you 
have  atocorded  such  honours,  while  he  is  alive  and  has  a  sense 
of  them,  as  few  poets  receive  after  their  death. 

This  whom  thou  read'st  is  he  by  thee  required, — 
Martial,  through  all  the  world  famed  ana  desired 
For  sharpest  books  of  epigrams,  on  whom 
(Ingenious  reader)  living,  without  tomb, 
Thou  hast  bestowd  that  high  and  glorious  wreath, 
Which  seldom  poets  after  death  receive.        .  Fletcher. 
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He  unto  whom  thou  art  so  partial, 

0  reader,  is  the  well-known  Martial, 

The  epigrammatist :  while  living, 

Give  turn  the  fame  thou  wonldst  be  giving 

So  shall  he  hear,  and  feel,  and  know  it : 

Post-obits  rarely  reach  a  poet  Bynm* 

H.  TO  THE  BBADBB;    BHOWTHO  WHBBB  THE'ATTTHOB'B 
BOOKS  KAY  BB  PURCHASED. 

You  who  are  anxious  that  my  books  should  be  with  you 
everywhere,  and  desire  to  have  them  as  companions  on  a  long 
journey,  buy  a  copy  of  which  the  parchment  leaves  are  com- 
pressed into  a  small  compass.1  Bestow  book-cases  upon 
large  volumes ;  one  hand  .will  hold  me.  But  that  you  may 
not  be  ignorant  where  I  am  to  be  bought,  and  wander  in  un- 
certainty over  the  whole  town,  you  shall,  under  my  guidance, 
be  sure  of  obtaining  me.  Seek  Secundus,  the  freedman  of  the 
learned  Lucensis,  behind  the  Temple  of  Peace  and  the  Forum 
of  Pallas. 

Where  you  go,  if  you  'd  have  a  few  books  to  befriend  you, 

And  on  a  long  journey  have  one  to  attend  you, 

Buy  those  whose  short  sides  a  small  skin  does  go  over,— 

As  for  great  ones,  lock  up, — me  your  one  hand  will  cover. 

And  if  you  can  be  struck  with  such  foibles  as  these, 

I  hope  that  my  trifles  their  readers  will  please. 

But  that  you  may  know  where  I  'm  sold,  and  may  nt  star y 

All  over  the  city,  I  *11  show  you  the  way : 

Ask  for  Wilkie's  fam'd  shop,  near  the  church  of  St  Paul, 

Where  this  book  may  be  had  by  whoever  will  calL 

Ba.MrScottAm. 

Whoe'er  thou  be,  that  wouldst  my  Muse  convey, 
The  light  companion  of  the  lengtnen'd  way; 
Purchase  the  petty  skin  that  crams  her  strains : 
A  case  huge  bodies,  her  a  hand  contains* 
But,  lest  thou  doubt  where  she  displays  her  pride, 
And  roam  the  town,  accept  herself  thy  guide. 
The  learn*d  Lucensian's  libertine  thou  It  find 
The  Fane  of  Peace  and  Pallas*  Square  behind. 

mptimto*. 

m.  THE  AUTHOB  TO  HIS  BOOK. 

Thou  preferrest,  little  book,  to  dwell  in  the  shops  in  the 
1  That  is,  a  copy  with  small  pages;  a  small  copy. 
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Argiletam,1  though  my  book-case  has  plenty  of  room  for 
thee.  Thou  art  ignorant,  alas !  thou  art  ignorant  of  the 
fastidiousness  of  Some,  the  mistress  of  the  world ;  the  sons 
of  Mars,  believe  me,  are  much  too  critical.  Nowhere  are 
there  louder  sneers ;  young  men  and  old,  and  even  boys,  have 
the  nose  of  the  rhinoceros.1  After  thou  hast  heard  a  loud 
"Bravo!"  and  art  expecting  kisses,  thou  wilt  go,  tossed  to 
the  skies,  from  the  jerked  toga.8  Yet,  that  thou  mayst  not 
so  often  suffer  the  corrections  of  thy  master,  and  that  his 
relentless  pen  may  not  so  often  mark  thy  vagaries,  thou  de* 
sirest,  frolicsome  little  book,  to  fly  through  the  air  of  heaven* 
Go,  fly ;  but  thou  wouldst  have  been  safer  at  home. 

Among  the  stationers  th'  hadst  rather  be, 

My  little  book,  though  my  shelf's  void  for  thee: 

Alas !  thou  know'st  not  Madam  Rome's  disdain } 

Great  Man's  sons  are  of  a  fiery  brain  j 

Gibes  nowhere  are  more  free ;  young  men,  and  old, 

And  boys,  their  nose  up  in  derision  hold : 

While  thou  shalt  hear  thy  praise,  and  kisses  have, 

Then  shalt  be  tossM  from  tn'  bosom  to  the  grave. 

But  thou,  for  fear  thou  feel'st  thy  master's  hand, 

And  thy  loose  sport  should  by  his  reed  be  scann'6% 

(Lascivious  book !)  thou  seek'st  to  mount  abroad  t 

Go,  fly ;  but  home  were  yet  thy  safer  road. 

TUtdm. 
Why  in  Pall-mall  with  Dodaley  will  you  dwell, 
When  in  my  desk  you  still  might  lodge  so  well? 
Little  you  know,  how  nice  the  taste  in  town : 
The  meanest  of  mankind  are  critics  grown. 
8neerers  abound ;  the  beau,  the  man  in  years, 
The  boy  at  school,  the  scoff  of  Bentley  wears. 
They  cry,  "Extremely  fine!"  Tou  gorge  the  Hey 
But  soon  in  rockets  to  the  stars  shall  fly. 
Tou,  who  castration  dread,  who  hate  my  strokes, 
And  grave  correction  of  your  idle  jokes, 
On  wanton  wing  now  sigh  abroad  to  roam : 
Away : — but  you  might  safer  be  at  home.  2fis/, 

In  the  booksellers'  windows  you  long  to  be  shown, 
little  book,  though  my  desk  be  entirely  your  own. 

1  An  open  place,  or  square,  in  Rome,  where  tradesmen  had  shops. 
1  Hare  great  powers  of  ridicule,  which  the  Romans  often  expressed  by 
fatyijtiy  up  or  wrinkling  the  nose. 
»  Peojewmuke  thee  mto  their  Up,  and  then  jerk  thee  out  of  it,  is  if 
\  tossed  in  a  blanket 
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You  know  not  our  critics  have  nice  judging  eyes, 
And,  believe  me,  the  town  it  prodigiously  wife. 
Men  are  loud  both  their  censure  and  scorn  to  disclose 
Young  and  old,  even  children,  aU  turn  up  their  nose. 
While  you  fondly  expect  on  Fame's  pinions  to  rise, 
T  is  a  blanket  will  toss  you,  my  book,  to  the  skies. 
But  you,  that  your  master  may  cease  to  condemn, 
Nor  your  sallies  be  quench'd  any  more  by  his  phlegm, 
Are  ambitious,  to  leave  me,  and  largely  to  roam. 
Go,  fly  j—but  yon  might  hare  been  safer  at  home.    Jno*. 

IT.    TO  CJE8AB. 

If  you  should  chance,  Caesar,  to  light  upon  my  books,  lay 
aside  that  look  which  awes  the  world.  Even  your  triumphs 
have  been  accustomed  to  endure  jests,1  nor  is  it  any  shame 
to  a  general  to  be  a  subject  for  witticisms.  Bead  my  verses, 
I  pray  yon,  with  that  brow  with  which  you  behold  tfhymeje  * 
and  Latinua*  the  buffoon.  The  censorship4  may  tolerate 
innocent  jokes :  my  page  indulges  in  freedoms,  but  rojflife 
Mpuro^ 

Caesar,  whene'er  you  take  in  hand  my  books, 
.Awe  of  the  world!  lay  by  your  sterner  looks. 
Your  very  triumphs  mirth  used  to  admit, 
Though  you  yourself  were  subject  of  the  wit. 
With  such  a  face  look  on  my  verses,  pray, 
As  you  'd  an  antick  danoe  or  mimick  play. 
Let  not  these  harmless  sports  your  censure  taste: 
My  lines  are  wanton,  but  my  life  is  chaste. 

Old  MS.  \m  Cent. 

Y.    THE  mCPEBOB'S  BSFLY. 

I  give  you  a  sea-fight,  and  you  rive  me  epigrams:  you 
wish,  I  suppose,  Marcus,  to  be  set  afloat  with  your  book. 

Igive  thee  sea-fights,  thou  a  book  giv*st  me  : 
Would>t  have  me  set  afloat  both  it  and  thee?    LH.S. 

XL    OH  A  LIOK  OT  OBBAB'b  THAT  8PABED  A  HAKE. 

While  through  the  air  of  heaven  the  eagle  was  carrying 

1  In  allusion  to  the  jests  which  the  soldiers  threw  out  on  their  generals, 
while  they  were  riding  in  the  triumphal  procession. 

*  A  female  dancer. 

*  A  dancer  in  pantomine ;  a  sort  of  harlequin. 
4  Alluding  to  Domitian  having  made  himself  perpetual 
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the  youth,1  the  burden  unhurt  clung  to  itB  anxious  talons. 
From  Cssar's  lions  their  own  prey  now  succeeds  in  obtaining 
mercy,  and  the  hare  plays  safe  in  their  huge  jaws.  Which 
miracle  do  you  think  the  greater?  The  author  of  each  is 
a  supreme  being:  the  one  is  the  work  of  Cesar;  the  other,1 
of  Jove. 

While  with  the  striplings  cries  the  welkin  rung, 

The  prise,  unhurt,  in  trembling  talons  hung. 

Now  the  imperial  whelps  -compress  no  prey : 

Safe  in  the  lion's  jaws  the  leverets  play. 

Say,  whether  rives  thy  wonder  more  to  rove, 

The  power  of  Caesar,  or  the  pounce  of  Jove  f     BZpJHnttoH, 

YZL  TO  MAHKTJ8. 

The  dove,  the  delight  of  my  friend  Stella,1 — even  with 
Verona4  listening  wfll  I  say  it,  —  has  surpassed,  Maximus, 
the  sparrow  of  Catullus.  By  so  much  is  my  Stella  greater 
than  your  Catullus,  as  a  dove  is  greater  than  a  sparrow. 

The  bffler,  that  my  Stella  sings 

(I  care  not,  though  Verona  hear), 
We,  Maximus,  must  own,  outsprings 

The  chirper  to  Catullus  dear. 

Mysongster  soars  as  far  beyond 

The  genius  vou  so  justly  love 
(Be  oounted  Whether  bird  more  fond), 

As  less  the  sparrow  than  the  dove.    Etpkinsto*. 

VTH.  TO  DICULSU8. 

In  that  you  so  far  only  follow  the  opinions  of  the.  grea 
Thrasea  and  Cato  of  consummate  virtue,  that  yon  still  wish 
to  preserve  your  life,  and  do  not  with  bared  breast  rush  upon 
drawn  swords,  you  do,  Dedanus,  what  I  should  wish  you  to 
do.  I  do  not  approve  of  a  man  who  purchases  fame  with  life- 
blood,  easy  to  fee  shed :  I  like  him  who  can  be  praised  with- 
out dying  to  obtain  it. 

1  Ganymede.  *  Coup.  Eps.  14, 22. 

•  A  poet  of  Patavtam,  who  wrote  an  elegy  on  the  dove  of  his  mistress 
Ianthis.    See  B.  vL'Bp.  21 ;  B.  vfi.  Ep.  13. 

*  The  birth-place  of  Catnlhis. 
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That  you  great  Partus'  maxims  so  approve, 
Or  gallant  Cato's,  as  still  life  to  lore, 
Nor  run  on  naked  swords  with  bared  breast, 
You  do,  my  Decian,  what  1  think  is  best. 
I  like  no  squanderers  of  life  for  fame : 
Give  me  the  man  that  living  makes  a  name ! 

Old  MS.  ntk  Gmhrf. 

Consummate  Cato's  and  great  Thrases's  strain. 
As  for  as  prudence  goes,  thou  dost  maintain, 
And  not  tny  breast  on  naked  swords  dost  run ; 
What  men  judge  best,  that,  Decian,  thou  hast  done. 
He 'a  not  approved,  who  cheaply  dies  for  fame, 
But,  without  death,  who  gets  a  glorious  name. 


1691. 


That  you,  like  Thrasea,  or  like  Cato,  great, 

Pursue  their  maxims,  but  decline  their  fete; 

Nor  rashly  point  the  dagger  to  your  heart; 

More  to  my  wish  you  act  a  Roman's  part 

I  like  not  him,  who  feme  by  death  retrieves  f 

Give  me  the  man  who  merits  praise,  and  lives.    Hay. 

IX.  TO  COTTA. 

You  wish  to  appear,  Cotta,  a  pretty  man  and  a  great  man 
at  one  and  the  same  time:  but  he  who  is  a  pretty  man, 
Cotta,  is  a  very  small  man. 

A  pretty  and  a  great  man  thou  9dst  be  deem'd : 

But  prettanees  is  littleness  esteem'd.  Amm.  1695. 

X.  OK  0S1C2LLU8  12TO  1L1B0KILLA. 

Gemellus  is  seeking  the  hand  of  Maronilla,  and  is  earnest, 
and  lays  siege  to  her,  and  beseeches  her,  and  makes  presents 
to  her.  Is  she  then  so  pretty  P  Nay;  nothing  can  be  more 
ugly.  What  then  is  the  great  object  and  attraction  in  her  P 
—Her  cough. 

Gemellus  seeks  old  Maronili  to  wed, 

Desires  it  much,  is  instant,  pravs,  and  fees. 
Is  she  so  fair  P— Nought 's  more  ill-favoured. 
What  then  provokes  P— Oh,  she  doth  cough  and  wheese  I 

Fletcher. 
Curmudgeon  the  rich  widow  courts  \ 
Nor  lovely  she,  nor  made  for  sports. 
T  is  to  Curmudgeon  charm  enough 
That  she  has  got  a  church-yard  cough. 

DrHoadUf. 
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To  Lady  Mary,  Bellair  makes  addretaat  | 
Presents  he  makes  j  sighs,  presses,  and  professes. 
Is  she  so  fcirP— No  lady  so  ill  oC 
What  is  so  captivating  then  P— Her  cough,         Haf. 

Strephon  most  fierce  besieges  Cloe, 
A  nymph  not  over  young  nor  showy. 
What  then  can  Strephon  8  love  provoke  P— 
A  charming  paralytic  stroke. 

Wetimnster  Smew,  Apr.  18?& 

XL     TO  SXXTILTJLOTS. 

Seeing  that  there  are  given  to  a  knight  twice  five  pieces,1 
wherefore  is  twice  ten  the  amount  which  yon  spend  by  your- 
self, Sextilianus,  in  drink  P  Long  since  would  the  warm 
water  have  failed  the  attendants  who  carried  it,  had  you  not, 
Sextilianua,  been  drinking  your  wine  unmixed.* 

When  twice  fire  copper  coins  to  a  knight  are  allotted, 
With  twice  ten  must  Sextilian  alone  be  besotted  P 
Ware  the  tepid  had  faiTd  the  meek  ministers  sure, 
If  8extilian's  good  nature  had  scrupled  the  pure. 

ElpHnstotu 

HL     OK  BEGULTTS. 

Where  the  road  runs  to  the  towers  of  the  cool  Tivoli,  sa- 
cred to  Hercules,  and  the  hoary  Albula  *  smokes  with  sulphu- 
reous waters,  a  milestone,  the  fourth  from  the  neighbouring 
city,  joints  out  a  country  retreat,  and  a  hallowed  grove,  and  a 
domain  well  beloved  of  the  Muses.  Here  a  rude  portico  used 
to  afford  cool  shade  in  summer ;  a  portico,  ah!  how  nearly  the 
desperate  cause  of  an  unheard-of  calamity:  for  suddenly  it  fell 
in  rains,  after  Begulus  had  just  been  conveyed  in  a  carriage 
and  pair  from  under  its  high  fabric.  Truly  Dame  Fortune 
feared  our  complaints,  as  she  would  have  been  unable  to 
withstand  so  great  odium.  Now  even  our  loss  delights  us ; 
so  beneficial  is  the  impression  which  the  very  danger  pro- 
duces ;  since,  while  standing,  the  edifice  could  not  have  proved 
to  us  the  existence  of  the  gods. 

1  Ten  sesterces,  the  usual  tportvla,  or  donation  from  the  emperor. 

*  The  Romans  used  to  drink  their  wine  mixed  with  warm  water. 

•  A  plain  near  Tivoli. 

1  See  Addison,  Letter  from  Italy:— 

.     And  hoary  Album's  infected  tide 

O'er  the  warm  bed  of  smoking  sulphur  glide. 
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Near  Hercules' fane,  and  rami's  cooling  streams, 
Where  Alb*  vapours  forth  pale  sulphurous  streams, 
Meadows  and  lands  are  seen,  a  sacred  grove, 
Four  miles  from  Borne,  the  Moses9  care  and  lore  s 
A  rude  old  portico,  near  these  high-raised, 
For  grateful  shade  in  heats  of  summer  praised, 
A  monstrous  mot  committed  had  well  nigh  5 
As  Hegulus  in  fs  chariot  passed  by, 
The  ponderous  fabric  rush'd  unto  the  ground, 
And  nim  and  9s  train  did  only  not  confound  j 
But  Fortune  did  our  plaints  and  curses  fear, 
Nor  equal  was  the  odious  crime  to  hear. 

The  ruin  pleases  now  1  which  did  not  prove, 
While  yet  it  stood,  what  care  the  gods  above 
Have  of  good  men*— their  guardianship  and  love. 

On  Tiber's  road,  to  where  Alddes  towers, 
And  hoary  Anio  smoking  sulphur  pours ; 
Where  laugh  the  lawns,  and  groves  to  Muses  dear, 
And  the  fourth  stone  bespeaks  Augusta  near, 
An  antique  porch  prolonged  the  summer  shade  s 
What  a  new  deed  her  dotage  half  essayM! 
Keeling,  herself  she  threw  with  instant  crash,, 
Where  Hegulus  scarce  pass'd  in  his  calash. 
Sly  Fortune  started,  for  herself  aware  j 
Nor  could  the  overwhelming  odium  bear. 
Thus  ruins  ravish  us,  and  dangers  teach : 
Still-standing  piles  could  no  protection  preach. 

Elpkindm. 

im.     OK  AXBIA.  AIM)  PJBTTJ8. 

When  the  chaste  Arria  handed  to  her  Partus  toe  sword 
which  she  had  with  her  own  hand  drawn  forth  from  her 
heart,  "If  you  believe  me,"  said  she,  "the  wound  which  I 
have  made  gives  me  no  pain ;  bat  it  is  that  which  y<m  will 
make,  Pstus,  that  pains  me." 

When  Arria  to  her  Partus  gave  the  sword, 
With  which  her  chaste  and  faithful  breast  she  *d  gored, 
"  Trust  me,"  said  she,  "  that  I  myself  have  slain 
I  do  not  grieve }  't  is  thy  death  gives  me  pain." 

When  the  chaste  Arria  drew  the  reeking  sword 
From  her  own  breast,  and  gave  it  to  her  lord, 
"This  wound,"  she  said,  " believe  me,  I  despise  j 
Z  feel  the  dagger  by  which  Partis  dies."  Hsf. 
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When  the  chaste  Axria  gave  the  reeking  sword, 
Drawn  from  her  bowels,  to  her  honourd  lord, 
"Partus,"  the  cried,  u  for  this  I  do  not  grieve. 
Bnt  tor  the  wound  that  Partus  must  receive." 

r*.  Mr  Scott,  irn 

Thus  to  her  much-loved  virtuous  lord, 

With  tender  grief  oppress'd, 
Chaste  Arria  said,  ana  gave  the  sword 
Drawn  reeking  from  ner  breast : 
"  Believe  me,  Partus,  void  of  pain 
I '  ve  found  the  pointed  steel  j 
But,  oh !  the  wound  that  you  'U  sustain, 
That  wound  I  doubly  feeL" 

Bouquet,  Dublin,  1W4. 

When  from  her  breast  chaste  Arria  snatch'd  the  sword, 
And  gave  the  deethfal  weapon  to  her  lord, 
"  My  wound,"  she  said,  u  believe  me,  does  not  smart; 
But  thine  alone,  my  Partus,  pains  my  heart."  Metmoii. 

"When  Arria  to  her  Partus  gave  the  steel 
Which  from  her  bleeding  side  did  newly  part, 
44 Tar  my  own  wound*  she  said,  "no  pain  I  feel  | 

And  yet  thy  wound  will  stab  me  to  the  heart"    Sedby. 

When  Ami)  from  her  wounded  side, 

To  Partus  gave  the  reeking  steel, 
"  I  feel  not  what  I  *ve  done,"  she  cried; — 

"What  Partus  is  to  do,  I  feeL"         DrEoadUy. 

HT.      TO  DOMITIA2r. 

The  pastimes,  Osdsar,  the  sports  and  the  play  of  the  lions, 
we  have  seen:  your  arena  affords  you  the  additional  sight 
of  the  captured  hare  returning  often  in  safety  from  the 
kindly  tooth,  and  running  at  large  through  the  open  jaws. 
Whence  is  it  that  the  greedy  lion  can  spare  his  captured 
preyP  He  is  said  to  be  yours:  thence  it  is  that  he  can  show 
mercy. 

Thy  lioss,  mighty  Gesar,  shed  the  flee 
On  serried  nations,  they  but  mean  tor  thee, 
When  with  the  gentle  tooth  and  ffenerous  jsws 
The  captive  wantons,  conscious  of  applause. 
Whence  has  the  savage  leern'd  his  prey  to  spare?. 
Thine,  C«3»,  is  the  lion,  Ahine  the  hare.    .  ilfUmim 
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XV.      TO  JULIUS. 

Oh !  thou  who  art  regarded  by  me,  Julias,  as  second  to 
none  of  my  companions,  if  well-tried  friendship  and  long- 
standing ties  are  worth  anything,  already  nearly  a  sixtieth 
consul  is  pressing  upon  thee,  and  thy  life  numbers  but  a  few 
more  uncertain  days.  Not  wisely  wouldst  thou  defer  the  en- 
joyment which  thou  seest  may  be  denied  thee,  or  consider 
the  past  alone  as  thine  own.  Cares  and  linked  chains  of  dis- 
aster are  in  store ;  joys  abide  not,  but  take  flight  with  wing- 
ed speed.  Seize  them  with  either  hand,  and  with  thy  Ml 
grasp ;  even  thus  they  will  oft-times  pass  away  and  glide 
from  thy  closest  embrace.  'T  is  not,  believe  me,  a  wise  man's 
part  to  say,  "I  will  live."  To-morrow's  life  is  too  late :  live 
to-day. 

Thou,  whom  (if  faith  or  honour  reoommends 
A  friend)  I  rank  amongst  my  dearest  friends, 
Remember,  vou  are  now  almost  threescore  | 
Few  days  of  life  remain,  if  any  more. 
Defer  not,  what  no  future  time  insures : 
And  only  what  is  past,  esteem  that  yours. 
Suooessive  cares  and  trouble  for  you  stay ; 
Pleasure  not  so  j  it  nimbly  fleets  am. 
Then  seise  it  fast ;  embrace  it  ere  it  flies; 
In  the  embrace  it  vanishes  and  dies. 
M I  'U  live  to-morrow,"  will  a  wise  man  say  ? 
To-morrow  is  too  late,  then  Eve  to-day.         Hay. 

Julius,  my  friend,— for  well  thy  worth  mar  claim, 
And  long-tried  faith,  that  highly  honoured  name*— 
The  sixtieth  winter  wreaths  with  grey  thy  brows, 
And  fewer  grow  the  days  that  Fate  allows. 
Then  reckon  not  on  years  thou  ne'er  mayst  see 
Nor  be  the  past  alone  enjoy* d  by  thee. 
For  cares  await  thee  and  fell  sorrow's  sting, 
While  Pleasure  flies,  for  ever  on  the  wing. 
Then  seise  her,  if  thou  canst,  with  both  toy  hands, 
And  finnlv,  for  she  'scapes  the  tightest  bands* 
No  sage  will  e'er  "111 live  to-morrow " say : 
To-morrow  is  too  late :  live  thou  to-day.  W.  S.  B. 

XTI.     TO  1TITU8. 

Of  the  epigrams  which  you  read  here,  some  are  good,  some 
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middling,  many  bad :  a  book,  Avitus,  cannot  be  made  in  any 
other  way. 

Some  pood,  and  some  so-so,  mott  of  them  naught! 
Well,  if  no  worse,  the  book  may  still  be  bought.       Anon. 

Borne  things  are  good,  indifferent  some,  some  naught. 
Ton  read :  a  book  can't  otherwise  be  wrote.        Anon.  169& 

Here  some  good  things,  some  middling,  more  bad,  you  will  see : 
Else  a  book,  my  Avitus,  it  never  could  be.  Elphiniton. 

XVII.     TO  TITUS. 

Titos  urges  me  to  go  to  the  Bar,  and  often  tells  me,  "  The 
gains  are  large."  The  gains  of  the  husbandman,  Titos,  are 
likewise  large.1 

Thou  nrgest  me  to  plead ;  dost  oft  repeat, 
"How  mat  it  is  a  wrong  cause  to  defeat! " 
That  which  the  ploughman  does  is  also  great 

Anon.  1695. 

XTHL     TO  TUCOA,  ON  HIS  F4.R8TMOWT. 

What  pleasure  can  it  give  you,  Tucca,  to  mix  with  old 
Falernian  wine  new  wine  stored  op  in  Vatican  casks  P  What 
vast  amount  of  good  has  the  most  worthless  of  wine  done 
too  P  or  what  amount  of  evil  has  the  best  wine  done  yoo  P  As 
for  os,  it  is  a  small  matter ;  but  to  murder  Falernian,  and  to 
pot  poisonous  wine  in  a  Campanian  cask,  is  an  atrocity.  Your 
guests  may  possibly  have  deserved  to  perish :  a  wine-jar  ot 
such  value  has  not  deserved  to  die. 

Tucca,  what  strange  delight  is  this  of  thine, 

To  mix  the  noblest  with  the  vilest  wine  P 

What  so  great  good,  from  bad,  didst  e'er  receive  P 

Or  of  what  good  did  thee  the  good  bereave  P 

Our  throats  to  cut  may  no  great  matter  be; 

To  slay  Falernian  is  a  high  degree 

Of  murder;  rich  Campanian  wine  f  abuse, 

F  th'  generous  grape  rank  poison  to  infuse. 

Thy  guests  may  possibly  deserve  their  bane ; 

Such  precious  liquor  cannot  to  be  slain.       Anon.  1696. 

1  Martial  intimates  that  he  should  like  the  Bar  ss  little  as  he  likes 
•grkultof*. 

n 


84  MUWIAl/s 


XIX.     TO  MLLk. 

If  I  remember  right,  JElia,  70a  had  four  teeth;  a  couch 
displaced  two,  another  two  more.  You  can  now  cough  with* 
out  anxiety  all  the  day  long.  A  third  cough  can  find  no* 
thing  to  do  in  your  mouth. 

JSIia  just  four  teeth  had,  if  I  told  rights 
One  cough  ejected  two,  another  two :  a 

Now  the  may  cough  securely  day  and  night  j 
There 's  nothing  left  for  the  third  cough  to  do. 

Fletcher. 

When  Gammer  Gorton  first  I  knew, 

Four  teeth  in  all  she  reckon'd : 
Comes  a  damn'd  cough  and  whips  out  two, 

And  tf  other  two  a  second. 

Courage,  old  Dame,  and  never  fear 

The  third  whene'er  it  comes ; 
Give  me  but  t*  other  jug  of  beer, 

And  1 11  insure  your  gums.  Tom  Brown. 

XX.     TO  OSCILIJLOTS. 

Tell  me,  what  madness  is  this  P  While  a  whole  crowd  of 
invited  guests  is  looking  on,  you  alone,  CaacilianuB,  devour 
the  truffles.  What  shall  I  imprecate  on  you  worthy  of  so 
large  a  stomach  and  throat  P  That  you  may  eat  a  trufHe 
such  as  Claudius  ate. 

What  brutishness  is  this?  When  friends  you  treaty 
They  looking  on,  alone  you  mushrooms  eat; 
What  on  such  gluttony  shall  I  implore  P 
May*8t  Claudius'  mushrooms  eat,  and  ne'er  eat  more ! 

1695. 


XXL     OK-fOBSEVi.  AHD  XUOIUS  BOSTOIA. 

When  the  hand  that  aimed  at  the  king  mistook  for  h"r 
his  secretary,  it  thrust  itself  to  perish  into  the  sacred  fire 
but  the  generous  foe  could  not  endure  so  cruel  a  sight,  and 
bade  the  hero,  snatched  from  the  flame,  to  be  set  free. 
The  hand  which,  despising  the  fire,  Mucius  dared  to  burn, 
Porsena  could  not  bear  to  look  on.  Greater  was  the  fame 
and  glory  of  that  right  hand  from  being  deceived ;  had  it  not 
missed  its  aim,  it  had  accomplished  less* 
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When  that  right  hand  which  aim'd  a  royal  blow 

Spent  on  a  worthiest  alare  its  baffled  ire, 
ItruihM  into  the  flames;  but  e'en  the  foe 

Admiring  snatch'd  it  from  the  sacred  fire. 
The  pangs  that  fearless  Scevola  sustain'd, 

Porsenna*s  eye  endured  not  to  behold : 
Had  it  not  err'a,  that  hand  had  never  gain'd 

So  great  a  mine,  or  done  a  deed  so  bold.      Hodgvm. 

Ine  hand,  which  struck  the  servant  for  the  king, 

Did  in  the  fire  itself  a  victim  fling. 

The  dreadful  wonder  moved  the  pious  foe : 

He  snatch'd  the  man  from  flames,  and  let  him  go. 

Mucks  unmoved  the  hand  to  burn  decreed ; 

Porsena  could  not  view  the  tragic  deed. 

That  hand  by  failing  gain'd  a  nobler  fame ; 

And  less  had  done,  had  it  not  missM  its  aim.     J&y. 

TTTT.      TO  i.  HABZ. 

^  Why,  aOly  hare,  are  you  fleeing  from  the  fierce  jaws  of  the 
lion  now  grown  tameP  They  have  not  learned  to  crush  such 
tiny  animals.  Those  talons,  which  yon  fear,  are  reserved 
for  mighty  necks,  nor  does  a  thirst  bo  great  delight  in  so 
small  a  draught  of  blood.  The  hare  is  the  prey  of  hounds ; 
it  does  not  fill  large  mouths:  the  Dacian  boy  should  not  fear 

Why,  gentle  hare,  the  generous  lion  Ayr* 
He  has  not  learn'd  to  touch  the  tiny  fry. 
For  brawny  necks  the  griding  claw  remains : 
Enormous  thirst  the  petty  draught  disdains. 
Filling  no  jaw,  thou  Jall'st  to  dogs  a  prey: 
Ne'er  dread  the  Dacian  boy  that  Caesar  slay. 

Elpkii 

XXm.     TO  GOTTA. 

Ton  invite  no  one,  Cotta,  except  those  whom  yon  meet  at 
the  bath;  and  the  bath  alone  supplies  yon  with  guests.  I 
used  to  wonder  why  you  had  never  asked  me,  Cotta;  I  know 
now  that  my  appearance  in  a  state  of  nature  was  nnpleasing 
in  your  eyes.1 

Cotta,  thou  invitest  none,  but  such  with  thee 
Are  bathed,  and  baths  provide  thee  company  i 

1  CesqpreB.ni.Ep.  50,  73;  B.vii.Ep.54. 
»3 
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I  wonderM  long  how  I  escaped  thy  call, 

But  now  I  see  my  naked  truth  gpoiTd  alL      Fletcher. 

XHV.     TO  DXCIAOT8. 

You  see  yonder  individual,  Decianus,  with  lochs  uncombed, 
whose  grave  brow  even  you  fear ;  who  talks  incessantly  of  the 
Curii  and  Camilli,  defenders  of  their  country's  liberties :  do 
not  trust  his  looks ;  he  was  taken  to  wife  but  yesterday.1 

Behold  the  man,  with  careless  hair, 

Whose  solemn  supercilious  air 

Inspires  a  Dedan's  self  with  awe, 

And  so  may  well  give  others  law ; 

Who  talks  a  Curius  too,  and  whom 

A  new  Camillus  worships  Home : 

He,  Decian  (such  the  faith  of  face !) 

VeU'd  yesterday  her  new  disgrace.      Etpkintto*. 

pnr.    to  faustdtus. 

Issue  at  length  your  books  to  the  public,  Faustinus,  and 
give  to  the  light  the  work  elaborated  Dy  your  accomplished 
mind, — a  work  such  as  neither  the  Cecropian  city  of  Pandion 
would  condemn,  nor  our  old  men  pass  by  in  silence.  Do  you 
hesitate  to  admit  Fame,  who  is  standing  before  your  door; 
and  does  it  displease  you  to  receive  the  reward  of  your  la- 
bour P  Let  the  writings,  destined  to  live  after  you,  begin  to 
live  through  your  means.  Glory  comes  too  late,  when  paid 
only  to  our  ashes. 

At  length,  Faustinas,  let  the  world  obtain 

The  polish'd  pieces  of  thy  learned  brain, 

Which  the  Athenian  schools  would  highly  praise, 

And  our  old  sages  to  the  stars  will  raise. 

Dost  doubt  tf  admit  Fame  standing  at  thy  gate? 

Thy  labour's  just  reward  to  bear,  dost  hate  r 

That  which  will  after,  in  thy  time  let  live : 

Too  late  men  praise  unto  our  ashes  give.     Jmm.  169& 

Your  book,  Sir  George,  now  give  to  public  use ; 
From  your  rich  fund  the  polish'd  piece  produce : 
Which  will  defy  the  Louvre's  nicer  laws ; 
And  from  our  critics  here  command  applause* 

1  Muliebria  passns  est 


BOOK  i]  IFia&AMf.  87 

Fame  at  your  portal  waits;  the  door  why  barrM? 
Why  loth  to  take  tout  labour's  just  reward  P 
Let  works  live  with  yon,  which  will  long  survive; 
For  honours  after  death  too  late  arrive.  Hag. 

HTL      TO  SBXTTLlAinrS. 

8e?tflianua,  you  drink  as  much  as  five  rows  of  knights ' 
alone:  yon  might  intoxicate  yourself  with  water,  if  7*u  so 
often  drank  aa  much.  Nor  is  it  the  coin  of  those  who  sit 
near  you  alone  that  you  consume  in  drink,  but  the  money  of 
those  far  removed  from  you,  on  the  distant  benches.  This 
vintage  has  not  been  concerned  with  Fejignian  presses,  nor 
waa  this  juice  of  the  grape  produced  upon  Tuscan  heights ; 
but  it  is,  the  glorious  jar  of  the  long-departed  Opimius*  that  is 
drained,  and  it  ia  the  Massic  cellar  that  sends  forth  its  black-* 
ened  casks.  Get  dregs  of  Laletane  -wine  from  a  tavern- 
keeper,  SextQianus,  if  you  drink  more  than  ten  cups.9 

In  thee,  the  wine  of  five  is  sunk : 

With  as  much  water,  thou  wert  drunk. 

What  lor  thy  begging  canst  allege; 

From  nearest  knight,  and  farthest  wedge  P 

Nor  owns  thy  grape  Pelignian  press ; 

Or  vine  the  hardy  Tuscan's  dress. 

Thy  palate  old  Opimian  asks ; 

From  Mastic  cell  the  sable  casks. 

From  tavern,  fetch  Laletan  dreg, 

Above  ten  goblets  if  thou  beg.  ElvhintUm. 

*'  XXV 11.      TO  PB0CILLUS. 

Last  night  I  had  invited  you—after  some  fifty  glasses,  I 
suppose,  bad  been  despatched — to  sup  with  me  to-day.  You 
immediatelv  thought  your  fortune  was  made,  and  took  note 
6f  my  unsoDer  words,  with  a  precedent  but  too  dangerous.  I 
hate  a  boon  companion  whose  memory  is  good,  Procillus* 

To  sop  with  me,  to  thee  I  did  propound, 

But  t  was  when  our  full  cups  had  oft  gone  round. 

1  Seated  on  the  benches  allotted  them  in  the  theatre.    SeeEp.  12. 

*  The  vintage  of  a.  c  121,  in  which  year  L.  Opimius  was  one  of  the 
consuls,  was  extremely  celebrated,  and  is  frequently  mentioned  by  the  Ro- 
man writers. 

*  The  number  te  which  persons  at  feasts  usually  restricted  themselves 
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The  thing  thou  straight  coneludest  to  be  done, 

Merry  and  sober  words  counting  all  one. 

TV  example 's  dangerous  at  the  highest  rate  j 

A  memorative  drunkard  all  men  hate.         Anon.  1695. 

mm,     OK  1.0BBBJL 

Whoever  believes  it  is  of  yesterday's  wine  that  Acerra 
smells,  is  mistaken :  Acerra  always  drinks  till  morning. 

Who  says  with  last  night's  wine  Acerra  stinks, 

Is  much  deceived :  till  day  Acerra  drinks.  Wright. 

Acerra  smells  of  last  night* s  wine,  you  say. 

Don't  wrong  Acerra  j  he  topes  on  till  day.    fflpKnsto** 

<  XXIX.      TO  UDEHnXTTS. 

Beport  savs  that  yon,  Fidentinus,  recite  my  compositions 
in  public  as  if  they  were  your  own.  If  you  allow  them  to 
be  called  mine,  I  will  send  you  my  verses  gratis ;  if  jou  wish 
them  to  be  called  yours,  pray  buy  them,  that  they  may  be 
mine  no  longer. 

T  is  said  my  boots  thou  dost  abroad  recite, 
As  if  my  verses  thou  thyself  didst  write. 
Verses  1 11  gratis  send,  let  them  be  mine ; 
Otherwise  buy  them,  that  they  may  be  thine. 

AMO*.im. 

Fame  has,  my  Fidentine,  made  loudly  known 
That  yon  recite  my  verses  as  your  own. 
If  mine  they  be,  1 11  send  them  you  for  nought : 
To  make  them  yours,  by  you  they  must  bti  bought 

Elpkijuto*. 

XXX.      OK  DIATTLUB. 

Diaulus  had  been  a  surgeon,  and  is  now  an  undertaker. 
He  has  begun  to  be  useful  to  the  sick  in  the  only  way  that 
he  could. 

Diaulus,  late  who,  void  of  skill, 

Profess'd  the  healing  art, 
Now  acts,  in  league  with  Pluto  still. 

The  undertaker's  part 

Bouquet,  Dublin,  1782. 
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TO  APOLLO,  OK  EWCOLPTJS. 

Enoolpus,  the  favourito  of  the  centurion  bis  master,  con- 
secrates  these,  the  whole  of  the  locks  from  his  head,  to  thee, 
O  Phoebus.1  When  Padens  shall  have  gained  the  pleasing 
honour  of  the  cbief-centurionship,  which  he  has  so  weu 
merged,  cot  these  long  tresses  close,  O  Phoebus,  as  soon  at 
possible,  while  the  tender  face  is  yet  undisfigured  with  down, 
and  while  the  flowing  hair  adorns  the  milk-white  neck ;  and, 
that  both  master  and  favourite  may  long  enjoy  thy  gifts,  make 
him  early  sheen,  but  late  a  man.1 

To  thee,  Apollo,  tows  his  beauteous  hair 
Enoolpus,  minion  of  his  master's  care. 
u  Soon*  as  the  brave  centurion  shall  attain 
The  primipQar  honours,  mine  be  slain ! 
While  yet  my  modest  cheeks  confess  no  down, 
While  wavy  ringlets  snowy  shoulders  crown. 
That  lord  and  slave  may  long  thy  rifts  enjoy, 
Xind  Phoebus,  crop  me  soon ;  but  keep  me  long  a  boy." 

Elpkinttoiu 

XXXTL     TO  SABIDITJS. 

I  do  not  lore  thee,  Sabidins,  nor  can  I  say  why  5 1  can  only 
say  tins,  I  do  not  love  thee. 

I  love  thee  not,  but  why,  I  can't  display 
I  love  thee  not,  is  all  that  I  can  say. 

I  love  thee  not,  Sabidius  j  ask  you  why  ? 

I  do  not  love  thee,  let  that  satisfy !  Wright. 

The  following  lines,  in  imitation  of  this  epigram,  were  made  by  some 
Oxford  wit,  on  Dr  John  Pell,  Bishop  of  Oxford,  who  died  in  1686: 

I  do  not  love  thee,  Doctor  Fell ; 
The  reason  why  I  cannot  tell 
But  this  I'm  sure  I  know  full  well, 
I  do  not  love  thee,  Doctor  Fell. 

1  Enoolpus,  a  favourite  of  Aulas  Pudens  the  centurion,  had  vowed  hif 
hair  to  Phoebus,  in  order  that  his  master  might  soon  be  made  chief  cen- 
turion.   Martial  prays  that  they  may  both  obtain  what  they  desire. 

9  Extend  hie  youth  at  long  as  possible. 
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mm.     OK  GELLIA. 

Gellia  does  npt  mourn  for  her  deceased  father,  when  she 
:s  alone ;  but  if  any  one  is  present,  obedient  tears  spring  forth. 
He  mourns  not,  Gellia,  who  seeks  to  be  praised;  he  is  the 
true  mourner,  who  mourns  without  a  witness. 

When  all  alone,  your  tears  withstand ; 

In  company,  can  floods  command. 

Who  mourns  for  fashion,  bids  us  mark ; 

Who  mourns  indeed,  mourns  in  the  dark.    Anom. 

Gellia  ne'er  mourns  her  father's  loss, 

When  no  one  '*  by  to  see, 
But  yet  her  soon  commanded  tears 
Flow  in  society : 
To  weep  for  praise  is  but  a  feigned  moan ; 
He  grieves  most  truly,  that  does  grieve  alone* 

FUUhtt. 

Her  father  dead !    Alone  no  grief  she  knows ; 
Th'  obedient  tear  at  every  visit  flows. 
No  mourner  he,  who  must  with  praise  be  fee'd! 
But  he  who  mourns  in  secret,  mourns  indeed !     Hay. 

Gellia  alone,  alas!  can  never  weep, 

Though  her  fond  father  perish'd  m  the  deep ; 

With  company  the  tempest  all  appears, 

And  beauteous  Gellia 's  e'en  dissolved  in  tears. 

Through  public  grief  though  Gellia  aims  at  praise, 

T  is  private  sorrow  which  must  merit  raise. 

Gentleman's  Mapasine,  1136. 

HUT.      TO  LESBIA. 

You  always  take  your  pleasure,  Lesbia,  with  doors  un- 
guarded and  open,  nor  are  you  at  any  pains  to  conceal  your 
amusements.  It  is  more  the  spectator,  than  the  accomplice 
in  your  doings,  that  pleases  you,  nor  are  any  pleasures  grate- 
ful to  your  taste  if  they  be  secret.  Yet  the  common  courte- 
san excludes  every  witness  by  curtain  and  by  bolt,  and  few 
are  the  chinks  in  a  suburban  brothel.  Learn  something  at 
least  of  modesty  from  Chione,  or  from  Alls :  even  the  monu- 
mental edifices  of  the  dead  afford  hiding-places  for  abandoned 
harlots.  Does  my  censure  seem  too  harsh  ?  I  do  not  ex* 
hort  you  to  be  chaste,  Lesbia,  but  not  to  be  caught. 
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Lesbia,  thou  sinn'st  itOl  rvith  an  unpinn'd  door 

And  open,  and  'ne*er  cloak'st  thy  pleasure  o'er  j 

Thy  peepers  more  than  active  mends  delight, 

Nor  are  thy  joys  in  kind,  if  out  of  sight 

But  yet  the  common-French,  with  veu  and  key, 

Strives  to  expel  the  witness  far  away ; 

No  chink  doth  in  a  brothel-house  appear : 

Of  AUs  learn,  or'Chione,  this  care. 

They  hide  such  fQthiness  ;,but,  Lesbia,  see 

If  this  mv  censure  seem  too  hard  to  be : 

I  do  n't  forbid  thee  to  employ  thy  prime, — 

But  to  be  taken  Lesbia,  there  's  the  crime.      Fletcher. 

XXJLV.     TO  C0BVSLIU8. 

You  complain,  Cornelius,  that  the  verses  which  I  compose 
are  little  remarkable  for  their  reserve,  and  not  such  as  a  mas- 
ter can  read  out  in  his  school ;  but  such  effusions,  as  in  the 
case  of  man  and  wife,  cannot  please  without  some  spice  of 
pleasantry  in  them.  What  if  you  were  to  bid  me  write  a 
hymeneal  song  in  words  not  suited  to  hymeneal  occasions  ? 
Who  enjoins  die  use  of  attire  at  the  Floral  .games,  and  im- 
poses on  the  courtesan  the  reserve  of  the  matron  P  This 
taw  has  been  allowed  to  frolicsome  verses,  that  without 
tickling  the  finer  they  cannot  please.  Lay  aside,  therefore, 
your  severe  look,  I  beseech  you,  and  spare  my  jokes  and 
gaiety,  and  do  not  desire  to  mutilate  my  compositions. 
Nothing  is  more  disgusting  than  Friapus  become  a  priest  of 
Cybele. 

My  verses  are  too  loose,  you  say : 

Not  such  as  a  school-master  may    . 

Bead  to 's  boys.    But  such  books  as  these 

(Like  husbands  with  their  wives)  do  n't  please 

Without  the  prick  of  wantonness. 

Bid  mee  as  well  sing  nuptials 

In  words  befitting  funerals !  . 

Who  would  at  Floral  games  permit 

Whores  clad  in  modest  robes  to  sit  ? 

This  law  to  epigrams  alloVd, 

They  may  with  lustfull  itch  go  proud. 

Therefore,  severity,  away ! 

Indulge  my  sportive  Muse,  ±  pray  ? 

Nor  seek  to  geld  .my  wanton  dooks  : 

A  gelt  Priapus  ugly  looks.  Old  MS.  17/1  Cent 
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That  I  rhyme  unchasten'd  write* 

Which  a  master  may  n't  recite  | 

That  I  that  my  muse  deny 

To  the  guiltless  fanny  fry j 

Thou,  Cornelias,  dost  decree: 

But  shalt  own  thou  injurest  me. 

"Witty  lays,  like  man  and  wife, 

Must  not  always  be  at  strife  j 

And,  like  them,  but  please  by  half. 

If  they  do  not  often  laugh. 

Would'st  thou  bid  Thalassus  speak, 

Not  in  Latin,  but  in  Greek  ? 

Who  can  clothe  the  Floral  fame  ? 

Who  allows  a  harlot  shame? 

Such  the  rule  of  jocund  strains : 

Wit  no  point,  unsmiling,  gains. 

Count  castration  death  by  law : 

Let  the  God  of  Gardens  awe. 

What  a  paltry  god  were  he, 

Dubb'd  a  sage  of  Cybele!  Elpkintton. 

XXXVI.     TO  THl  BBOTHSB8  LU0AJTU8  AJSTD  TULLTTS. 

I£  Lucanus,  to  thee,  or  if  to  thee,  Tullus,  bad  been  offered 
such  fates  as  the  Laconian  children  of  Leda  enjoy,  there  would 
have  been  this  noble  straggle  of  affection  in  both  of  you, 
that  each  would  have  wished  to  die  first  in  place  of  his  bro- 
ther ;  and  he  who  should  hare  first  descended  to  the  nether 
realms  of  shade  would  have  said,  "  Live,  brother,  thine  own 
term  of  days ;  live  also  mine." 

Fraternal  love  in  such  strong  currents  runs, 

That,  were  your  fete  like  that  of  Leda*s  sons, 

This  were  the  single,  but  the  generous,  strife, 

Which  for  the  other  first  should  yield  his  life : 

He  first  would  cry,  who  first  should  breath  resign, 

Live  thou,  dear  brother,  both  thy  days  and  mine.      Say. 

XXXVU.      TO  BABBITS. 

You  deposit  your  excretions,  without  any  sense  of  shame, 
into  an  unfortunate  vessel  of  gold,  while  you  drink  out 
of  glass.  The  former  operation,  consequently,  is  the  more 
expensive. 

For  nameless  use,  thou  blushless  nsest  go  d ; 

But  quaff  'st  in  glass ;  frugality  befool'd !         BtptoiMtm. 
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mrm.    to  Troraminrs. 

The  book  which  you  are  reading  aloud  is  mine,  Fidentinus 
but,  while  you  read  it  so  badly,  it  begins  to  be  yours. 

The  book  thou  xead'at  is  mine,  my  Fidentine  ; 

But  bow  thou  read'st  so  iU,'t  is  surely  thine.     FUtckir. 

The  venes,  friend,  which  thou  hast  read,  are  mine; 

But,  as  thou  read*st  them,  they  may  pass  for  thine. 

Bouquet. 
With  fruity  accents,  and  so  Tile  a  tone, 
You  quote  my  lines,  I  took  them  for  your  own.    Jnoa. 

mil,    to  DEcmrus. 

If  there  be  any  man  fit  to  be  numbered  among  one's  few 
choice  friends,  a  man  such  as  the  honesty  of  past  times  and 
ancient  renown  would  readily  acknowledge;  if  any  man 
thoroughly  imbued  with  the  accomplishments  of  the  Athenian 
and  Latin  Mmerras,  and  exemplary  for  true  integrity;  if 
there  be  any  man  who  cherishes  what  is  right,  and  admires 
what  is  honourable,  and  asks  nothing  of  the  gods  but  what 
all  may  hear;  if  there  be  any  man  sustained  by  the  strength 
of  a  great  mind,  may  I  die,  if  that  man  is  not  becianua. 

Is  then  f  enroll  among  the  friendly  few, 

Whose  names  pure  faith  and  ancient  fame  renew  P 

Is  there,  enrich'd  with  virtue's  honest  store, 

Deep  versed  in  Latian  and  Athenian  lore? 

Is  than  who  right  maintains  and  truth  pursues, 

Nor  knows  a  wish  that  Heaven  can  refuse? 

Is  then  who  can  on  his  great  self  depend? 

Now  1st  me  die,  out  Harris  is  this  friend.      DrHoadby. 

Is  then  a  friend,  like  those  distanguish'd  few, 
Beuown'd  for  faith,  whom  former  ages  knew ; 
PoliaVd  by  art,  in  every  science  wise ; 
Truly  sincere,  and  good  without  disguise ; 
Ouardian  of  right,  who  doth  by  honour  steer; 
Who  avJces  no  prayer  but  all  the  world  may  hear; 
Who  doth  on  fortitude  of  mind  depend  ? 
I  know  indeed,  but  dare  not  name,  that  friend.    Hay. 

2b  Sr  Theodon  Januen,  Chamberlain  qf  the  Oity  of  London 

If  there  H  one  shall  arise  among  all  his  rare  friends, 
Whose  fcsaed  honour  and  yirtue  knows  no  private  ends} 
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If  one  whose  great  skill  leaves  us  much  at  a  strife, 

If  In  arts  he  excels,  or  most  simple  in  life ; 

If  one  who 's  the  guardian  of  honesty's  cause, 

And  in  secret  asks  nothing  against  divine  laws  j 

If  there 's  one,  who  on  greatness  of  mind  builds  his  plan, 

May  I  die  if  the  Chamberlain  won't  be  the  man! 

Mev.  Mr  Scott,  1763 

XL.     TO  AK  ENVIOUS  KAV. 

You  who  make  grimaces,  and  read  these  verses  of  mine 
with  an  ill  grace,  you,  victim  of  jealousy,  may,  if  you  please, 
envy  everybody ;  nobody  will  envy  you. 

Who  read'st  these  lines,  from  rancorous  spleen  not  free, 
May'st  envy  all,  and  none  e'er  envy  thee!  Jnom.  1695 

XLI.     TO  CJSCILIU8. 

Tou  imagine  yourself  C&cilius,  a  man  of  wit.  You  are 
no  such  thing,  believe  me.  What  thenP  Alow  buffoon; 
such  a  thing  as  wanders  about  in  the  quarters  beyond  the 
Tiber,  and  barters  pale-coloured  sulphur  matches  for  brok- 
en glass;  such  a  one  as  sells  boiled  peas  and  beans  to 
the  idle  crowd;  such  as  a  lord  and  keeper  of  snakes;  or 
as  a  common  servant  of  the  salt-meat-sellers ;  or  a  hoarse- 
voiced  cook  who  carries  round  smoking  sausages  in  steaming 
shops ;  or  the  worst  of  street  poets ;  or  a  blackguard  slave- 
dealer  from  Gades ; l  or  a  chattering  old  debauchee.  Cease 
at  length,  therefore,  to  imagine  yourself  that  which  is  ima- 
gined by  you  alone,  Cscilius,  you  who  could  have  silenced 
Gtabba,  and  even  Testius  Cabailus,  with  your  jokes.  It  is  not 
given  to  every  one  to  have  taste ;  *  he  who  jests  with  a  stupid 
effrontery  is  not  a  Testius,  but  a  Cabailus/ 

Thou  think'stthyselfe  a  spurke  o'  th*  towne, 
But  art  in  deed  a  fowle-mouth'd  clowne : 
Like  those  i'  th'  suburbs  making  cry ; 
For  broaken  plan  who  'U  matches  buy? 
Or  those  f  th  play-house  goe  about 
Selling  their  ginger-bread  to  th'  rout ; 
Or  jugler  that  with  snakes  decoys 
Men  m,  or  rougy  tumblers'  boys : 

1  See  JuTenal  xl  162,  and  Mayor's  note. 
.  •  Haban  nanm,  i.  e.  be  a  good  critic. 

*  A  play  on  the  word  Cabathu,  which,  as  an  appellative  nsun,  aMent  a 
hack-horse. 
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Or  hee  with  moving  oven  cries, 

T5Q  hee  bee  hoarse,  hott  puddinff-pyesf 

Or  him  makes  farces,  bat  not  well } 

Or  the  stern  beadle  of  Bridewell; 

Or  an  old  lecher's  beastly  talke. 

To  thinke  thyselfe  a  wit  then  bauke, 

Since  none  bat  thine  owne  selfe  thinks  so  t 

Or  that  Will  Davenant  you  outgoe, 

Or  Killegrew,  in  witty  droleing. 

All  have  not  the  right  knack  of  fooling  : 

Who  still  with  wittless  rudeness  jeasts 

Fkyes  horse-play,  not  for  man.  but  beasts. 

OldMS.imCmi 

Cecil,  thou  a  witty  knave ! 
No :  thou  'rt  but  a  saucy  slave, 
And  might' st  'yond  the  Tiber  pass, 
Trucking  march  with  broken  glass; 
Or  dispense  the  vetches  drowd, 
To  the  gaping  mob  around : 
Arch  enough  Tor  viper-quack, 
Master  of  the  huckster's  clack : 
Nay,  of  croak  full  hoarce  to  cry, 
u  Smoking  sausage,  who  will  buy  ?  " 
Poet,  for  the  city-scum ; 
Showman,  fresh  from  Oades  come  : 
Mouth  effusing  such  delights, 
As  a  doting  catamite's. 

Cecil,  then,  no  more  conceive. 
What  thou  canst  alone  believe. 
Jokes  thou  may'st  with  Oalba  spit, 
Sexty  Stallion  may'st  outwit 
But,  on  this  assured  repose : 
Every  face  has  not  a  nose ; 
Nor  can  every  pert  rascallion 
Be  a  Sexty,  though  a  Stallion,        Btpkinsto*. 

XLII.      ON  POBCIA. 

When  Portia  had  heard  the  fate  of  her  consort  Brutus,  and 
her  grief  was  seeking  the  weapon,  which  had  been  carerullr 
removed  from  her, "  Ye  know  not  yet,"  she  cried, "  that  death 
cannot  be  denied :  I  had  supposed  that  my  father  had  taught 
yon  this  lesson  by  his  fate.  She  spoke,  and  with  eager 
month  swallowed  the  blazing  coals.  "  Go  now,  officious  at* 
tendants,  and  refuse  me  a  sword,  if  you  wilL" 
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When  Brutal'  fete  feme  unto  PorcU  oronght, 

And  friends  withheld  the  aims  her  sorrow  sought 

MI  thought,"  eiid  the,  "my  father,  when  he  died. 

Taught  ye  that  death  to  none  can  be  denied.0 

8he  spoke,  and  greedily  devoured  the  fire. 

44  Go  now,  officious  throng,  vainly  conspire 

The  weapons  to  deny,  my  griefs  desire."  Jmom.1&& 

When  Poreia  was  infbrm'd  her  lord  was  dead} 
And  the  stolen  dagger  sought  in  vain,  she  said, 
«  Think  ye,  the  means  are  wanting  to  expire  P 
Aro  ye  so  ill  instructed  by  my  sire  ?  * 
The  burning  coals  then  greedily  devourMj 
Crymg,*  Unkind  attendants,  keep  the  sword."    2Xa/« 

When  the  sad  tale,  how  Brutus  fell,  was  brought, 

And  slaves  refused  the  weapon  Poraa  sought; 

44  Enow  ye  not  yet,*  she  said,  with  towering  pride, 

"Death  is  a  boon  that  cannot  be  denied? 

I  thought  my  father  amply  had  imprest 

This  simple  troth  upon  each  Roman  breast" 

Dauntless  she  gulph'd  the  embers  as  they  flamed. 

And,  while  their  heat  within  her  raged,  exclaim'd, 

44  Now,  troublous  guardians  of  a  life  abhorr'd, 

Still  urge  your  caution,  and  refuse  the  sword.**   Geo.  Lamb. 

XLm.     OK  MAHdHTTS. 

Twice  thirty  were  invited  to  your  table,  Mancinus,  and 
nothing  was  placed  before  up  yesterday  bat  a  wild-boar. 
Nowhere  were  to  Toe  seen  grapes  preserved  from  the  late 
vines,  or  apples  vying  in  flavour  with  sweet  honey-combs ; 
nowhere  the  pears  which  hang  suspended  by  flexible  twigs, 
or  pomegranates  the  colour  of  summer  roses:  nor  did  the 
rustic  basket  supply  its  milky  cheeses,  or  the  olive  emerge 
from  its  Picenianjar.  Your  wild-boar  was  by  itself:  and 
it  was  even  of  the  smallest  size,  and  such  a  one  as  might  have 
been  slaughtered  by  an  unarmed  dwarf.  Besides,  none  of  it 
was  given  us ;  we  simply  looked  on  it  as  srjectators.  This  is 
the  way  in  which  even  the  arena  places  a  wild-boar  before  us. 
May  no  wild-boar  be  placed  before  you  after  such  doings,  but 
may  you  be  placed  before  the  boar  in  front  of  which  Chari* 
demus  was  placed.1 

Thine  invited  were  yesterday,  Mandn,  threescore ; 
Nor  was  anything  served  to  thy  guests,  but  a  boar. 

By  Domittsn,  to  be  torn  in  pieces.    See  $\ieton.  Life  of  DomiL 
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Not  the  grapes,  that  the  last  from  their  parent  depend  j 

Not  the  apples,  that  with  the  sweet  como  can  contend ; 

Not  the  pears,  that  are  bound  by  the  limberly  brooms 

Or  pomegranates,  so  like  fleeting  roses  in  bloom  j 

Not  a  oone  of  rich  dots,  from  the  country  afar ; 

Not  an  olive  Picenum  had  pent  in  a  jar. 

Naked  Aper,  quite  harmless,  the  company  charm'd  | 

And  confiWd  himself  slain  by  a  pigmy  unarm'd. 

But  oar  eyes  had  the  sense,  which  alone  he  would  feast : 

On  the  sand  hare  we  often  admired  such  a  beast : 

Hence  to  thee  be  a  tusker  presented  no  more : 

But  be  thou,  Charidemus-like,  served  to  a  boar.     Etptouto** 

XLTT.      TO  STELLA. 

If  it  seems  to  yon  too  much,  Stella,  that  my  longer  and 
shorter  compositions  are  occupied  with  the  frisky  gambols 
of  the  hares  and  the  play  of  the  lions,  and  that  I  go  over 
the  same  subject  twice,  do  yon  also  place  a  hare  twice  before 
me. 

If  twice  the  hares  and  lions  sporting  be 

A  subject,  Stella,  trivial  unto  thee, 

Revenge  thyself  upon  me  with  like  fare; 

Invite  me  twice,  and  set  before  me  hare.      Jmnu  169* 

XLT.      OK  HIS  BOOK. 

Tuat  the  care  which  I  have  bestowed  upon  what  I  have 
published  may  not  come  to  nothing  through  the  smallness 
of  my  volumes,  let  me  rather  fill  up  my  verses  with  ToV  V 

Lest,  in  air,  the  mere  lightness  my  distichs  should  toss, 

I  had  rather  sing  Tbv  f  ixapupsjuvoc.  Eljtouto** 

XLTT.     AI>  HEDYLUlf. 

Com  dieis  propero,  fac  si  fads,  Hedyle,  languet 

Protinus,  et  cessat  debilitate  Venus. 
Bxpeciarejube:  velocius  ibo  retentus : 

Hedyle,  si  properas,  die  mihi,  ne  properem. 

A  BDILO. 

do  did  mi  spiccio,  spiociati,  o  Edilo,  in  un  subito  priapo  si 
cHpiacere  abbattuto  perde  forxa.    Di  chlo  m'arresti:  vo 

1  Let  me  rather  use  frequent  repetitions,  just  at  Homer  freanesC}  it 
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piu  presto  quando  ton  rattexrato.    O  Edilo,  se  ti  spied  diramekt 
acdo  io  Tadi  adagio.  Qragtia. 

When  thou  sa^st  I  hasten  to  % 

Do  it  if  thou  mean'st  to  do  % 

Hedyla,  delay*d  desire 

Soon  languishes,  and  doth  expire. 

Command  be  to  expect,  then  I, 

Withheld,  shall  run  more  speedily ; 

But,  Hedyla,  if  thou  dost  haste, 

Tell -me*  that  I  not  come  too  fast       Fletcher. 

XETTL      OK  DIA.17LTTS. 

Diaulus,  lately  a  doctor,  is  now  an  undertaker :  what  he 
does  as  an  undertaker,  he  used  to  do  also  as  a  doctor. 

Diaule  the  doctor  is  a  sexton  made : 

Though  he  is  changed,  he  changeth  not  his  trade. 

Wright. 
The  Doctor's  late,  is  now  the  Dismal's  lore : 
What  Dismal  does,  the  Doctor  did  before.         EtpUntUm. 

XLYm.     OK  THE  LIOK  AKD  HiJtE. 

The  keepers  could  not  snatch  the  bulls  from  those  wide 
jaws,  through  which  the  fleeting  prey,  the  hare,  goes  and  re* 
turns  in  safety ;  and,  what  is  still  more  strange,  he  starts 
from  his  foe  with  increased  swiftness,  and  contracts  something 
of  the  great  nobleness  of  the  lion's  nature.  He  is  not  safer 
when  he  courses  along  the  empty  arena,  nor  with  equal  feel- 
ing of  security  does  he  hide  him  in  his  hutch.  If,  venturous 
hare,  you  seek;  to  avoid  the  teeth  of  the  hounds,  you  have 
the  jaws  of  the  lion  to  which  you  may  flee  for  refuge. 

In  the  jaws  that  deny  all  retreat  to  a  bull, 
See  the  hare  come  and  go ;  and  his  gambol  is  full. 
O'er  his  flight  at  fell  fear  has  lost  all  her  control ; 
From  the  foe  he  takes  fire,  by  contagion  of  soul. 

Not  more  safe  in  the  oourse,  when  thou  wanton'st  alone  t 
Or  so  safe,  when  thou  boastest  a  home  of  thine  own. 
The  dire  does  to  cast  off;  thou  hast,  puss,  one  sore  feat : 
In  the  mouth  of  the  lion  thou  It  find  a  retreat 

TT.IT.      to  LICIKIAOT8. 

O  thou,  whose  name  must  not  *e  left  untold  \j  Celti- 
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i  rations,  thou  the  honour  of  our  common  country,  t 
thou,Iianianus,  wilt  behold  the  lofty  Bilbilis,  renowned  for 
homes  and  armband  Oatos l  venerable  with  his  locks  of  enow, 
and  saoed  Yadavero  with  its  broken  cliffs,  and  the  sweet 
gore  of  delicious  Botrodus,  which  the  happy  Pomona  loves. 
Thou  wilt  breast  the  gently-flowing  water  01  the  warm  Con- 
gedos  and  the  calm  lakes  of  the  Nymphs,  and  thy  body, 
relaxed  by  these,  thon  mayst  brace  up  in  the  little  Salo, 
which  hardens  iron.  There  Yoberca  *  herself  will  supply  for 
thy  meals  animals  which  maybe  brought  down  close  at  hand. 
The  serene  summer  heat  thon  wilt  disarm  by  bathing  in 
the  golden  Tagus,  hidden  beneath  the  shades  of  trees ;  thy 
greedy  thirst  the  fresh  Dercenna  will  appease,  and  Nutha, 
which  in  coldness  surpasses  snow.  But  when  hoar  December 
and  the  furious  solstice  shall  resound  with  the  hoarse  blasts 
of  the  north-wind,  thon  wilt  again  seek  the  sunny  shores  of 
Tarraco  and  thine  oWn  Laletama.  There  thou  wilt  despatch 
hinds  caught  in  thy  supple  toils,  and  native  boars ;  and  thon 
wilt  tire  out  the  cunning  hare  with  thy  hardy  steed;  the 
stan  tfaou  wilt  leave  to  thy  bailiff.  The  neighbouring  wood 
wfll  come  down  into  thy  very  hearth,  surrounded  as  it  will  be 
with  a  troop  of  uncombed  children.  The  huntsman  will  be  in- 
vited to  thy  table,  and  many  a  guest  called  in  from  the  neigh- 
bourhood wul  come  to  thee.  The  crescent-adorned  boot*  will 
be  nowhere  to  be  seen,  nowhere  the  toga  and  garments 
smelling  of  purple  dye.  Far  away  will  be  the  ill-favoured 
Ubunnan  porter4  and  the  grumbling  client;  far  away  the 
imperious  demands  of  widows.  The  pale  criminal  will  not 
break  thy  deep  sleep,  but  all  the  morning  long  thou  wilt 
enjoy  thy  slumber.  Let  another  earn  the  grand  and  wild 
"  JSravo !"  Do  thou  pity  such  happy  ones,  and  enjoy  with- 
out pride  true  delight,  while  your  friend  Sura  is  crowned 
with  applause.  Not  unduly  does  life  demand  of  us  our  few 
remaining  days,  when  feme  has  as  much  as  is  sufficient. 

'Mong  Celtiberians,  thou  much-famed  man, 

Spayne's  praise,  Licinian, 
Now  thou  ftyre  Bilbilis*  high-seated  ground, 

For  horse  and  arms  reuown'd, 

1  Oatas  and  Vadavero  are  names  of  mountains  near  Bilbilis.   Botrodoi 
if  a  small  town;  Congedns  and  Salo,  rivers. 

*  The  same  of  a  town.    Dercenna  and  Nutha  are  fountains. 

*  v/orn  by  senators,  *  See  Juvenal,  iv.  75 
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And  old  Vadoveron's  snow-white  based  head 

With  craggy  clifis  bespread, 
And  lonely  Botrod's  pleasant  groves,  wilt  see, 

Where  the  brave  orchards  bee j 
In  warme  Congede  to  swimm,  thyselfe  betake, 

Or  some  such  pleasant  lake  s 
Or  bind  thy  pores  in  Salon's  shallow  flood. 

Which  haraen'd  Steele  makes  good. 
Voberta's  game  comes  as  yon  dine  to  th'  hand, 

And  to  bee  shott  will  stand : 
On  golden  Tagus*  shady  banks  yon  may 

Shunn  the  sun's  scorching  ray : 
And,  with  springs  cooler  than  the  snow,  the  rage 

Of  greedy  thirst  assuage. 
When  feeble  winter  and  December  hoare 

With  hoarse  north-winds  doth  roare, 
To  Tarracon's  warme  beech  you  may  retreat, 

Or  Laktanian  heat ; 
There  deere  caught  in  the  yielding  toyles  you  may, 

Or  home-feddbrawners,  slay ; 
Or  subtle  hares  with  stronger  horse  runn  downe, 

Leaving  the  stagg  to  the  downe. 
The  neighbouring  wood  large  ryres  to  your  hearthe  finds, 

Begirt  with  dirty  hinds. 
Tour  fellow-huntsman  there  you  11  make  a  guest, 

Or  your  next  neighbour  feast  | 
From  press  of  suitors  and  lords'  oompanie 

And  roabes  perfumed  free ; 
From  horrid  cryers  and  bold  widdows'  voyce, 

And  peevish  clyents*  noyse ; 
Nopale  dependant  your  sound  sleepes  shall  breake, 

With  you  P  th*  morne  to  speak. 
Whilst  others  purchase  great  applause,  but  vayne, 

Pity  their  hapless  gaine. 
'  joy  true  bliss,  nor  envious  bee,  whene'er 

x  our  Sura's  prayse  you  heare : 
Boldly  you  may,  with  fame  enough  now  blest, 

Live  to  yourselfe  the  rest 

Old  MS.  \lth  Cent 
l.    to  jnoLiunrs. 
If  your  cook,  JEmilianus,  is  called  Miatyllus,  why  should 
not  mine  be  called  Taratalla  P  ' 

If  a  cook-boy,  by  thee,  may  Mistyllus  be  bight; 
Taratalla  to  clep  him,  commences  my  right       Wpkuutom. 
1  A  meaningless  jest,  taken  from  Honr.er's  words  (IL  L465),  MionrXXsV 
J  ifo  rJXXa,  crJL 
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LI.    TO  A  HAB1. 

No  neck,  save  the  proudest,  serves  for  the  fierce  lion. 
Why  dost  thou,  rain-glorious  hare,  flee  from  these  teeth  P 
No  doubt  thou  wouldst  wish  thein  to  stoop  from  the  huge 
bull  to  thee,  and  to  crush  a  neck  which  they  cannot  see. 
The  glory  of  an  illustrious  death  must  be  an  object  of  despair 
to  thee.  Thou,  a  tiny  prey,  canst  not  fall  before  such  an 
enemy! 

On  nervous  necks  behold  hun  hang; 

Proud  puss,  why  fear  the  lion's  fang  P 

From  bulls  would  he  descend  to  thee, 

Or  crush  the  bones  he  cannot  see  P 

Then  soar  not  to  a  fate  so  high  5 

Nor  hope  by  such  a  foe  to  die.  Sphmtkm. 

X2X.     TO  QTJQTOTIAirUB. 

To  thee,  Quinctianus,  do  I  commend  my  books,  if  indeed 
I  can  call  books  mine,  which  thy  poet  recites.1  If  they 
complain  of  a  grievous  yoke,  do  thou  come  forward  as  their 
advocate,  and  defend  them  efficiently ;  and  when  he  calls 
himself  their  master,  say  that  they  were  mine,  but  have  been 
given1  by  me  to  the  public.  If  thou  wilt  proclaim  this  three 
or  four  tunes,  thou  wilt  bring  shame  on  the  plagiary. 

Dear  Quinaan,  to  thy  happy  powers 

Our  lays  (if  I  may  call  them  ours, 

Which  thy  bold  bard  will  needs  recite, 

And  swear  that  once  himself  could  write) 

I  with  just  confidence  commend  j 

And  shall  exact  it  of  my  friend, 

That,  if  they  heavy  bondage  wail, 

Thou  stand  their  claimant  and  their  bail : 

So  when  himself  the  culprit  calls 

The  owner  of  the  wretched  thralls, 

That  them  as  mine  thou  redemand, 

As  sent  to  freedom  from  my  hand. 

This  truth  if  o'er  and  o'er  uiou  bawl, 

The  thief  thou  It  redden  and  appal         EtpHmto*. 

im.     TO  FJJDENTIUUS, 

One  page  only  in  my  books  belongs  to  you,  Fidentmus, 

1  A  poet  that  recited  verses  to  Quinctianus ;  the  same,  probably,  that 
Nvi  mentioned  in  the  next  epigram. 

*  Manumitted ;  released  from  rov  portfolio. 
a  2 
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but  it  bean  the  sure  stamp  of  its  master,  and  accuses 
your  verses  of  glaring  theft.  Just  so  does  a  Gallic  frock 
coming  in  contact  with  purple  city  cloaks  stain  them  with 
grease  and  filth ;  iost  so  do  Arretine l  pots  disgrace  vases  of 
crystal ;  bo  is  a  black  crow,  straying  perchance  on  the  banks 
01  the  Cay ster,  laughed  to  scorn  amid  the  swans  of  Leda:  and 
so,  when  the  sacred  grove  resounds  with  the  music  of  the 
tuneful  nightingale,  the  miscreant  magpie  disturbs  her  Attic 
plaints.  Mj/  books  need  no  one  to  accuse  or  judge  you: 
the  pace  which  is  yours  stands  up  against  you  and  says.  "You 


area 


To  steals  my  bookea  thou  'rt  greedy,  but  unwise, 

To  thinks  thou  *rt  poett  made  at  the  same  price 

A  books  '•  transcribed,  or  a  slight  volume  sold. 

Wisedom  *•  not  purchased  for  few  suxnxns  of  gold. 

Seeke  some  obscurer  lines  and  ruder  paynes 

Of  one  who  th*  virgin  issue  of  his  braines 

Keepea  locked  up  to  enVs  eye  unknowne, 

By  any*8  lipps  unkissed  out  his  owne. 

A  welL-knowne  booke  can't  shift  its  authour.  Yett 

If  you  one  with  unpolish'd  front  would  gett, 

Never  yett  bound  or  boss'd,  I  such  can  snow : 

Buy  then),  and  whence  you  had  them  none  shall  know. 

Who  omen*  lines  does  as  his  owne  rehearse, 

Had  need  his  silence  buy  as  well  as  verse. 

Old  MS.  Vltk  Cent. 

Y  th'  book  th*  ast  filch'd  from  me,  one  page  alone 

Is  thine,  and  to  be  thine  is  so  well  known, 

If  all  the  rest  proclaims  to  be  purloin'-d. 

80  greasy  homespun  cloth,  to  scarlet  join'd, 

Its  lustre  as  it  wrongs  and  does  defile, 

Itself  it  also  renders  the  more  vile : 

So  crystal  cups,  with  earthen  set  in  place, 

The  worse  they  suit,  the  more  themselves  disgrace : 

In  consort  thus,  ridiculous  does  show 

Among  the  milk-white  swans  a  rascal  crow : 

A  chattfring  pie's  harsh  notes  in  grove  so  sound, 

Where  quires  of  charming  nightingales  abound. 

I  need  no  critic's  aid  for  my  relief; 

Thy  own  vDe  verse  rights  me,  and  calls  thee  thief. 

Jmm.  10M. 

1  Eartbea  pots  from  Arrethun,  a  town  of  Etroria. 
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LIT.     TO  TV8GUB. 

If,  Fuscus,  thou  hast  room  to  receive  «t01  more  affection, 

£r  thou  haft  friends  around  thee  on  aU  sides),  I  ask  thee 
one  place  in  thy  heart,  if  one  still  remains  vacant,  and 
that  thcrawflt  not  refiisebecaiise  I  am  a  stranger  to  thee:  all 
thy  old  friends  were  so  once.  Simply  consider  whether  he 
who  is  presented  to  you  a  stranger  is  likely  to  become  an 
old  friend. 

x  on,  whom  your  faithful  friends  surround, 

Can  there  within  your  breast  be  found 

One  spot  another  friend  to  grace? 

Oh !  grant  to  me  that  happy  place 

Befuse  me  not,  because  untried) 

So  once  were  all  your  friends  beside. 

Weigh  well  the  man;  for  from  the  new 

May  grow  a  good  old  friend  and  true         Et$. 

If  yet  one  corner  in  thy  breast 
Remains,  good  Fuscus,  unpossess'd 
{For  many  a  friend,  I  know,  is  thine), 
.  Give  me  to  boast  that  corner  mine* 
Nor  thou  the  honour'd  place  I  sue 
Befuse  to  an  acquaintance  new. 
The  oldest  friend  of  all  thy  store 
Was  once,  'tis  certain,  nothing  more. 
It  matters  not  bow  late  the  choice, 
If  but  approved  by  reason's  voioe ! 
Then  let  thy  sole  inquiry  be, 
If  thou  canst  find  such  worth  in  me 
That,  constant  as  the  years  are  rolTd, 
Matures  new  friendship  into  old.  Milmoik. 

LT.     TO  FBOOTO. 

If  thou,  Fronto,  so  distinguished  an  ornament  of  military 
and  erfQ  life,  deeirest  to  learn  the  wishes  of  thy  friend 
Marcus,  he  prays  for  this,  to  be  the  tiller  of  his  own  farm, 
nor  that  a  large  one,  and  he  lores  mglorious  repose  in  an 
unpretending  sphere.  Does  any  one  haunt  the  porticoes  of 
cold  variegated  Spartan  marble,  and  run  to  offer,  like  a  fooL 
his  monriro  greetings,  when  he  might,  rich  with  the  spoils  of 
grove  and  field,  unfold  before  his  fire  his  well-filled  nets,  and 
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lift  the  leaping  fish  with  the  quivering  line,  and  draw  forth 
the  yellow  noney  from  the  red1  cask,  while  a  plump  house* 
keeper  loads  hia  unevenly-propped  table,  and  nia  own  egga 
are  cooked  by  an  unbought  fire  P    That  the  man  who  lovee 
not  me  may  not  k>ve  this  life,  is  my  wish;  and  let  him  drag 
out  life  pallid  with  the  cares  of  the  city. 
i 
Well  them,  Sir,  yon  shall  know  how  far  extend 
The  prayen  and  hopes  of  your  poetic  friend: 
He  does  not  palaces  nor  manors  crave, 
Would  be  no  lord,  but  less  a  lord  would  hare 
The  ground  he  holds,  if  he  his  own  can  call, 
He  quamli  not  with  heaven  because  His  small : 
Let  gay  and  toilsome  greatness  others  please, — 
>Iove 


He  lores  of  homely  littleness  the  < 

Can  any  man  in  gilded  rooms  attend, 

And  his  dear  hours  in  humble  visits  spend, 

When  in  the  fresh  and  beauteous  fields  he  may 

With  various  healthful  pleasures  fill  the  day  P 

If  there  be  man  (ye  gods !)  I  ought  to  hate, 

Dependence  and  attendance  be  his  fete. 

Still  let  hhn  busy  be,  and  in  a  crowd, 

And  very  much  a  slave,  and  very  proud: 

Thus  he  perhaps  powerful  and  ncn  may  grow; 

No  matter,  O  ye  gods!  that  I  Hallow; 

But  let  hha  peace  and  freedom  never  see: 

Let  him  not  love  this  life,  who  loves  not  me.      Comh$. 

Since  you,  whom  all  the  world  admires, 

Would  know  what  your  poor  friend  desires  j 

Some  little  spot  of  earth  he  prays, 

To  pass  imcogmto  his  days. 

Who  'd  bear  the  noisy  pomp  of  state, 

Or  crowd  of  clients  at  nia  gate, 

That  ought,  in  his  own  fields  and  wood, 

Find  his  diversion  and  his  foodP 

His  ponds  with  various  fishes  stored; 

Hie  bees  for  him  their  honey  hoard; 

A  nut-brown  lass,  both  kind  and  neat, 

To  make  his  bed,  and  dress  his  meat 

He  that  hates  me,  or  likes  not  this, 

May  he  ne'er  taste  so  sweet  a  bliss, 

But,  fbofd  by  riches  and  renown, 

Still  stay  behind,  and  rot  in  town  I 

Bouquet,  Dublin,  1784 

1  Stained  with  vstmflion. 
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LTL    TO  JL  VJJTMB. 

Harassed  with  continual  rains,  the  vineyard  dripe  with  wet 
You  cannot  sell  us,  vintner,  even  though  jon  with,  neat 
wine. 

So  oonttant  pours  the  harassd  vintage  swell, 
Thou  canst  not,  if  thou  wouldst,  unmingled  selL 


LVH.     TO  7LA00U8. 

Do  you  ask  what  sort  of  maid  I  desire  or  dislike,  Flaccus? 
I  dislike  one  too  easy,  and  one  too  coy.  The  just  mean, 
which  lies  between  the  two  extremes,  is  what  I  approve ;  I 
like  neither  that  which  tortures,  nor  that  which  cloys. 

Wouldst  know  what  temper  I  to  love  would  choose  P 

What  maid  I  like,  and  what  I  would  refuse  P 

I  neither  like  the  facile,  nor  the  ooy, 

The  overhard,  nor  easy  to  enjoy : 

A  mean  twixt  both  I  rather  do  approve, 

She  that  nor  racks,  nor  cloys,  the  sweets  of  love. 

^sm.1690. 

You  ask  me,  dear  friend,  «  What  lass  I  'd  enjoy  :w 
I  would  have  one  that 's  neither  too  coming  nor  ooy, 
A  medium  is  best,  that  gives  us  no  pain. 
By  too  much  indulgence,  or  too  much  disdain.       Haj. 

You  ask,  were  I  to  change  my  life, 

What  kind  of  girl  I  'd  take  to  wifeP 

Not  one  who  coy  or  easy  seems, 

I  hate  alike  the  two  extremes ; 

She  satiates  who  at  first  complies, 

She  starved  my  love  who  long  denies. 

The  maid  must  not,  I  'd  call  my  own, 

8ay  "No"  too  oft,  or  "Yes  "too  soon.       Aim. 

Ask  you,  my  friend,  what  kind  of  she  I  'd  choose  P 

Not  one  too  difficult,  or  one  too  Jbosei 

The  moderate  fair,  indifferently  coy, 

With  sense  to  please,  but  not  too  free  to  cloy  i 

Whose  passions  'twixt  the  wide  extremes  are  put: 

I  love  no  torment,  and  I  hate  a  slut  Gent.  Mag.  1737 

LTm.     ni  PTJIBI  PE1TIO. 

MDlia  pro  puero  centum  me  mango  poDOScit: 
Bisi  ego:  sed  Phoebus  protinus  ilia  aedit 
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Hoc  dolet  et  queritur  de  me  mea  mentwa  meow, 
Laudatarque  meam  Fh&bus  in  invidiam. 

Sed  sestertiolum  donavit  mentula  Phasbo 
Bis  dedea;  hoc  da  tu  mini,  pluris  emam. 

ML  PBBZZO  B'UV  GIOYIKOTTO. 

II  sensale  nd  dimando  oento  nulla  sestersi  per  un  giorinotto :  io 
rin:  ma  Febo  inoontanente  gli  diede.  Questo  mi  andd  al  cuore,  e 
la  mia  mentola  si  lagno  meoo  di  me  stesso,  e  Febo  e  lodato  in 
spresso  di  me.  Ma  la  mentola  diede  a  Febo  venti  volte  cento  nulla 
sesteni.    Damnd  tu  questo,  one  lo  pagherd  anche  di  piu. 

Graffito. 

LIX.     TO  FLAC0U8. 

The  sportula1  at  Bai»  brings  me  in  a  hundred  farthings; 
of  what  use  is  such  a  miserable  sum  in  the  midst  of  such 
sumptuous  baths P  Give  me  back  the  darksome  baths  of 
Lupus  and  Gryllus.  When  I  sup  so  scantily,  Flaocus,  why 
should  I  bathe  so  luxuriously  P 

An  humble  hundred,  Baian  bounty  gives : 
Amid  io  nigh  delights,  what  hunger  lives ! 
Restore  me  Lupur  baths,  and  Oryllus*  gloom : 
Why  bathe  in  state,  if  starving  be  my  doomP 

JBpkmsto*. 

LX.    OK  THE  LIOJT  JOT  HABI. 

Hare,  although  thou  enterest  the  wide  jaws  of  the  fierce 
lion,  still  he  imsginee  his  mouth  to  be  empty.  Where  is  the 
back  on  which  he  shall  rushP  where  the  shoulders  on 
which  he  shall  fall  P  where  shall  he  fix  those  deep  bites 
which  he  inflicts  on  young  bulls  P  why  dost  thou  in  vain 
weary  the  lord  and  monarch  of  the  groves  P  T  is  only  on  the 
wild  prey  of  his  choice  that  he  feeds. . 

In  the  muzsle's  dread  repair, 
Soaroe  the  hero  feels  the  hare. 
Glee,  my  leVret,  may  be  thine; 
Can  he  rush  upon  thy  chine  P 
On  thy  shoulder  can  he  bound  P 
Where  infix  the  fatal  wound  P 
Vainly,  trifler,  dost  thou  send; 
Vainly  proffer  paltry  blood ; 

1  Sportula.  A  present  from  the  richer  dais  to  the  poorer;  nominally 
the  price  of  a  sapper.    See  Diet  Antiqq.  s.  v 
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Vainly  plague  the  king  of  grorea  s 

He  for  royal  victims  roves.  Bpkmttom* 

EXX     TO  LIOHTLAJTUB,  OK  TH1  OOTOTBIBB  01  CXLSBJUTMD 
A.TJTHOB8. 

Verona  lores  the  verses  of  her  learned  Poet ;  Mantua  is 
blest  in  her  Maro;  the  territory  of  Apona  is  renowned  for  ita 
Iovy,  its  Stella,  and  not  less  for  its  Flaccus.  The  Nile, 
whose  waters  are  instead  of  rain,  applauds  its  ApoUodorus; 
the  FeUgnians  vaunt  their  Ovid.  Hoquent  Cordova  speaks 
of  its  two  Senecas  and  its  single  and  preeminent  Lucan.  Vo- 
luptuous (Jades  delights  in  her  Canius,1  Emerita  in  my  friend 
Dedanns.  Our  Bilbilis  will  be  proud  of  you,  Licinianus, 
nor  will  be  altogether  silent  concerning  me. 

Whilst  Milton  9s  read,  or  silver  Thames  shall  nm, 
Will  great  Augusta  boast  her  greater  son. 
Avon  shaU  flow  as  proud  of  Snakspear's  name, 
Alike  in  genius,  ana  the  next  in  feme. 
Waller  polite  from  Hertford's  bounds  removes, 
To  court  the  fair  in  Penshurst's  ravish'd  groves. 
Hie  lofty  Denham,  from  Hibernia's  shore, 
Makes  Cooper's  Hill  what  Pindus  was  before. 
Hear  Cowley's  infant  cries!  the  town  he  hates : 
Bear  him,  ye  swans,  to  Chertsey's  green  retreats. 
But  let  her  Prior  in  the  town  remain, 
With  wen-wrought  tales  his  town  to  entertain. 


Pope's  Windsor  Dryads  ] 

And  at  his  not  the  Naiads  slack  their  course. 

Cornavian  climes  the  merry  Butler  bore : 

And  tender  Otway  graced  my  native  shore."       Ray. 

lzh.   oh  uvori. 

Lsvina,  so  chaste  as  to  rival  even  the  Sabine  women  of 
old,  and  more  austere  than  even  her  stern  husband,  chanced, 
while  intrusting  herself  sometimes  to  the  waters  of  the  Lu- 
erine  lake,  sometimes  to  those  of  Avernus,  and  while  fre- 
quently refreshing  herself  in  the  baths  of  Bai®,  to  fall  into 
toe  flames  of  love,  and,  leaving  her  husband,  fled  with  a 
young  gallant.  She  arrived  a  Penelope,  she  departed  a 
Helen. 

1  8eeb.iiLBp.aO  »  Hay  was  bom  st  Trotton  in  Sussex. 
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Lsevina,  chaste  as  Sabines  were  of  old, 

Than  her  strict  husband  yet  more  strict  and  cold, 

While  in  the  common  baths  she  did  descend, 

And  in  those  freedoms  many  hours  did  spend, 

She  fell  in  love ;  in  the  cold  streams  took  fire  j 

And*  burning  with  a  youth  in  loose  desire, 

She  left  her  husband,  and  her  virtuous  name ; 

Helen  went  thence,  Penelope  that  came.         Jmo*.  1685, 

LTTTT.    TO  CELEB 

xon  ass  me  to  recite  to  you  my  Epigrams.  I  cannot 
oblige  yon;  for  yon  wish  not  to  hear  them,  Celer,  but  to  re- 
cite them.1 

»  r 

Celer  to  read  my  epigrams  does  crave, 

But  to  recite  his  own's  the  thing  he  M  have.  Am*u  1695. 

•  •  i  jinv.  to  tabxtlul 

Ton  are  pretty,— »we  know  it;  and  young, — it  ia  true;  and 
rich, — who  can  deny  it  t  But  when  you  praise  yourself 
extravagantly,  Fabulla,  you  appear  neither  rich,  nor  pretty, 
nor  young. 

You*refayre,Iknow>t;  and  modest  too,  "t  is  true  ; 
And  rich  you  are;  well,  who  denyes  it  youP 
But  whilst  your  owne  prayse  you  too  much  proclame, 
Of  modest,  rich,  and  feyre  you  loose  the  name. 

OldMSS.VttkCad. 

Fair,  rich,  and  young!  how  rare  is  her  perfection, 
Were  it  not  mingled  with  one  foul  infection : 
So  proud  a  heart,  I  mean,  so  cursed  a  tongue, 
As  makes  her  seem  nor  rich,  nor  fair,  nor  young. 

Sir  John  Harrington. 

Pretty  thou  art,  we  know ;  a  pretty  maid; 

A  rich  one  too :  H  cannot  be  sainsay'd. 

But  when  thy  puffs  we  hear,  thy  pride  we  see. 

Thou  neither  rich,  nor  fair,  nor  maid  canst  be.     Anon. 

Genteel,  \  is  true,  O  nymph,  you  are ; 
You  "re  rich  and  beauteous  to  a  hair. 
But  while  too  much  you  praise  yourself; 
Ton  "ve  neither  air,  nor  charms,  nor  pelt 

0W.Ifiy.  17461 


1  To  plagiarise  (hem  from  me,  and  then  to  recite  them  as  your  own* 
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LTf .    TO  0JK7ILIAOTS. 

When  I  naidjicus,  you  laughed  at  it  as  a  barbarous  wordy 
Owrilianus,  and  bade  me  saj  Jico*.  I  shall  call  the  produce 
of  the  ng-treejfaft;  yours  I  shall  calico*. ;  ' 

LTVT.    TO  ▲  7LA.0IABT. 

Tou  are  mistaken,  insatiable  thief  of  my  writings,  who 
think  a  poet  can  be  made  for  the  mere  expense  whicn  copy- 
ing,  and  a  cheap  Tolume  cost.  The  applause  of  the  world  is 
not  acquired  for  six  or  even  ten  sesterces.  Seek  out  for  this 
purpose  Terses  treasured  up,  and  unpublished  efforts,  known 
only  to  one  person,  and  which  the  father  himself  of  the 
virgin  sheet,  that  has  not  been  worn  and  scrubbed  by  bushy 
chins,  keeps  sealed  up  in  bis  desk.  A  well-known  book 
cannot  change  its  master.  But  if  there  is  one  to  be  found 
yet  unpolished  by  the  pumice-stone,  yet  unadorned  with 
bosses  and  coyer,  buy  it:  I  have  such  by  me,  and  no  one 
shall  know  it  Whoever  recites  another's  compositions,  and 
seeks  for  fame,  must  buy,  not  a  book,  but  the  author's 
silence. 

Thou  sordid  felon  of  my  yens  and  fame, 
80  cheap  dost  hope  to  get  a  poet's  name, 
As,  by  the  purchase  barely  of  my  book, 
For  ten  vile  pence  eternal  glory  rook  P 
Find  out  some  virgin  poem  ne'er  saw  the  day, 
Which  wary  writers  in  their  desk  do  lay 
Lock'd  up,  and  known  unto  themselves  alone ; 
Nor  one  with  using  torn  and  sordid  grown. 
A  puhHih'd  work  can  ne'er  the  author 


A  pub 

Like  one  ne'er  psss'd  the  press,  that  ne'er  did  range 

The  world,  trimly  bound  up ;  and  such  1 11  sell, 

Give  me  my  price,  and  ne'er  the  secret  telL 

He  that  another 's  wit  and  fame  will  own, 

Must  sQsnes  buy,  and  not  a  book  that 's  known. 

1696. 


LXVLL     TO  CHdBTLUS. 

Tou  are  too  free-spoken,"  »  your  constant  remark  to 

1  An  imtrtnslatable  jest  on  the  double  meaning  of  the  word /out* 
which,  when  declined /«»,  -i,  meant  a  species  of  ulcer ;  and  when/ont 
•at,  afif-tiee. 
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me,  Ohoarihis.    He  who  speaks  against  you,  Chcarilus,  is  in* 
deed  a  free  speaker.1; 

Why  dost  thou  blame  my  writings  as  too  freef 

linty  write  freely,  when  I  write  of  thee.  L.H.S. 

ULViii.      OK  EXJFU8. 

What«rrerEu£ufldoes,N8BviaiBaUinaUtohim.  Whether 
lie  rejoices,  ox  mourns,  or  is  silent,  it  is  ever  Naevia.  He 
eats,  he  drmks,  lie  asks,  he  refuses,  he  gesticulates,  Ncvia 
alone  is  in  his  thoughts:  if  there  were  no rforia,  he  would  be 
mute.  When  he  had  written  a  dutiful  letter  yesterday  to  his 
father,  he  ended  it  with,  "NaBvia,  light  of  my  ey  es,  Neria,  my 
idol,  firewall"  Itavia  read  these  words,  and  laughed  with 
downcast  looks.  N©via  is  not  yours  only : s  what  ^adrifr— 
is  this,  foolish  man  P 

Lot  Burnt  weep,  rejoice,  stand,  sit,  or  walk, 
8(01  he  can  nothing  but  of  Naevia  talk : 
Let  him  eat,  drink,  ask  questions,  or  dispute, 
Still  he  must  speak  of  Nseria,  or  be  mute. 
He  writ  to  his  father,  ending  with  this  line, 
I  am,  my  lovely  N»via,  erer  thine. 

$****,  No.  113. 

T«TTT.     TO  MAHKU8. 

Tarenios,1  which  was  wont  to  exhibit  the  statue  of  Pan,  be- 
gins now,  Maximus,  to  exhibit  that  of  Oanius. 

Her  god  Tarentos  show'd  in  Pan : 

In  Canius  she  displays  her  man.       Elphuutm 

LXX.     TO  HIS  BOOK. 

Go,  my  book,  and  pay  my  respects  for  me:  you  are  ordered 
to  go,  dutiful  volume,  to  the  splendid  halls  of  Prooulus.  Do 
you  ask  the  way  P    I  will  tell  you. .  You  will  go  along  by 

1  Free  from  tO  restraint,  for  he  may  say  all  sorts  of  thing!  against  you 
without  fear  of  contradiction. 

*  Publicum  cum  est  prostibnlum.    Raderu*. 

*  Tarentos,  a  place  in  the  Campus  Martins,  in  which  was  a  temple  con- 
secrated to  Prato,  and  filled  with  statues  of  Pan,  the  Satyrs,  and  other 
deities  or  remarkable  personages.  On  Oanius,  a  humorous  poet  of  Gades, 
whose  statue,  it  appears,  was  put  there  with  Pan's,  see  shore,  Ep.  61, 
B.  iii.  2p.  20. 
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the  temple  of  Castor,  near  that  of  ancient  Vesta,  and  that 
goddess's  virgin  home.  Thence  yon  mil  pass  to  the  majes- 
tic Palatine  edifice  on  the  sacred  hiD,  where  glitters  many 
a  statue  of  the  supreme  ruler  of  the  empire.  And  let  not  the 
ray-adorned  mass  of  the  Colossus  detain  you,  a  work  which 
is  proud  of  surpassing  that  of  Bhodes.  But  turn  aside 
by  the  way  where  the  temple  of  the  wine-bibbing  Bacchus 
rises,  and  where  the  couch  of  Cybele  stands  adorned  with; 
pictures  of  the  Corybantes.  Immediately  on  the  left  is  the. 
dwelling  with  its  splendid  facade,  and  the  hails  of  the  lofty 
mansion  which  you  are  to  approach.  Enter  it;  and  fear  not 
its  haughty  looks  or  proua  gate;  no  entrance  affords  more 
ready  access;  nor  is  there  any  house  more  inviting  for  Phoebus 
and  the  learned  sisters  to  love.  If  Proculus  shall  say,  "  But 
why  does  he  not  come  himself  f"  you  may  excuse  me  thus, 
"  Because  he  could  not  have  written  what  is  to  be  read  here, 
whatever  be  its  merit,  if  he  had  come  to  pay  his  respects  in 
person." 

Go,  little  book,  the  breathings  of  thy  lord 

Tore  ProoiuWs  splendid  gods  record. 

Which  is  my  way  r    By  Castor  shalt  thou  roam, 

Near  hoary  vesta's  fane  and  virgin-dome. 

Thence  by  the  awful  hill  ascends  thy  tour : 

The  sovereign's  image  beams  direction  pure. 

Nor  thee  too  long  the  famed  Coloss  beguile, 

That  dims  the  radiance  of  the  Bhodian  pile. 

Hence  seek  the  soaking  father  of  the  feast, 

The  mighty  mother,  and  her  painted  priest 

Now,  on  the  left,  the  lofty  towers  invite : 

The  courts  august  possess  the  ravish'd  sight. 

Yet,  bold  approach ;  thou  canst  redoubt  no  pride  i 

No  welcome  portals  stand  more  sweetly  wide. 

None  eyes  Apollo,  or  the  Nine  more  near. 

The  poet,  why,  he  'U  say,  himself  not  here  t 

Then  thou :  Because,  whatever  these  indite, 

The  personal  saluter  could  not  write.  Elpkmitom. 

TiTTT.     TO  SLSXP. 

Let  Lssvia  be  toasted  with  six  cups,  Justina  with  seven, 
Lycaa  with  five,  Lyde  with  four,  Ida  with  three.  Let  the 
number  of  letters  in  the  name  of  each  of  our  mistresses  be 
equalled  by  the  number  of  cups  of  Falernian.  But,  since 
none  of  them  comes,  come  thou,  Sleep,  to  me. 


62  iustul's 

Nssvia  six  cum,  Justina  seven  comprise, 
Lyons  five,  Lyde  four,  and  Ida  three; 

Each,  man  his  love  by  healths  arithmetiee  | 
If  none  appear,  then,  Sleep,  come  thou  to  me. 

/fcfafar. 

TiTTTT.     TO  J1DJHT1HUB,  A  PLAGIABT. 

Do  yon  imagine,  Fidentinus,  that  70a  are  a  poet  by  the 
aidof  m j  verses, and  do  you  wish  to  be  thought  bo?  Just  so 
does  JEgle  think  she  has  teeth  from  having  purchased  bone 
or  ivory.  Just  so  does  Lycoris,  who  is  blacker  than  the  fall- 
ing mulberry,  seem  fair  in  her  own  eyes,  because  she  is 
painted.  You  too,  in  the  same  way  that  you  are  a  poet,  will 
have  flowing  locks  when  you  are  grown  bald. 

Fidentine,  dort  thou  think,  and  seek  to  be 
A  poet  with  my  verse  in  thievery  P 
80  JSgle,  with  her  bought  and  Indian  bone, 
May  seem  to  have  a  sound  month  of  her  own. 
So  painted-meed  Lycoris  may  seem  white, 
Though  black  as  moors  vett'd  in  a  natural  night. 
For  that  same  cause  that  thou  art  poet  call'd, 
Thou  mayst  be  said  bush-hair'd  wnen  thou  art  bald. 

Fieteker. 

1YHMI.     TO  CACTLIAiruS. 

There  was  no  one  in  the  whole  city,  Ctecflianus,  who  de- 
sired to  meddle  with  your  wife,  even  gratis,  while  permission 
was  given ;  but  now,  since  you  have  set  a  watch  upon  her,  the 
crowd  of  gallants  is  innumerable.    You  are  a  clever  fellow ! 

Scarce  one  In  all  the  city  would  embrace 

Thy  proffer'd  wife,  Cawaiian,  free  to  have  j 
But  now  she  'a  guarded,  and  lock'd  up,  apace 
Thy  custom  comes.    Oh,  thou  *rt  a  witty  knave ! 

FleUher 
Your  wife 's  the  plainest  piece  a  man  can  see : 
No  soul  would  touch  her,  whilst  you  left  her  free : 
But  since  to  gpard  her  you  employ  all  arts, 
The  rakes  besiege  her.— You  're  a  man  of  parts !       Hay. 

LXHV.     TO  TATFUl. 

He  was  your  gallant,  Paula ;  you  could  however  deny  it 
He  is  become  your  husband ;  can  you  deny  it  now,  Paula  t ' 

1  He  was  said  (0  be  your  gaUsnt  when  your  first  husband  was  auve. 
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He  was  the  favourites  thou  mfchtst  disavow : 
Heiathy  oonsortj  canst  thou,  Paula,  now?     Elpkuutm. 

IZXT.     OH  LTHTJ8. 

He  who  prefers  to  give  Linus  the  half  of  what  ne  wishes 
to  borrow,  rather  than  to  lend  him  the  whole,  prefers  to  lose 
only  the  half. 

Why  give  poor  linns  half,  not  lend  the  whole  P 

"  I'd  rather  lose  but  halt"    A  prudent  soul  I  Bphuuto*. 

Lend  Sponge  a  guinea !    Ned,  you  'd  best  refuse, 

And  give  him  half,    Sure,  that  'a  enough  to  lose.     Anon. 

lxxti.    to  YixiRius  raiocus.1 

Flaccus,  valued  object  of  my  solicitude,  hope  and  nurs- 
ling of  the  city  of  Antenor*  put  aside  Pierian  strains  and 
the  lyre  of  the  Sisters;  none  of  those  damsels  will  give  you 
money.  What  do  you  expect  from  Phoebus  P  The  chest  of 
Minerva  contains  the  cash;  she  alone  is  wise,  she  alone 
lends  to  all  the  gods.  What  can  the  ivy  of  Bacchus  give  P 
The  dark  tree  of  Pallas  bends  down  its  variegated  boughs 
under  the  load  of  fruit.  Helicon,  besides  its  waters  and  the 
garlands  and  lyres  of  the  goddesses,  and  the  great  but  empty 
applause  of  the  multitude,  has  nothing.  What  hast  thou  to 
do  with  OirrhaP  What  with  bare  Permessis P  The  Boman 
forum  is  nearer  and  more  lucrative.  There  is  heard  the 
chink  of  money ;  but  around  our  desks  and  barren  chairs 
kisses  *  alone  resound. 

Though  midst  the  noblest  poets  thou  hast  place, 

Flaccus,  the  offspring  of  Aqtenor's  race ; 

Renounce  the  Muser  songs  and  charming  quire, 

For  none  of  them  enrich,  though  they  inspire. 

Court  not  Apollo,  Pallas  has  the  gold:  j 

She 's  wise,  and  does  the  gods  in  mortgage  hold. 

What  profit  is  there  in  an  ivy  wreath  P 

Its  fruits  the  loaden  olive  sinks  beneath. 

In  Helicon  there 's  nought  but  springs  and  bays, 

The  Muses'  harps  loud  sounding  empty  praise. 

Ton  then  denied  it    You  married  him  as  soon  as  your  husband  dM» 
wlllyou  deny  it  now  r 
1  The  author  of  the  Argonautica. 

*  The  city  of  Patarium,  founded  by  Antenor 

*  As  tokens  of  applause. 
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What  with  Parnassus*  streams  hart  thou  to  doP 
The  Roman  forum *s  rich,  and  nearer  too. 
There  chinks  the  cash :  hut  round  the  poetf s  chair 
The  smacks  of  kisses  only  fill  the  air.  Amok.  1096 

IXXYU.     OK  CHARIOTS. 

Charinus  is  perfectly  well,  and  yet  he  is  pale ;  Charinus 
drinks  sparingly,  and  yet  he  is  pale ;  Charinus  digests  well, 
and  yet  he  is  pale ;  Charinus  suns  himself  and  yet  he  is 
pale ;  Charinus  dyes  his  skin,  and  yet  he  is  pale ;  Charinus 
indulges  in  infamous  debauchery,  and  yet  he  is  pale.1 

Charinus  nothing  seems  to  ail ; 

But  poor  Charinus  still  is  pale. 

Charinus  drinks  with  due  reflexion, 

But  ualy  is  his  best  complexion. 

Charinus  eats,  and  can  digest  5 

Yet  wan  is  he,  as  with  a  pest 

Charinus  basks  him  in  the  sun  j 

Yet  pale  his  hue,  instead  of  dun. 

Charinus  deeply  dies  his  skin ; 

Still  nought  alive  appears  within. 

Charinus  hates  the  Muse  as  hell: 

Pure  paleness  will  with  Charin  dwell.     Elphituton. 

LAX V  ILL     OH  FX8TTJ8,  WHO  STABBED  HHCS1LV. 

When  a  devouring  malady  attacked  his  unoffending  throat, 
and  its  black  poison  extended  its  ravages  over  his  face,  Foetus, 
consoling  his  weeping  friends,  while  his  own  eyes  were  dry, 
determined  to  seek  the  Stygian  lake.  He  did  not  however 
pollute  his  pious  mouth  with  secret  poison,  or  aggravate 
his  sad  fete  by  lingering  famine,  but  ended  his  pure  Me  by  a 
death  befitting  a  Soman,  and  freed  his  spirit  in  a  nobler  way. 
This  death  fame  may  place  above  that  oi  the  great  Cato;  for 
Domitian  was  Festus'  friend.* 

When  the  dire  auinsey  choked  his  noble  bream, 
And  o'er  his  race  the  black'ning  venom  stole, 
Festus  disdain'd  to  wait  a  ling'ring  death, 

Cheer'd  his  sad  friends,  ana  freed  his  dauntless  souL 
Nor  meagre  famine's  slowly-wasting  force, 

Nor  hemlock's  gradual  dullness  he  endured; 
But  closed  his  life  a  truly  Roman  course, 
And  with  one  blow  his  liberty  secured.  Eodgum. 

That  is,  he  does  not  blush  at  his  infamy. 
*  Cato  said  that  he  died  to  avoid  looking  on  the  face  of  the  tyrant  C 
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IIHL     TO  ATTJJiITS,  A  BTJ8T-B0DT. 

Attains,  you  are  ever  acting  the  barrister,  or  acting  the 
man  of  business:  whether  there  is  or  is  not  apart  for  you  to 
act.  Attains,  yon  are  always  acting  a  part.  If  lawsuits  and 
business  are  not  to  be  round,  Attains,  you  act  the  mule- 
driver.  Attains,  lest  a  part  should  be  wanting  for  you  to 
act>  act  the  part  of  executioner  on  yoursel£  . 

Ton  act  the  pleader,  and  you  act  the  man 

Of  busmen;  acting  is  your  constant  plan: 

80  prone  to  act,  the  coachman's  part  is  tried  j 

Lest  all  parts  fail  thee,  act  the  suicide.  L.  H.  S. 

TiTTT.     TO  OJJTCJ8. 

On  the  last  night  of  your  life,  Canus,  a  sportula  was  the 
object  of  your  wishes.  I  suppose  the  cause  of  your  death 
was,  Canus,  that  there  was  only  one.1 

The  sportule,  that  last  night  poor  Canus  sought, 
Has  surely  slain  him  1  for  but  one  he  caught. 

TiTTTT.     TO  BOBEBIAJTOB. 

You  know  that  you  are  the  son  of  a  slave,  and  you  in- 
genuously confess  it,  when  you  call  your  father,  Sosibianus, 
«  master.1' • 

That  thou  *rt  son  to  a  slave,  thou  dost  frankly  record, 
Wheat  Sosibian,  thou  titles*  thy  father  "My  lord." 

Lllill.    OH  Blow  VS. 

See  from  what  mischief  this  portico,  which,  overthrown  amid 
clouds  of  dust,  stretches  its  long  ruins  oyer  the  ground,  lies 
absolved.  EorBegulus  had  but  just  been  carried  in  his  Utter 
under  its  arch,  ana  had  got  out  of  the  way,  when  forthwith, 
borne  down  by  its  own  weight,  it  fell ;  and,  being  no  longer 
in  fear  for  its  master,  it  came  down  free  from  bloodguil  tiness, 
a  harmless  ruin,  without  any  attendant  anxiety.  After  the  f oar 

1  He  had  hoped  for  several  largesses ;  he  died  of  mortification  at  re- 
ceiving only  one. 

*  The  mother  of  Soeibianui  had  been  guilty  of  adultery  with  a  slave. 
When  Sosftrianus  calls  his  reputed  father  Dommvs,  as  a  utle  of  respect, 
but  which  was  also  a  term  for  a  master  of  slaves,  he  confesses  himself  a 
•sraa,  or  bom-slave. 

F 
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of  so  great  a  cause  for  complaint  is  passed,  who  would  deny, 
Begulus,  that  you,  for  whose  sake  the  fell  was  innoxious,  are 
an  object  of  care  to  the  gods  P 

The  portico,  that,  mcrald'ring  here. 

Her  melancholy  wreck  extends: 
From  what  a  mighty  mischief  deafr 

A  wise  and  wiling  witness  lends. 
Hardly  had  Regains  rode  by, 

When,  trembling  with  unwieldy  weight, 
No  pmBonger  before  her  eve, 

Sne  rush'd  upon  a  bloodless  fete. 

If  totfring  towers  so  cautious  be, 
What  guardian-gods  encircle  thee  I 

Limn,     ow  UAJHTELL. 

Tour  lap-dog,  Manneia,  licks  your  mouth  and  lips :  I  do 
not  wonder  at  a  dog  liking  to  eat  ordure.1 

On  thy  lored  lips  the  whelpKng  lambent  hung : 

Ko  wonder  if  a  dog  can  feed  on  dung.  RpMnttoiL 

LXXHT.     OK  QXJIEIKALIS. 

Quirmalis,  though  he  wishes  to  here  children,  has  no  in- 
tention of  taking  a  wife,  and  has  found  out  in  what  way  he 
can  accomplish  his  object.  He  takes  to  him  his  maid-servants, 
and  fills  his  house  and  his  lands  with  stove-knights,1  Quiri- 
nalis  is  a  true  pater-fiimilias. 

Sly  Quirinalis  cares  not  much  to  wed, 

Yet  would  partake  the  offspring  of  the  bed. 

But  yet  what  trick,  what  custom  is  t  he  uses  t 

Most  certain  he  his  chambermaids  abuses. 

80  stocks  his  house  and  fields :  how  truly  he 

Is  call'd  the  fether  of  his  femily  t  TUtcker. 

EXZXT.     OK  AS  AUOTIOHMB. 

A  wag  of  an  auctioneer,  offering  for  sale  some  cultivated 
heights,  and  some  beautiful  acres  of  land  near  the  city,  says, 
"If  any  one  imagines  that  Manns  is  eompeUed  to  sell,  he  is 

1  A  sarcasm  on  the  foulness  of  MumeU's  breath, 
f  Bquitftras  renus.    (See  Heinrich  on  Juv.  is.  10.)    Mpm  mhm,  the 
enspring  of  a  knight  and  a  slave. 
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mistaken;  Marios  owes  nothing:  on  the  contrary,  he  rather 
has  money  to  tint  out  at  interest."  "What  is  his  reason,  then, 
for  selling  P'^  u  In  this  place  he  lost  all  his  slaves,  and  his 
cattle,  and  his  profits ;  hence  he  does  not  like  the  locality." 
Who  would  have  made  any  offer,  unless  he  had  wished  to 
lose  all  his  property  P  So  the  ill-fated  land  remains  with 
Marios. 

When  the  high-cultured  hills  by  the  glib  auctioneer, 
And  the  villa's  fair  sores  were  entered  fall  dear  j 
He  's  a  blockhead,  my  buyer*,  who  often  the  flout 
That  a  Marios  must  tell,  who  might  rather  lend  out. 
What's  the  reason  no  slaves,  flocks,  or  fruits,  we  can  trace  t 
There's  the  reason,  I  fear,  why  he  likes  not  the  place. 
Who  would  bid  for  such  purchase,  or  less,  or  bid  more, 
Who  not  wish'd  to  lose  servants,  and  cattle,  and  store  P 
Then  the  case  of  poor  Marius  we  well  understand, 
And  the  cause  why  the  premises  hang  on  his  hand* 

Efokuuto** 
LXHTL     OH  HOTTUS. 

Nofins  is  my  neighbour,  and  may  be  reached  by  the  hand 
from  my  windows.  Who  would  not  envy  me,  and  think  me 
a  happy  man  every  hour  of  the  day  when  I  may  enjoy  the 
society  of  one  so  near  to  me  P  But,  he  is  as  far  removed 
from  me  as  Terentianus,  who  is  now  governor  of  Syene  on 
the  Nile.  I  am  not  privileged  either  to  live  with  him,  or  even 
see  him,  or  hear  him ;  nor  in  the  whole  city  is  there  any 
one  at  once  so  near  and  so  far  from  me.  I  must  remove 
farther  off,  or  he  must  If  any  one  wishes  not  to  see  Novius, 
let  him  become  his  neighbour  or  his  fellow-lodger. 

.  My  neighbour  Hunks's  house  and  mine 
Are  built  so  near  they  almost  join; 
The  windows  too  project  so  much, 
That  through  the  casements  we  may  touch. 
Nay,  I  'm  so  happy,  most  men  think, 
To  live  so  near  a  man  of  chink, 
That  they  are  apt  to  envy  me, 
Tor  keeping  such  good  company : 
But  he  Vas  far  from  me,  I  vow, 
As  London  is  from  good  Lord  Howe ; 
For  when  old  Hunks  I  chance  to  meet, 
Or  one  or  both  must  quit  the  street 

Thus  he  who  would  not  see  old  Roger, 
Must  be  his  neighbour— or  his  lodger*  SwifL 

w% 
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Sir  FormaTa  house  adjoining  standi : 

We  from  our  windows  may  shake  hands* 

Blest  situation !  you  will  say. 

Do  not  you  envy  me,  I  pray, 

Who  may,  at  early  hours  and  late, 

Enjoy  a  mend  so  intimate? 

Sir  Formal  is  to  me  as  near 

As  is  the  Consul  at  Algier. 

So  far  from  intimacy  is  it, 

We  seldom  speak,  we  never  visit 

In  the  whole  town  no  soul  can  he 

So  near,  and  yet  so  far  from  me. 

lis  time  for  him  or  me  to  start; 

We  cannot  meet,  unless  we  part 

Would  you  Sir  Formal  keep  aloof  P 

make  lodgings  under  the  same  roof.         Eaf. 

T.mVJLL     TO  raSOIHHIA. 

That  you  may  not  be  disagreeably  fragrant  with  your  yea* 
terday's  wine,  yon  devour,  luxurious  Feecennia*  certain  of 
Cosmos's l  perfumes.  Breakfasts  of  such  a  nature  leave  their 
mark  on  the  teeth,  but  form  no  barrier  against  the  emanations 
which  escape  from  the  depths  of  the  stomach.  Nay,  the  fetid 
smell  is  but  the  worse  when  mixed  with  perfume,  and  the 
double  odour  of  the  breath  is  carried  out  the  further. 
Cease  then  to  use  frauds  but  too  well  known,  and  disguises 
well  understood ;  and  simply  intoxicate  yourself! 

Each  morne  rich  lozenges  thou  eaf st,  the  stinke, 
Fesoennia,  to  hide  o'  th'  last  night's  drinke : 
Such  breakfasts  smear  thy  chapps ;  but  all  in  vaine, 
When  those  sowre  fumes  thou  must  belch  up  againe. 
Nay,  mixt  with  those  perfumes  the  stinke  is  worse, 
And  further  goes  with  this  redoubled  force : 
The  cheats,  discovered  now,  and  too  well  knowne, 
Lay  by  j  and  henceforth  smell  of  drinke  alone. 

Old  MS.  Via  Cad. 

TfXHVlU.     OK  JlLODCUS. 

Alumna,  whom,  snatched  from  thy  lord  in  thy  opening 
years,  the  Labican  earth  covers  with  light  tur£  receive,  not 
a  nodding  mass  of  Parian  marble, — an  unenduring  monument 

1  Cosmos :  a  celebrated  perfumer  of  the  day,  and  frequently 
tioned. 
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which  misapplied  toil  gives  to  the  dead,— bat  sh  A 
trees  and  the  dark  shales  of  the  palm  lea£  and  dewy  1 
of  the  mead  which  bloom  from  being  watered  with  my  tears. 
Beee£ve,dearyouth,  the  memorials  oxmy  grief :  this  tribute  will 
live  for  thee  in  all  time.  When  Lacheais  shall  hare  span  to  the 
end  of  my  last  hour,  I  shall  ask  no  other  honours  for  my  ashes. 

Snatch'd  from  thy  lord  in  thy  youth's  verdant  bloome, 
Whose  earth  nought  but  earth-turfes  gently  entombs : 
Aooept  no  vague  vast  marble  piles,  which  must 
Instead  of  keeping  thine,  themselves  bee  dust : 
Butt  this  fraile  boxe  and  palme-trees*  gloomy  shade, 
And  greene  sodds,  with  my  dewy  teares  so  made : 
Accept,  dears  boy,  these  griefs  poured  on  thy  hearse, 
Thus  shall  thy  name  live  ever  in  my  Terse. 
When  Fates  my  mVs  last  thredd  shall  eutt  in  twaiae, 
May  I  no  other  grave,  than  such,  obtayne. 

Old  M8.VM  Cent. 

Sweet  innocent,  whom  wishes  oould  not  save, 
light  be  the  tuxf  that  rests  upon  thy  grave ! 
No  Parian  marble  thine,  whose  pomp  might  prove 
The  sculptor's  labour,  not  the  parent's  love. 
The  humble  box,  and  festil  vine  thy  bier, 
Thy  home  the  mead,  thy  monument  a  tear. 
O  early  lost,  accept  my  votive  lav, 
The  last  fond  tribute  which  the  Muse  can  pay: » 
And  when  too  lingering  age  has  closed  mv  doom. 
My  heart's  asylum  be—-*  daughter's  tomo. 

JL  B.  Qreem,  1974. 

Dear  boy!  whom,  torn  in  early  youth  away, 

The  light  turf  covers  in  Labicum's  way, 

Receive  no  tomb  hewn  from  the  Parian  cave 

By  useless  toil  to  moulder  o'er  the  grave ; 

But  box  and  shady  palms  shall  flourish  here, 

And  softest  herbage  green  with  many  a  tear. 

Dear  boy !  these  records  of  my  grief  receive, 

These  simple  honours  that  will  Bloom  and  live; 

And  be,  when  Fate  has  spun  my  latest  line, 

My  ashes  honoui^d,  as  I  honour  thine!  Qeotye  Lamb. 

mm.    to  onran. 
Ion  always  whisper  into  every  one's  ear,  Cinna;  yon 
whisner  even  what  might  be  said  in  the  hearing  of  the  whole 
world.    You  laugh,  you  complain,  yon  dispute,  yon  weep, 
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yen  sing,  you  criticise,  70a  are  silent,  70a  are  noisy ;  and  all 
in  one's  ear.  Has  this  disease  so  thoroughly  taken  possee- 
sionof  you,  that  you  often  praise  Ceasar,  Oinna,in  the  ear?1 

Ginna,  thou  *rt  ever  whispering  in  the  ear, 

And  whispering  that  which  tilth©  world  may  hear. 

Thou  kugb'st  f  thv  ear,  weep'st,  quanel'st,  dost  dispute  j 

Thou  sktfst  i*  th*  ear,  dost  hollow,  and  art  mote : 

80  far  thou  *rt  gone  in  this  disease,  I  swear, 

Thou  praisest  Caesar  often  in  the  ear.  Jmo*.  1696* 

Your  powdWd  nose  you  thrust  in  every  ear. 

And  whisper  that  which  all  the  world  may  hear: 

In  whispers  smile,  or  wear  a  dismal  free : 

In  whispers  state,  or  else  lament,  the  case: 

Now  hum  a  tune,  judicious  now  appear; 

Now  hold  your  tongue,  now  hollow  in  the  ear. 

Is  this  a  secret  too  r    Your  accent  raise: 

We  lore  the  king,  whom  you  in  whispers  praise.    Hag. 

XO.     OH  BA.8SA. 

Inasmuch  as  I  nerer  saw  you,  Basse,  surrounded  by  a 
crowd  of  admirers,  and  report  in  no  case  assigned  to  you  a 
favoured  lover;  but  every  duty  about  your  person  was  con- 
stantly performed  by  a  crowd  of  your  own  sex,  without  the 
presence  of  even  one  man;  yon  seemed  to  me,  I  confess  it, 
to  be  a  Lucretia. 

At  to,  proh  fkcinus,  Basse,  fututor  eras. 
Inter  se  geminos  audes  oommittere  cunnos, 

Mentitur  que  virum  prodigioea  Venus, 
Commenta  es  dignum  Thebano  aanigmate  monstrum, 

Hie  ubi  vir  non  est,  ut  sit  adulterium. 

That  I  ne'er  saw  thee  in  a  coach  with  man, 

Nor  thy  chaste  name  in  wanton  satire  met; 
That  from  thy  sex  thy  liking  never  ran, 

So  as  to  suffer  s  male  servant  yet; 
I  thought  thee  the  Lucretia  of  our  time : 

But,  Basse,  thou  the  while  a  Tribes  wert, 
And  clashing— with  a  prodigious  crime 

Didst  act  of  man  thf  inimitable  part 
What  CBdipus  this  riddle  can  untie  P 

Without  a  male  there  was  adultery.  &t%y. 

1  When  his  praise  ought  to  be  proclaimed  aloud  everywhere. 
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IGL     TO  LJELIUS. 

You  do  not  publish  tout  own  Tenet,  Ladius ;  you  criti- 
cise mine.  Pmy  cease  to  criticise  mine,  ot  else  publish  yoar 
own* 

Thou  blsm'st  my  Tenet  and  oonoetTtt  fhine  own: 

Or  publish  thine,  or  else  let  mine  alone  I         Jmm.  1696. 

zoo.   to  iCAKuxmnrs. 

Cestos  with  tears  in  his  eyes  often  complains  to  me, 
Mamurianos,  of  being  touched  with  your  finger.1  Ton  need 
not  use  your  finger  merely;  take  Uestus  ail  to  yourself  if 
nothing  else  is  wanting  in  your  establishment,  Mamurianus.* 
But  if  you  hare  neither  fire,  nor  legs  for  your  bare  bedstead, 
nor  broken  basin  of  Chione  or  Antiope  5  •  if  a  cloak  greasy 
and  worn  hangs  down  your  back,  ana  a  Gallic  jacket  corers 
only  half  of  your  loins;  andif  you  feed  on  the  smell  alone  of 
the  dark  kitchen,  and  drink  on  your  knees  dirty  water  w.'th 
the  dog ; 

Non  culum,  neque  enim  est  cuius,  qui  non  cacat  olim, 
Bed  fodiam  digito  qui  super  est  ocukun.4 

Nee  me  selotyrmm  nee  dixeris  esse  malignum : 
Denique  paxUca,  Mamuriane,  satur. 

xom.    ok  AQunrus  jlhd  ?abbicius. 

Here  reposes  Aqtrinus,  reunited  to  his  faithful  Fabricius, 
who  rejoices  in  baring  preceded  him  to  the  Ehrian  retreats. 
This  double  altar  bears  record  that  each  was  honoured  with 
the  rank  of  chief  centurion;  but  that  praise  is  of  still  greater 
worth  which  you  read  in  this  shorter  inscription :  Both 
were  united  in  the  sacred  bond  of  a  weU-$pent  tyfe,  and,  what 
ii  rarefy  known  to  fame,  werejrtendi. 

*  See  Kinfriey'a  Hypetia,  c.  5,  p.  57,  ed.  % 

t  Mamnrianna  ia  ridiculed  for  hia  sordid  and  lioentioua  life.  He  had 
but  one  eye,  aa  appear*  from  what  is  said  below.     Cestui  waa  MartiaTa 


1  Names  of  courtesana,  from  whom  Martial  intimates  that  Mamurianus 
would  accept  broken  Tessela. 

'ApUyonthewoidicfttoandoaifcf.  A  common  threat  was,  "Oe*to$ 
M  ifodim*,"  often  used  in  Plantas. 
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Here  with  Aquinas  if  Fabricius  laid, 

Bejoioed  to  mid  him  in  the  realms  of  shade. 

Grayed  on  this  tomb  if  either  soldier's  name  j 

Alike  their  friendship,  and  alike  their  fame.       Hodgtom. 

XOIY.     AD  JIGLBK  nLLATBIOBlL 

Cantasti  male,  dum  fututa  ee,  iEgle. 
Jam  cantas  bene ;  basianda  non  ee.1 

O  Egle,  nei  tempi  ehe  fbsti  immembrata  cantavi  male.  Ora  che 
canti  bene,  la  tua  ooooa  fa  sohifo.    Oragtia. 

IOT.     TO  .SLUTS. 

In  constantly  making  a  clamour,  and  obstructing  the 
pleaders  with  your  noise,  JElius,  you  act  not  without  an 
object ;  yon  Iook  for  pay  to  hold  your  tongue. 

That  bawlers  you  ouibawl,  the  busy  crush, 

No  idler  you,  who  bring  to  sale  your  hush.       Etpkuuio*. 

XCTC.     TO  HIS  YEB8I,  OK  ▲  LT.01HTIO1J8  CHARIOTER. 

If  it  is  not  disagreeable,  and  does  not  annoy  you,  my  verse, 
say,  I  prithee,  a  word  or  two  in  the  ear  of  our  friend  Mater- 
nua,  so  that  he  alone  may  hear.  That  admirer  of  sad-colour- 
ed coats,  clad  in  the  costume  of  the  banks  of  the  river  Btetis, 
and  in  grey  garments,  who  deems  the  wearers  of  scarlet 
not  men,  and  calls  amethyst-coloured  robes  the  dress  of  wo- 
men, however  much  he  may  praise  natural  hues,  and  be  al- 
ways seen  in  dark  colours,  has  at  the  same  time  morals  of 
an  extremely  flagrant  hue.1  You  will  ask  whence  I  suspect 
him  of  effeminacy.  We  go  to  the  same  baths ;  *  Do  you  ask 
me  who  this  is  P    His  name  has  escaped  me. 

My  darling  muse,  if  "t  is  no  troublous  task, 
Or  painful  toil,  let  me  one  favour  ask. 

I  Olim,  ^ oanquam  male  cantabas,  nee  tamen  natural  adrembarii,  om- 
nia te  baaare  volebsnt;  nunc  autem,  earn  os  tanm  fodaveris,  quia  te 
basiabit? 

*  Gatbmoi  habet  mores.  Oalbimu  is  a  diminutive  from  gaRm*,  yellow; 
and  as  clothes  of  that  colour  were  thought  too  gay,  the  word  was  used  in 
the  signification  of  effmmato. 

9 Aspicit  nihil  sursum, 

Bed  spectat  oculis  deyorantibus  draucos 
Nee  otiosis  mentulis  videt  labris. 
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Go,  drop  these  few  in  our  Maternus'  eel 

Bat  to  that  he,  and  only  he,  shall  hear. 

Yon  sallow  lover  of  the  sad  array, 

Whom  Bstis  ever  clothes,  or  motley  grey 

Who  none,  in  scarlet,  can  esteem  aameni 

Who  all,  empurpled,  would  with  females  pen  j 

Who  hugs  the  native  hue,  detests  aU  dye, 

Unless,  perhaps,  what  tares  from  glare  the  eye: 

Though  offincation  overcast  his  whole, 

Oalbanian  manners  tinge  his  inmost  souL 

Inquiry,  of  the  who,  my  course  has  stopped. 

Inquirer,  pardon :  I  the  name  have  dropp'd.     EtpJtintto* 

XCVII.     TO  KJOTOLTTS. 

When  erery  one  is  talking,  then  and  then  only,  Nsjrolus,  do 
jou  open  your  month;  and  you  think  yourself  an  adrocate  and 
a  pleader.  In  such  a  way  erery  one  may  be  eloquent  But 
see,  everybody  is  silent ;  say  something  now,  Nawolus. 

Still  in  a  crowd  of  noise  thy  voice  is  heard, 
And  thinkfe  thyself  a  lawyer  for  thy  prattle; 
in  this  account  each  man  that  wears  a  beard 
May  be  as  wise.    Lo,  all  men  peaoe!  Now  prattle. 

Fletcher. 

xovm.    to  flacotts,  ok  dtodobub. 

Diodorus  goes  to  law,  Flaccus,  and  has  the  gout  in  his  feet 
But  he  pays  his  oounael  nothing;  surely  he  has  the  gout 
§Am%  in  his  hands. 

Hum  'ft  gouty  feet,  yet  stoutly  dost  withstand 
At  law,  and  pay*st  no  fees  the  court  demand : 
Is  not  the  gout,  Diodore,m  thy  hand?  Jmom,  1695. 

xodl    to  cixunrs. 

But  a  short  time  since,  Calenns,  yon  had  not  quite  two 
millions  of  sesterces ;  bat  70a  were  so  prodigal  and  open- 
handed,  and  hospitable,  that  all  your  friends  wished  yon 
ten  millions.  Heaven  heard  the  wish  and  our  prayers;  and 
within,  I  think,  six  months,  four  deaths  pave  yon  the  de- 
sired fortune.  Bat  yon,  as  if  ten  millions  had  not  been  left 
to  you,  but  taken  from  you,  condemned  yourself  to  such  absti- 
nence, wretched  man,  that  yon  prepare  even  your  most  sump- 
tuous feasts,  which  yon  provide  only  once  in  the  whole  year, 
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at  the  cost  of  bat  a  few  dirty  pieces  of  black  coin;  and 
we,  seven  of  tout  old  companions,  stand  you  in  just  half  a 
pound  of  leaden  money.  What  blessing  are  we  to  invoke 
upon  you  worthy  of  such  merits?  We  wish  you,  Calenus,a 
fortune  of  a  hundred  millions.  If  this  fella  to  your  lot,  you 
will  die  of  hunger. 

When  some  time  since  you  had  not  clear 

Above  three  hundred  pounds  a  year, 

Tou  lived  so  well,  your  bounty  such, 

Your  friends  all  wish'd  you  twice  ai  mucht 

Heaven  with  our  wishes  soon  complied  | 

In  six  months  four  relations  died. 

But  you,  so  far  from  having  more, 

Seem  robb'd  of  what  you  had  before  t 

A  greater  miser  every  day, 

Live  in  a  cursed  starving  way: 

Scarce  entertain  us  once  a  year  | 

And  men  not  worth  a  groat  the  cheers 

Seven  old  companion*,  men  of  sense, 

Soaroe  cost  you  now  as  many  pence. 

What  shall  we  wish  vou  on  our  part? 

What  wish  can  equal  your  desert? 

Thousands  a  year  may  heaven  grant! 

Then  you  will  starve,  and  die  for  want  I       flsjr. 

PosseasM  of  soarce  three  hundred  dear. 

How  blithely  roll'd  the  nVral  year! 

So  kind  thy  hand,  thy  heart  so  free, 

T  was  almost  prodigality: 

Each  friend  made  happy  wieh'd  thee  more, 

Thy  worth  increasing  with  thy  store. 

HeeVn  has  mdulged the  grateful  call: 

Seven  moons  revolved,  profusely  foil 

The  showers  of  wealth,  the  kindred  breath 

Four  jiarts  unerring  closed  in  death. 

While  thou,  as  not  a  mite  were  left, 

As  of  thy  little  all  bereft, 

Where  Joy  should  smile  bidst  Avarice  frown, 

iKmm'd  every  gem  in  Plenty's  crown! 

In  annual  pomps  we  coldly  greet 

One  solitary  sumptuous  treat, 

The  treat  to  glut  thy  sordid  pride 

Cheaply  from  basest  coin  supply'd 

To  seven  ohoioe  friends;  your  choicest  food 

As  your  light  guineas  light  and  good. 
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What  prayers  thall  now  engage  the  friend? 
Prayers  for  thy  riches  without  end: 
Uiat  meagre  Famine  death  wflj  giye 
To  him  whose  meanness  doe*  not  lire. 

S.  B.  Oram,  1774. 

0.    oh  inu. 
Aft*  talks  of  her  papas  and  her  mammas;  but  she  hersalt 
may  be  called  the  grandmamma  of  her  papas  and  mammas. 

Though  papa  and  mamma,  my  dear. 

So  prettuy  you  call, 
Yet  yon,  methmks,  yourself  appear 

T&grand-maminaofan.  2fo*?stf,  1784. 

CI.     OV  VBM  DXATS  OV  HIS  AMABTTOSIS  DIXBTBIUS. 

Demetrius,  whose  hand  was  onoe  the  faithful  confidant  of 
my  Terses,  so  usefdl  to  bis  master,  and  so  well  known  to  the 
Casars.  has  yielded  up  his  brief  life  in  its  early  prime.  A 
fourth  harvest  had  been  added  to  his  years,  which  prerioualy 
numbered  fifteen.  That  he  might  not,  howerer,  descend  to 
the  Stygian  shades  as  a  slave,  £  when  the  accursed  disease 
had  seised  and  was  withering  him,  took  precaution,  and  re- 
mitted to  the  sick  youth  all  my  right  over  him  as  his  master; 
he  was  worthy  of  restoration  to  health  through  mjr  gift.1  He 
appreciated,  with  failing  faculties,  the  kindness  which  he  had 
recetred;  and  on  the  point  of  departing,  a  free  man,  to  the 
Tartarean  waters,  saluted  me  as  his  patron. 

That  hand,  to  all  my  labours  onoe  so  true, 

Which  I  so  loved,  and  which  the  Gsjsars  knew} 

Forsook  the  dear  Demetrius'  blooming  prime: 

Three  lustres  and  four  harvests  all  his  tune. 

That  not  to  Styx  a  slave  he  should  descend, 

When  fell  contagion  urged  him  to  his  end  j 

We  cheered,  with  all  our  rights,  the  pining  boy. 

Oh !  that  the  eonTalesoent  could  enjoy. 

He  tasted  his  reward,  his  patron  bless'd, 

And  went  a  free  man  to  eternal  rest  Elfkmdm* 


on.     TO  LTOORIS. 

The  painter  who  drew  your  Venus,  Lyeoris,  paid  court,  I 
suppose,  to  Minerva.1 

1  /.«nWom^u^  my  gift  oomMlurT©  restored  Wm  to  hethh. 

•  IfonrmntM  Venus  less  besatiral  than  she  is,  in  order  to  please  Mi- 


nerva, her  thai  for  the  golden  apple. 
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•That  Painter  sure,  Lyooris,  meant  to  thaw 
Favour  to  Pallas,  who  thy  Venus  drew.       Jfiay. 

Cm.     TO  SCJBVOLA. 

"If  the  gods  were  to  give  me  a  fortune  of  a  million  ses- 
terces," you  used  to  say,  Scsvola,  before  you  were  a  full 
knight,1  "oh  how  would  I  lire!  how  magnificently,  how 
happily!"  The  complaisant  deities  smiled  and  granted 
your  wish.  Since  that  time  your  toga  has  become  much 
more  dirty,  your  cloak  worse;  your  shoe  has  been  sewn  up 
three  ana  four  times ;  of  ten  olives  the  greater  portion  is 
always  put  by,  and  one  spread  of  the  table  serves  for  two 
meals;  the  thick  dregs  of  pink  Vejentan  wine  are  your 
drink ;  a  plate  of  lukewarm  peas  costs  you  a  penny ;  your 
mistress  a  penny  likewise.  Cheat  and  liar,  let  us  go  before 
the  tribunal  of  the  gods;  and  either  live,  Scavola,  as  befits 
you,  or  restore  to  the  gods  your  million  sesterces. 

Thou  saidst  when  yet  thou  hadst  not  a  knighft  fee, 

M  If  Heaven  would  grant  four  thousand  pounds  to  me, 

Oh !  in  what  ease,  what  splendour,  I  would  live !  * 

The  easy  gods  smiled,  and  the  sum  did  (rive. 

But  then  thy  gown  was  sordid  j  cloak,  thread-bare  \ 

Shoes  thrice  and  four  tones  clouted  thou  didst  wear. 

Of  poor  ten  olives,  some  were  still  set  up ; 

On  the  same  meat  thou  usest  twioe  to  sup ; 

Lees  of  wine  served,  that  at  Veientus  grew, 

A  pen'orth  o'  peas,  a  penny  mistress  too. 

We  11  sue  the  cheat :  live  better,  or  refund 

Unto  the  gods  thou  'st  mook'd  four  thousand  pound. 

.4MS.169& 

CTT.      OK  A  SPECTACLE  IK  THE  ABEKA. 

When  we  see  the  leopard  bear  upon  his  spotted  neck  a 
light  and  easy  yoke,  and  the  furious  tigers  endure  with  pa- 
tience the  blows  of  the  whip;  the  stags  champ  the  golden 
curbs;  the  Libyan  bears  tamed  by  the  bit ;  a  Doar,  huge  as 
that  which  Oalydon  is  said  to  have  produced,  obey  the  purple 
muzzle ;  the  ugly  buffaloes  drag  chariots,  and  the  elephant, 
when  ordered  to  dance  nimbly,  pay  prompt  obedience  to  his 
swarthy  leader;  who  would  not  imagine  such  things  a  spec- 

1  That  is,  before  you  had  four  hundred  thousand  sesterces ;  which  was 
the  fortune  that  a  man  must  have  before  he  could  be  a  knight. 
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tacle  given  by  the  gods  P  These,  however,  any  one  disre- 
gards as  of  inferior  attraction  who  sees  the  condescension  of 
tne  lions,  which  the  swift-footed  timorous  hares  fatigue  in 
the  chase.  They  let  go  the  little  animals,  catch  them  •gain, 
and  caress  them  when  caught,  and  the  latter  are  safer  in  their 
captors9  months  than  elsewhere;  sinoe  the  lions  delight  in 
panting  them  free  passage  through  their  open  jaws,  and  in 
holding  their  teeth  as  with  fear,  for  they  are  ashamed  to  crash 
the  tender  prey,  after  haying  just  come  from  slaying  bulls. 
This  clemency  does  not  proceed  from  art ;  the  tons  know 
whom  they  serve. 

On  painted  neck  the  pard  sustains 
The  tender  yoke,  ana  loy  ee  the  reins. 
The  Anions  tiger  knows  the  crack, 
And  timely  takes  the  keenest  smack. 
The  staggard  champs  the  golden  hit* 
The  Libyan  bears  to  chains  submit. 
A  beast,  like  Galydon's  of  yore, 
Boasts  headbands  never  bnstler  wore. 
The  shapeless  huffier  draws  the  wain: 
Tne  monster  moyes  beneath  the  chain 
Of  his  black  ruler,  and  obeys, 
As  bid  to  earn  the  pranoer's  praise. 
Worthy  the  gase  or  gods  are  all : 
Yet  mortals  will  pronounce  them  small, 
When  they  the  humble  hunts  admire 
Of  lions,  whom  the  leVrets  tire. 
Behold  them  seised,  end  now  let  go ; 
Now  see  them  swallowed  by  the  foe. 
Yet  safer  in  the  mouth  the  prey, 
Than  when  it  farthest  flies  away 
The  fondling  jaws  all  pervious  tang. 
How  dextrous  is  the  timid  fang! 
To  hurt  a  hare,  they  grin  with  shame, 
Who  late  the  stoutest  stee 


Art  ne'er  produced  the  pitying  play : 

They  know  what  master  they  obey.       Etpkkulm. 

CT.    TO  QU1NTUB  OVUM  US. 

The  wine,  Ovidhis,  which  is  grown  in  the  Nomentan  fields, 
in  proportion  as  it  receives  the  addition  of  years,  puts  oS, 
through  age,  its  character  and  name;  and  fie  jar  thus  ancient 
leceivee  whatever  name  yon  please.1 

1  Being  mellowed  by  age,  it  may  be  celled  Faleniian,  Cecnban,  or  any 
ear  nasM  given  to  the  best  wines. 
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The  pure,  my  Ovid,  from  Nomentan  vines, 

If  all-improving  age's  tmile  she  boast ; 
Her  nature  and  her  name  at  once  resigns, 

For  th'  appellation  that  endears  her  most 

OTI*     TO  BU?U8. 

Bufus,  you  often  pour  water  into  your  wine,  and,  if  hard 
pressed  by  your  companion,  you  drink  iust  a  cup  now  and 
then  of  diluted  Palernian.  Aay,  is  it  that  Xsana  has  pro- 
mised you  a  night  of  bliss;  ana  you  prefer  by  sobriety  to 
enhance  tout  enjoyment  P  You  sigh,  you  are  silent,  you 
groan:  she  has  refused  you.  You  may  drink,  then,  and 
often,  cups  of  four-fold  size,  and  drown  in  wine  your  concern 
at  her  cruelty.  Why  do  you  spare  yourself  ItufuaP  You 
have  nothing  before  you  but  to  sleep. 

Rams,  I  must  plainly  deal, 

Since  vou  will  your  water  steal ; 

And,  though  prompted  by  a  friend, 

8carce  a  drop  of  wine  will  blend ; 

Naughty  Nama,  in  her  spite, 

Promised  you  a  pleasing  night: 

And  you  sober  will  prefer 

Jocund  oertainty  with  her. 

Lo !  tou  sigh,  look  wise,  and  groan : 

She  denies  r  my  Rafus,  own. 

Therefore  drink  your  sorrow  down, 

And  your  shame  in  goblets  drown. 

Neither  wise  it  now,  nor  weep : 

Hapless  Bums,  you  must  sleep.  Wpkuuto* 

GVH,     TO  LUCIUS  JULIUS. 

You  often  say  to  me,  dearest  Lucius  Julius,"  Write  some- 
thing great :  you  take  jour  ease  too  much."  Give  me  then 
leisure, — but  leisure  such  as  that  which  of  old  Maecenas  gave 
to  his  Horace  and  his  Vi«pl,--and  I  would  endeavour  to  write 
something  which  should  Bye  through  time,  and  to  snatch  my 
name  from  the  flames  of  the  funeral  pyre.  Steers  are  un 
willing  to  carry  their  yoke  into  barren  fields.  A  fat  soil  fa 
tiguesybut  the  yery  labour  bestowed  on  it  is  delightful 

M  Write  some braye piece;  thou'rtlasy!"  often  thus 
Thou  dost  reprove  me,  dearest  Julius, 
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Qfremee  but  ease  such  as  Macena*  flare 

To  Horaes  and  to  Virgill,  thou  shah  hare 

Such  Hues  at  shall  lire  to  eternity. 

And  rayse  my  name  aboYC  mortality. 

In  barren  grounds  what  bootea  the  oxen's  toyle  t 

Labour's  rewarded  in  the  richer  aoyle. 

OldmVMCmL 


Host  mmoas  Julius,  thou  sayst  pit  to  me, 

«  Thou  "it  idle*  write  things  for  eternity." 

Gfre  me  such  boons,  I  cry,  such  as  of  old 

Horace  and  Virgil  from  their  patron  hold, 

I H  strife  to  raise  my  cares  beyond  time's  date, 

And  snatch  my  name  from  fire's  consuming  hate. 

The  ox  on  barren  fields  his  yoke  won't  bear  \ 

A  mi  soil  tares,  but  yet  the  labour's  dear.  lUtcbr. 

CYITL    TO  GiXLTJB. 

You  possess—and  may  it  be  yours  and  crow  larger  through 
a  long  aeries  of  years— a  house,  beautiful  I  admit,  but  on 
the  other  aide  of  the  Tiber.  But  my  garret  looks  upon  the 
laurels  of  Agrippa;  and  in  this  quarter  I  am  already  grown 
old.  I  must  more,  in  orfer  to  pay  you  a  morning  call,  (Mua, 
and  yon  deserve  this  consideration,  even  if  your  house  were 
still  farther  o£  But  it  is  a  small  matter  to  you,  Gallua,  if  I 
add  one  to  the  number  of  your  toga-clad  visitors;  while  it  is 
a  great  matter  to  me,  if  I  withhold  that  one.  I  myself  will 
frequently  par  my  resnects  to  you  at  the  tenth  hour.1  This 
morning  my  book  shall  wish  you  "  good  day  "  in  my  stead. 

May  thy  fair  Cum  (though  beyond  liber's  site), 

As  it  does  now,  thee  more  and  more  delight  I 

My  rooms  Vipsanian  laurels  do  behold, 

In  the  which  region  I  am  now  grown  old: 

A  journey  *t  is,  to  give  thee  the  good  morn, 

But  such  thou  art,  though  farther,  to  be  borne. 

One  gown-man  more,  yet  were  not  much  to  thee. 

Though  to  detain  this  one  ia  much  to  me. 

My  book  shall  th'  early  Me  for  me  pay, 

And  I H  attend  when  ended  ia  the  day.       Jnon.1695. 

Oil.    OK  A.  PXT  BOO  AHD  THB  PJJNTIB. 

Isea  is  more  playful  than  the  sparrow  of  Catullus.    Issa 

1  The  tenth  hoar  from  sunrise,  corresponding  to  our  four  o'clock  m 
the  afternoon.    8es  B.  It.  Ep.  8. 
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is  more  pure  than  the  kin  of  a  dove.  Issa  is  more  loving 
than  any  maiden.  Issa  is  dearer  than  Indian  gems.  The 
little  dog  Issa  is  the  pet  of  Publius.  If  she  complains,  yon 
will  think  she  speaks.  She  feels  both  the  sorrow  and  the 
gladness  of  her  master.  She  lies  reclined  upon  his  neck,  and 
sleeps,  so  that  not  a  respiration  is  heard  from  her.  And, 
however  pressed,  she  has  never  sullied  the  coverlet  with  a 
single  spot ;  but  rouses  her  master  with  a  gentle  touch  of 
her  foot,  and  begs  to  be  set  down  from  the  bed  and  relieved. 
Such  modesty  resides  in  this  chaste  little  animal;  she 
knows  not  the  pleasures  of  love ;  nor  do  we  find  a  mate 
worthy  of  so  tender  a  damseL  That  her  last  hour  may  not 
cany  her  off  wholly,  Publius  has  her  limned  in  a  picture, 
in  which  you  will  see  an  Issa  so  like,  that  not  even  herself  is 
so  like  herself.  In  a  word,  nlace  Issa  and  the  picture  side 
by  side,  and  you  will  imagine  either  both  real,  or  both  painted. 

Issa 's  more  foil  of  sport  and  wanton  play 

Ulan  that  pet  sparrow  by  Catullus  sung ; 
Issa  *•  more  pure  and  cleanly  in  her  way 

Than  kisses  from  the  amorous  turtle's  tongue* 
Issa  more  winsome  is  than  any  girl 

That  ever  yet  entranced  a  lover's  sight  ; 
Issa 's  more  precious  than  the  Indian  pearl; 

Issa 's  my  Publius'  favourite  and  delight. 
Her  plaintive  voice  falls  sad  as  one  that  weeps; 

Her  master's  cares  and  woes  alike  she  shares  j 
Softly  reclined  upon  his  neck  she  sleeps, 

And  scarce  to  sigh  or  draw  her  breath  she  dares. 
When  nature  calls,  she  modestly  obeys, 

Nor  on  the  counterpane  one  drop  will  shed ; 
But  warns  her  lord  with  gentle  foot,  and  prays 

That  he  will  raise  and  Eft  her  from  the  oed. 
So  chaste  is  she,  of  contact  so  afraid, 

She  knows  not  Venus'  rites,  nor  do  we  find 
A  husband  worthy  of  such  dainty  maid 

'Mong  ail  the  clamorous  suitors  of  her  kind* 
Her,  lest  the  day  of  fate  should  nothing  leave, 

In  pictured  form  my  Publius  hath  portzay'd ; 
Where  you  so  lifelike  Issa  might  perceive, 

That  not  herself  a  better  likeness  made. 
Issa  together  with  her  portrait  lay, 
Both  real  or  both  depicted  you  would  say. 

EngUtk  Jomnuo/Bdmcaium,  Jan.  1850. 


BOOK  l]  SPIGBAMB.  81 

OX.    TOT1LOX. 

You  nnM«lMn|  Velox,  that  the  epigrams  which  I  write 
are  long,  xou  yourself  write  nothing;  your  attempts  are 
shorter? 

You  lay  my  epigrams,  Velox,  too  long  are: 
You  nothing  write ;  sure  yours  are  shorter  far. 

Wright 
Velox  complsins  my  epigrams  sre  long, 
While  he  writes  none:  he  sings  a  shorter  song. 

OH.    TO  BJBOTLTTB,  OX  BXKDTSQ  HIM  A  BOOS  AKD  ▲ 

nisxvr  or  VBAvnvoursi. 

Sinoe  your  refutation  for  wisdom,  and  the  care  which  you 
bestow  on  your  labours,  are  equal,  and  sinoe  your  piety  is 
not  inferior  to  your  genius,  he  who  is  surprised  that  a  book 
and  incense  are  presented  to  you,  Begulus,  is  ignorant  how 
to  adapt  presents  to  deserts. 

In  thee,  while  reason  and  religion  shine, 
While  wit  snd  wisdom  beam  alike  divine  j 
dOifts  sdsonste  he  knows  not  to  bestow, 
Who  'd  give  a  book,  and  bid  no  incense  glow. 

Epkin$to%. 

GUI.     OH  FBISOU8,  ▲  VSTOU. 

When  I  did  not  know  you,  I  used  to  address  you  as  my 
lord  and  king.  Now,  sinoe  I  know  you  well,  you  shall  be 
plain  Priscus  with  me. 

I  styled  thee  lord  snd  king,  while  yet  unknown ; 
Flam  Prisons  now 's  the  most  that  thou  canst  own. 


1695. 

I  knew  thee  not :  I  haiTd  thee  lord  snd  king. 
I  know  thee  $  snd  plain  Prisons  is  the  thing. 

CTTTT.     TO  THl  B1XD1B. 

It,  reader,  you  wish  to  employ  some  good  hours  badly,  and 
are  an  enemy  to  your  own  leisure,  you  will  obtain  whatever 
sportive  verses  I  produced  in  my  youth  and  boyhood,  and  all 
my  trifles,  which  even  I  myself  have  forgotten,  from  Quin- 

9  Imperfect;  abortive;  ending  in  nothing. 
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tus  Polliufl  Valerianua,  who  has  resolved  not  to  let  my  light 
effusions  perish. 

Reader  of  my  roguish  lay, 

Would'st  thou  eon  a  stripling-play, 

Which  a  friend  will  ncTer  show, 

Which  myself  could  hardly  know  P 

Would'st  thou  waste  a  golden  hoar, 

And  abase  thy  precious  power  P 

Thou  to  PoDins  mast  apply, 

Who  forbids  my  trash  to  cue.  Elphmtion. 

our.    to  ixirsTnars. 

These  gardens  adjoining  your  domain,  Faustinas,  and  these 
small  fields  and  moist  meadows,  Telesphorus  Foams  owns. 
Here  he  has  deposited  the  ashes  of  his  daughter,  and  has 
consecrated  the  name,  which  you  read,  of  Antullaj — though 
his  own  name  should  rather  have  been  read  there.  It  had 
been  more  just  that  the  father  should  have  gone  to  the  Stygian 
shades ;  but,  since  this  was  not  permitted,  may  he  live  to 
honour  his  daughter's  remains. 

Next,  Fsustm,  thine,  confess  a  Faming'  sway ; 

Whom  modest  lawns  and  oosy  meads  obey. 

Here  his  Antalla's  urn  receives  his  moan : 

Her  name  he  haUow'd,  mourning  not  his  own. 

The  sire,  as  just,  had  wooM  the  Stygian  shade  $ 

But  sad  survives,  to  see  her  honours  paid.     Elpkmtiou. 

OXT.     TO  FBOOILLUB. 

A  certain  damsel,  envious  Procillus,  is  desperately  in  love 
with  me, — a  nymph  more  white  than  the  spotless  swan,  than 
silver,  than  snow,  than  lily,  than  privet :  already  you  will  be 
thinking  of  hanging  yourself.  But  I  long  for  one  darker  than 
night,  than  the  ant,  than  pitch,  than  the  jack-daw,  than  the 
cricket  If  I  know  you  well,  Procillus,  you  will  spare  your 
life.1 

Me  a  damsel  dotes  upon, 

Fairer  than  the  fairest  swan ; 

Silver,  snow  j  than  lily,  privet  $ 

Or  what  else  the  soul  can  rivet 

1  The  translation  of  this  epigram  is  in  conformity  with  the  order  of  the 
ines  in  the  common  editions,  which  seems  preferable  to  that  in  Schnei- 
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One  I  lo? e  m  black  as  night, 
aek-daw,  pitch,  ant,  crielet,  sprite. 
Poor  Proeulus  thought  to  swing : 
Now  he  think*  of  no  inch  thing.  WfUmton, 

OXTL     OH  THB  TOMB  0*    AJTTTJLLA. 

This  grove,  and  these  fair  acres  of  cultivated  land,  Famiua 
has  consecrated  to  the  eternal  honour  of  the  dead.  In  this 
tomb  is  deposited  Antulla,  too  soon  snatched  from  her  family: 
in  this  tomb  each  of  her  parents  will  be  united  to  her.  If  any 
one  desires  this  piece  of  ground,  I  warn  him  not  to  hope  for 
it ;  it  is  for  ever  devoted  to  its  owners. 

CXVH.     TO  XUFBBCTOL 

Whenever  you  meet  me,  Lupercus,  you  constantly  say, 
"  Shall  I  sena  my  servant,  for  you  to  give  him  your  little 
book  of  Epigrams,  which  I  will  read  and  return  to  you  di- 
rectly P"  There  is  no  reason,  Lupercus,  to  trouble  your  ser- 
vant. It  is  a  long  journey,  if  he  wishes  to  come  to  the  Pirus ; l 
and  I  live  up  three  pairs  of  stairs,  and  those  high  ones. 
What  you  want  you  may  procure  nearer  at  hand.  You 
frequently  go  down  to  the  Argfletum :  opposite  Cesar's  fo- 
rum is  a  shop,  with  pillars  on  each  side  covered  over  with 
titles  of  boon,  so  that  you  may  quickly  run  over  the  names 
of  all  the  poets.  Procure  me  there ;  you  will  no  sooner  ask 
Atrectus, — such  is  the  name  of  the  owner  of  the  shop, — than 
he  will  give  you,  from  the  first  or  second  shel£  a  Martial, 
well  smoothed  with  pumice-stone,  and  adorned  with  purple, 
for  five  denarii  "  You  are  not  worth  so  much,"  do  you  say  t 
You  are  right,  Lupercus. 

As  oft,  Sir  Tradewell,  as  we  meet, 
You  "re  sure  to  ask  me  in  the  street, 
When  you  shall  send  your  boy  to  me, 


To  fetch  my  book  of  poetry ; 
And  promise  you  *U  but  read  it  o'er, 
And  faithfully  the  loan  restore : 
But  let  me  tell  you  as  a  friend, 
You  need  not  take  the  paini  to  send: 
Tin  long  way  to  where  I  dwell, 
At  farther  end  of  derkenwell : 

1  The  pear-tree.   The  name  of  tome  spot  near  which  Martial  lived. 
02 
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There  ma  garret  near  the  aky, 

Aboye  fire  pair  of  stain,  I  lie. 

But  if  yon  d  have  what  you  pretend, 

You  may  procure  it  nearer  hand : 

jji  CornhiD,  where  yon  often  go, 

Hard  by  th9  Exchange,  there  is,  you  know, 

A  ahop  of  rhyme,  where  yon  may  tee 

The  posts  all  clad  in  poetry: 

There  H liyea  of  high  renown. 

The  noted'st  Tory  in  the  town: 

Where,  if  you  please,  inquire  for  me  j 

And  he,  or  'a  prentice,  presently 

From  the  next  shelf  will  reach  you  down 

The  piece  well  bound  for  half  a  crown* 

The  price  is  much  too  dear,  you  cry, 

To  give  for  both  the  book  and  me : 

Tea,  doubtless,  for  such  vanities ; 

We  know,  air,  you  are  too,  too  wise.    Oldkmu 

cxvm.    to  OLBDioxjjnre. 

For  him  who  is  not  satisfied  with  reading  a  hundred  epi- 
grams, no  amount  of  trouble  is  sufficient,  Csadidanus. 

He  who  a  hundred  epigrams  reads  o'er, 
No  ill  '•  enough  for  him,  if  he  wants  more. 

Jmm.  1096. 
If  a  thousand  arch  epigrams  are  not  enough, 
Never  wilt  thou  be  sated,  kind  reader,  with  stuff! 


EPIGRAMS. 

BOOK  II. 

TO  HIS  TBXXKD,  DSOIAHUB, 

*VHATdoIwant,n  say  you,  "with  a  letter  P  Do  I  not 
•now  yoa  sufficient  indulgence  br reading  your  epigrams  P 
Besides,  what  have  yon  to  aay  in  this  letter,  which  yon  could 
not  aay  in  your  verses?  I  see  why  tragic  and  comic  writers 
admit  a  prologue, — because  they  are  not  allowed  to  apeak  for 
themselves.  But  epigrams  hare  no  need  of  a  herald,  and  are 
contented  with  then-  own  liberty  of  speech.  In  whatever 
page  they  please,  they  present  an  epistle.  Do  not,  therefore,  I 
pray,  do  a  ridiculous  thing,  and  clap  a  long  dress  on  a  person 
going  to  dance.1  Consider,  too,  whether  you  would  choose 
a  wand  as  a  weapon  against  a  retiarius.1  Ifor  myself  I  take 
my  seat  amongst  those  who  at  once  object  to  a  contest  so  un- 
equal." Indeed,  Decianus,  methinks  you  say  what  is  just.  Is 
it  possible  that  you  knew  with  what  sort  of  an  epistle,  and 
how  long  a  one,  you  were  in  danger  of  being  occupied  P  Be 
it,  then,  as  you  desire.  Whatever  readers  light  upon  this 
book,  will  owe  it  to  you  that  they  come  to  the  nrst  page 
without  being  tired. 

I.     TO  HIS  BOOK. 

You  could,  I  admit,  hare  contained  three  hundred  epi- 
grams ;  but  who,  my  book,  would  have  contained  himself  at 
you,  and  read  you  through  P    Yet  learn,  what  are  the 

1  Iks  common  readme  If  here  follow**,  togam  $atomH  ******  pmm*. 

•  An  epistle,  says  Badenif,  if  of  no  more  nte  as  a  defense  against  the 
critics  than  a  wand  against  the  weapon  of  the  reuarina. 
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advantages  of  a  abort  book.  The  first  is,  that  I  waste  lean 
paper.  The  next,  that  the  copier  finishes  it  in  one  hour, 
and  his  services  will  not  be  confined  only  to  my  trifles.  A 
third  advantage  is,  that  if  any  one  happens  to  read  you,  you 
will  not,  though  ever  so  bad,  oe  detested.  A  person  at  table 
will  begin  to  read  yon  with  his  wine  mixed,  and  finish  you 
before  the  cup  set  before  him  begins  to  grow  warm.1  Do  yon 
imagine  that  by  such  brevity  you  are  secure  from  all  objec- 
tion? Alas!  to  how  many  will  you  even  thus  be  too  long  I 

Three  hundred  epigrams  thou  might? st  contain, 

But  who,  to  rata  so  .many,  oan  tuftsin  P 

Hear  what  in  praise  of  brevity  is  said. 

First,  lest  expense  and  watte  of  paper  '•  made  i 

The  printer's  labour,  next,  does  sooner  end, 

And  to  more  serious  works  he  may  attend $ 

Thirdly,  to  whomsoe'er  thou  shalt  be  read, 

Though  naught,  not  tedious  yet  thou  oanst  be  said  | 

Again,  in  length  whilst  thou  dost  not  abound, 

Thou  mayst  be  heard  while  yet  the  cups  go  round; 

And  when  this  caution 's  used,  alas !  t  fear 

To  many  yet  thou  wilt  too  long  apuear.       Amm.  1695. 

rr,    to  BOMiTiijr. 

Crete  cave  a  great  name,  Africa  a  greater,  to  their  con- 
querors, Metellus  and  Scipio;  a  still  nobler  name  did  Ger- 
many confer  on  thee,  Csxar,  from  the  subjugation  of  the 
Bhine ;  and  even  as  a  boy  thou  wast  worthy  of  that  name. 
Thy  brother1  earned  his  triumphs  over  Idumsa,  with  the 
assistance  of  thy  father;*  the  laurel  which  is  given  from  the 
conquest  of  the  Catti  is  all  thy  own. 

Great  was  the  Libyan,  peat  the  Cretan  feme, 

Adorning  Sdpio's  and  MeteUus*  name ; 

Laurels  more  glorious  from  the  vanquish'd  Bhine, 

In  op'ning  youth,  round  Ga8ar*s  temples  twine. 

His  sire  and  brother  laid  Idume  low, 

He  triumph'd  singly  o'er  the  German  foe.        Hodgum* 

nr.    to  bsxtus. 

You  owe  nothing,  Sextus;  you  owe  nothing,  Sextus,  I 
admit;  for  be  only  owes,  Sextus,  who  can  pay. 

1  His  wine  having  been  mixed  with  snow,  or  very  cold  water.  See  B.  v 
Ep.64.  *  Titos.  *  Vespasian. 
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Sextos  owes  nought,  nor  fears  hit  quarter-day  > 

Tii  true  j  ha  owes  moat  truly  that  can  pay.     Jftfafcr. 

Ton  say,  you  nothing  owe  j  and  so  I  say : 

He  only  owes,  who  something  hath  to  pay.       Hay. 

IT.     <HT  AMMXAJtVB. 

Oh,  how  caressing,  Ammianus,  are  you  with  your  mother  I 
how  caressing,  Ammianua,  is  your  mother  with  you !  She 
calls  you  brotner ;  yon  call  her  sister.  Why  do  such  strange 
titles  of  affection  delight  yira  P  Why  are  you  not  content 
to  be  what  you  are  P  JDo  you  think  this  an  amusement  and 
a  jest  P  It  is  not  so.  A.  mother,  who  desires  to  be  a  sister,  is 
not  satisfied  with  being  either  mother  or  sister. 

To  thy  mother,  ah !  how  kind ! 

Parent,  ah !  how  kind  to  thee ! 

Brother  thou,  and  sister  she! 
Why  to  novel  names  inclined  P 

Than  ye  are,  pray,  why  be  other  P 

Jest  ye  think  it:  vile  the  shame ! 

Mother,  within?  sister's  name, 
Would  not  sister  be,  nor  mother.      EtpkuuUm. 

T.      TO  BBOIAOTfl. 

May  I  perish,  Decianus,  if  I  should  not  like  to  be  with 
you  all  day,  and  all  night!  But  there  are  two  miles  that 
lepara&e  us;  and  these  become  four,  when  I  have  to  return. 
You  are  often  not  at  home :  even  when  you  are,  you  are  oft- 
en denied;  or  you  have  leisure  only  for  your  law  business 
or  your  private  concerns.  To  see  you,  however,  I  have  no 
objection  to  go  two  miles ;  but  1  have  great  objection  to  go 
four  miles  not  to  see  you. 

With  you,  dear  Tom,  I  vd  often  spend  the  day, 

And  laugh,  and  chat,  and  trifle  life  away ; 

But  ten  long  miles,  you  know,  divide  us  twain  i 

Those  ten  nuke  twenty,  measured  back  again. 

Then,  o'er  the  downs  with  patience  should  I  come, 

You  *re  always  out,  at  least  you  're  not  at  home  j 

Or  busy,  or  engaged  in  rhyme  and  metre, 

Or  with  your  child,  that  entertaining  creature! 

In  short,  to  see  my  Mend  ten  miles  I  'd  go  j 

But  twenty  not  to  see  you  11  never  do.     Rev.  B  Orarm. 
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May  I  not  live,  but,  were  it  in  my  power, 

With  thee  I  'd  pass  both  day  and  night  each  hour. 

Two  miles  I  go  to  see  yon  \  and  two  more 

When  I  retain}  and  two  and  two  make  four. 

Often  denied  $  often  from  home  you  're  gone : 

Are  busy  oft;  and  oft  would  be  alone. 

Two  miles,  to  see  you,  give  me  no  great  pain : 

Four,  not  to  see  you,  go  against  the  grain.  Hag. 

In  some  Tile  hamlet  let  me  live  forgot, 

Small-beer  my  portion,  and  no  wine  my  lot ; 

To  some  worse  nend  in  church  indentures  bound 

Than  ancient  Job  or  modern  Sherlock  found, 

And  with  more  aches  plagued,  and  pains,  and  ills, 

Than  fill  our  Salmon's  works  or  Tilburgh's  bills  \ 

If  t  is  not  still  the  burden  of  my  prayer, 

The  night  with  you,  with  you  the  day  to  share. 

But,  sir  (and  the  complaint  you  know  is  true), 

Two  damn'd  long  miles  there  lie  'twixt  me  and  you ; 

And  these  two  miles,  by  help  of  calculation, 

Make  four  by  that  I  'ye  reach'd  my  habitation. 

You  *re  near  sage  Will's,  the  land  of  mirth  and  claret} 

I  live  stoVd  up  in  a  Whitechapel  garret. 

Oft  when  I  'ye  walk'd  so  far,  your  hands  to  kiss, 

Flattered  with  thoughts  of  the  succeeding  bliss, 

I  'm  told  vou  *re  gone  to  the  Texatious  Ball, 

Where  with  eternal  lungs  the  lawyers  bawl; 

Or  else  stol'n  out,  some  female  friend  to  see ; 

Or,  what 's  as  bad,  you  're  not  at  home  for  me. 

Two  miles  I  're  at  your  service,  and  that 's  civil  { 

But  to  trudge  four,  and  miss  you,  is  the  deviL 

TomBrowm. 

YT.     TO  8BYEBU8. 

Go  now,  and  bid  me  publish  my  little  books.  When  you 
have  scarcely  read  a  couple  of  pages,  yen  look  at  the  last 
page,  Severus,  and  give  long  yawns,  Theee  are  those  epi- 
grams which,  when  I  was  reciting  them,  you  used  to  steal  and 
write  out  in  Vitellian  tablets1  Theee  are  they  which  you 
used  to  carry  one  by  one  in  your  pockets  to  every  feast,  and 
every  theatre.  These  are  they,  or  (if  there  are  any  among 
them  that  you  do  not  know)  better.    Of  what  use  is  it  for 

•  Small  tablets,  on  -which  love  letters  and  other  light  matters  were 
written.    See,  B.  ziv.  Ep.  8,  and  Diet  Antiqq.  t .  v.  Tabula 
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me  to  make  my  book  bo  thin,  as  not  to  be  thicker  than  a  mere 
roller,1  if  it  takes  you  three  days  to  read  it  through?  Never 
were  compositions  intended  to  amnae  more  listlessly  received. 
Ton  are  ntigaed, and  lag  so  soon  in  your  course;  and  when 
you  ought  to  run  to  Bovilta,  you  want  to  unharness  your 
cattle  at  the  temple  of  the  Muses.  Go  now,  and  bin  me 
publish  my  little  books. 

Bid  me  now  bring  forth  my  spawn, 

Scarce  hast  thou  two  pages  past. 
When  thou  op'st  a  piteous  yawn, 

Panting  to  behold  the  last 

These,  Sererus,  are  the  strains, 

Thou  didst  swallow  with  delight, 
Treasure  with  unwearied  pains, 

And  on  thy  best  tablets  write. 

Public  scenes,  and  private  too, 
Heard  thee  these  same  lays  rehearse: 

Or,  if  any  here  are  new, 
Still  superior  is  the  verse. 

What  avails  my  tiny  book, 

How  can  such  a  shrimp  succeed  j 
If  thou  cast  so  rare  a  look, 

That  it  take  three  days  to  read? 

8oon  the  verdant  journey  cloys, 
Though  so  smooth  extend  the  lawn : 

Stop  amid  Pierian  joys ! 
Then  bid  me  bring  forth  my  spawn !    BlpkmsUm. 

YII.     TO  ATTALUS. 

You  declaim  prettily,  Attalus ;  you  plead  causes  prettily: 
you  write  pretty  histories,  pretty  verses.  You  compose  pan- 
tomimes prettify,  epigrams  prettily ;  jrou  are  a  pretty  gram- 
marian, a  pretty  astrologer.  You  sing  prettily,  Attalus, 
and  you  dance  prettily:  you  are  a  pretty  hand  with  the 
lyre,  a  pretty  hand  with  the  balL  Since  you  do  nothing  well, 
and  yet  everything  nrettily,  shall  I  tell  you  what  you  are? 
Yon  are  a  great  busy  body. 

N*Bo  mmtkr  trf  tit  *mbOieo.    The  wnbiUem  was  ths 
tas  end  of  the  stick  on  which  parchment  was  rolled. 
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.  A  pretty  otatour  and  pleeder,  he*} 
Pretty  m  history  and  poetry  j 
Pretty  grammarian,  epigrammatist; 
Pretty  attrologer  and  humorist : 
Hee  tingeth  prettylv,  and  daneeth  so j 
Playes  prettyly  o'  tne  lute,  at  tennis  too. 
Hee  that  doth  nothing  well,  all  prettyly, 
A  Tery  idle-busy-man  must  bee. 

OldMS.imCmk 

Tea,  you're  a  pretty  preacher,  Sir,  we  know  it, 

Write  pretty  novels,  are  a  pretty  poet  j 

A  pretty  critic,  and  tell  fortunes  too ; 

Then,  who  writes  farce  or  epigrams  like  you  ? 

At  erenr  ball  how  prettily  you  nick  it  f 

You  fiddle,  sing,  play  prettily  at  cricket 

Yet,  after  aD,  in  nothing  you  excel, 

Do  all  things  prettily,  but  nothing  welL 

What  shall  I  eall  you?  say  the  best  I  can, 

You  are,  my  friend,  a  Tery  busy  man.      Re*.  22.  Oram* 

Fine  lectures  Attains-  rehearses, 

Pleads  finely,  writes  fine  tales  and  Tenet  j 

Pine  epigrams,  fine  farces  Tie 

With  grammar  and  astrology; 

He  finely  sings,  and  dances  finely: 

Plays  tennis:  fiddles  most  divinely 

All  finely  done,  and  nothing  well: 

Then,  if  a  man  the  truth  may  tell, 

This  all-aceomplish'd  Punchinello 

Is  a  most  busy,  idle  fellow.  Elton. 

THE.     TO  THM  BXADXB. 

If  in  these  pages  of  mine,  reader,  anything  seem  to  yon  too 
obscure,  or  written  in  too  homely  language,  the  fault  is  not 
mine :  the  copier  did  the  mischief  in  his  over-anxiety  to 
give  you  the  rail  amount  of  verses.  But  if  you  shall  deem, 
not  him,  but  me  to  be  the  culprit,  then  I  shall  believe  yon  to 
have  no  understanding.  "But  still  those  verses  of  yours  are 
bad."  As  if  I  would  deny  what  is  evident!  They  are  bad 
but  yon  do  not  write  better. 


Reader,  if  in  theise  bookes  aught  seems  to  want, 
.  As  too  obscure  or  little  elegant; 
T  is  nott  my  fault,  the  printer  must  bee  blam'd, 
Who,  too  much  hastfning,  at  thy  pleasure  aym'd. 
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If  still  tou  think*  *t  my  errour  and  nott  hit, 

I  shall  believe  your  breast  not  candid  is. 

Thay  "r  badd,  yon  'U  say— well,  that  for  granted  take) 

Though  thaiae  be  badd,  you  cannot  better  make. 

Old  M&  \M  Cmt> 

If  in  my  leaves  audit,  reader,  to  thee  eeeni 
Obscure,  or  which  lew  Latin  thou  dost  deem 
To  th'  printer  theee  impute,  not  me  j  who,  wi 
More  books  he  hastes  to  Tend,  cares  not  how  vile. 
If  yet  thou  think'st  not  him,  but  me,  to  blame, 
Thou  fear*st  not  want  of  candour  to  proclaim. 
But  still  my  Terse  for  naught  thou  dost  decry: 
As  if  what  Ys  manifest  I  would  deny. 
Naught  be  they  then:  but  them  for  good  ones  take, 
Till  thou  dost  show  that  thou  canst  better  make. 

Should  here  and  there  my  squeamish  reader  smile, 

At  sense  unpolish'd,  or  unchasten'd  style  i 

The  flying  penman  must  essay  th'  excuse, 

Of  pressing  haste  the  Tolume  to  produce. 

But,  if  thou  deem  that  I  alone  should  smart, 

I  shall  pronounce  thee  Told  of  head  and  heart 

«  Yet,  sad  the  stuff!"   Alss!  thou  say*st  too  true  i 

T  is  Tery  sad :  dear  reader  better  do.  Eptoutoc 

IX.     OH  HjBTTJL. 

1  wrote  to  N»via;  she  has  sent  me  no  answer:  she  will 
not  then  grant  me  what  I  want.  But  I  think  that  she  had 
read  what  I  wrote :  she  wiU  then  grant  it.1 

I  wrote,  she  wrote  not  back  \  so  wont  fulfil 
Yet,  what  I  wrote,  she  read;  and  therefore  wOL 

X.     TO  POBTUMTT8. 

I  commend  you,  Postumus,  for  kissing  me  with  only  half 
jour  lip:  you  may,  however,  if  you  please,  withhold  eren  the 
half  of  tins  half,  Are  you  inclined  to  grant  me  a  boon  still 
greater,  and  eren  inexpressible  ?  Keep  this  whole  half  en- 
tirely to  yourself  Postamus. 

1  Ifibe  refused  to  receire  my  coinmtmics^ 
Tilting  oa  her;  but  as  she  noshes  them,  I  hope  at  length  to  gam  her 
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TV  embrace  thou  deign'st  with  half-lip  to  bestow, 
I  praise,  though  thou  should'st  hence  take  half  away. 

Ghre  me  a  nobler,  nameless  boon  to  owe, 
And  take  the  whole  off  other  half;  I  pray.     Elphimtm. 

XI*     TO  BUFU8. 

Thou^  Itafus,  you  see  Selius  with  clouded  brow;  though 
you  see  him  walking  late  in  the  porticoes;  though  you  seems 
neavy  look  conceal  some  mournful  feeling,  bis  ugjy  nose  nearly 
touching  the  earth,  bis  right  hand  striking  his  breast;  and 
tearing  his  hair,  be  is  not  bewailing  the  loss  of  a  friend  or 
brother.  Both  bis  sons  are  alive, — and  I  pray  they  may 
continue  to  five !  Safe  and  sound  is  his  wife  too,  and  his 
furniture,  and  bis  akres ;  nor  has  bis  farmer  or  his  bailiff 
wasted  any  part  of  his  property.  What  then  is  the  cause  of 
his  sadness  P    He  dines  at  home. 

Whence  comes  it,  that  old  Frank  we  see 
Hunting  the  Mall,  thus,  after  three  P 
What  means  that  slow  and  solemn  pace  P 
That  cloudy  look,  and  rueful  faoeP 
Why  starts  be  thus,  and  smites  his  breast, 
like  one  with  secret  grief  oppressed  P 
Prone  to  the  earth  his  drooping  headl 
Why  sure  his  wife  or  child  is  dead. 

No,  Sir;  for  audit  that  I  can  tell, 
Frank's  wife  and  children  all  are  welL 
And  heaven  vouchsafe  their  hres  to  spare! 
For  lover?  boys  and  girls  they  are, 
As  like  old  Frank  as  they  can  stare. 

His  money 's  out  in  proper  hands, 
Or  well  secured  on  mortgaged  lands. 
Nor  loss  of  interest  or  of  rent 
By  bankruptcies  does  Frank  lament. 

Whence  is  this  grief,  then  P  prythee  say. 
Why,  8ir,  Frank  dines  at  home  to-day.    En.  1L  0r«s*r 

See  you  the  cloud  on  yonder  mortal's  fees 
Walking  the  Mall,  the  last  who  quits  the  place : 
In  tragic  sQenee,  and  in  dumps  profound, 
His  nose  almost  draws  furrows  on  the  ground: 
His  wig  he  twitches,  and  he  canes  the  air. 
Is  he  for  friend  or  brother  in  despair  P 
T  is  no  such  thing.   Two  sons  with  him  do  dwell  i 
They  both  are  promising,  they  both  are  well  s 
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80  his  good  wife,  for  whom  we  all  do  pray. 

Safe  are  his  bags  1  nor  servants  run  away: 

Dtilv  aooounts  hit  steward  for  hit  rent ; 

Ana  by  his  baflifTg  care  hia  eropt  augment 

Say,  from  what  eanae  can  each  affliction  come? 

Is  there  not  cause  ?  yegodal  he  sups  at  home.     Haf. 

hl    to  postuhus. 

What  am  I  to  understand  from  the  cireuinstance,  that 
your  kisses always  smell  of  myrrh,  and  thatyou never  have 
about  yoa  an  odour  other  than  unnatural  P  iW  you  always 
smell  so  agreeably,  Postumus,  makes  me  suspect  that  yon 
hare  something  to  conceal.  He  does  not  smell  pleasantly, 
Postumus,  who  always  smells  pleasantly.1 

What  '•  Ibis  that  myrrh  doth  stOl  smell  in  thy  kiss, 

And  that  with  thee  no  other  odour  isP 

Tis  doubt,  my  Postumus,  he  that  doth  smell 

80  sweetly  always,  smells  not  rery  welL  Fl$Uk$r. 

How  strong  thou  savour  st  myrrh  s  perftime  t 
What  foreign  odours  round  thee  scent ! 

They  give  us  shrewdly  to  presume, 
That  they  are  not  for  nothing  lent        Elpkmito*. 

That  thou  dost,  Gasho,  breathe  of  foreign  gums, 

Enough  to  put  thy  mistress  into  fits : 
Though  Rome  thy  hair,  and  Spain  thy  glores  perftime, 

Few  like,  but  all  suspect  those  borroVd  sweets) 
The  gifts  of  various  nature  come  and  go, 
He  that  smells  always  well  does  nerer  so.  Settt^. 

XTTT.     TO  8IXTU8., 

The  judge  wants  money,  and  the  counsel  wants  money. 
Pay  your  creditor,  Sextos,  I  should  advise.* 

At  money,  money,  judge  and  pleader  aim : 

The  creditor's  I  deem  the  primal  claim,     flfrlisifai. 

HT.    TO  Pauxnnrs. 

Nothing  does  Selius  leave  untried,  nothing  unattempted, 
wheneverhe  sees  that  he  must  dine  at  home.    He  runs  to 

»  See  B.  vL  Ep.  55.   Plant  MostdL  L  3. 10G. 
*  Pay  your  creditor  without  agitation. 
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the  portico  of  Europe,  and  praises  yon,  PauKnus,  and  jour 
Ach&lean  swiftness  of  foot,  without  ceasing.  If  Europe  does 
nothing  for  him,  be  then  goes  to  the  enclosures,  to  see  whether 
he  can  gain  anything  from  the  sons  of  Phfllyra  and  JSson.1 
Disappointed  here  likewise,  he  next  haunts  the  Memphitic 
temple  of  Ists,*  and  seats  himself  near  the  seats  of  that  sad 
heifer.  From  this  place  he  goes  to  the  palace  suspended 
upon  a  hundred  columns  ;•  thence  to  the  monument  of  Pom- 
peius'  magnificence4  and  his  double  grore.  Nor  does  he 
disdain  the  baths  of  Portunatus,  or  those  of  Faustus,  or  the 
confined  and  dark  ones  of  Ghryllus,  or  the  windy  ones  of 
Lupus.  As  to  the  warm  baths,  he  bathes  in  them  again  and 
again  and  again.  After  doing  everything,  but  without  the 
favour  of  heaven,  he  runs  back,  well  washed,  to  the  box- 
grove  of  the  warm  Europa,  in  case  some  belated  friend  may 
be  taking  his  way  there.  By  thyself,  amorous  Bull,  and  by 
thy  mistress,  whom  thou  carriedst  ofi,  do  thou,  I  implore,  in- 
vite Selius  to  dinner.* 

Nothing  does  Selius  unattempted  leave, 
"When  he's  to  sup  at  home  he  doth  conceive. 
He  toots  to  th*  Race,  where,  Paulas,  he  will  swear 
Thy  feet  are  swifter  than  Achilles'  were. 
Nothing  here  got,  the  Place  of  Votes  he  tries, 
If  aught  wul  come  from  the  JSsonides. 
Where  failing  too,  to  th'  Memphian  temnle  next, 
Near  the  tad  Heifer,  calf s-head  sits  perplex'd. 
Thence  runs  to  th'  Porch  a  hundred  props  sustain, 
To  Pompey's  Arch  and  Grove*,  nor  does  disdain 
The  vulgar  baths,  which  Gryllus,  Lupus,  keep, 
One  on  the  hill,  die  othex  low  and  deep. 
Where  having  bathed  in  all,  and  all  in  vain, 
No  pitying  god  fairing  his  glutinous  pain, 
Back  to  the  Kaoe  he  flies,  to  see  if  there 
Some  friend  be  yet  taking  the  evening  air. 
Th'  adjoining  Porch,  of  various  paintings  full, 
Shows  fair  Europe  borne  upon  a  bulL 

1  Chiron,  son  of  the  nymph  Phillyra;  Jason,  son  of  JBson.   The  enclo- 
sures were  the  pens  in  which  the  citizens  assembled  to  rote. 

*  Isis  was  supposed  by  many  to  be  the  same  as  lo,  who  was  changed 
Into  a  heifer  by  Jupiter. 

•  Centum  pendentia  tecta  columnis,  L  e.  the  portico  of  Agrippa. 
4  The  portico  of  Pompeiua. 

1  Take  Selius  out  of  this  life,  Jupiter,  that  he  may  dine  with  use. 
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J  ore,  I  injure  thee  by  the  virgin  bright, 
Make  forlorn  8elius  thy  own  guest  this  night  t 

Jmom.  169ft. 

XT.     TO  HOBMTJB. 

In  offering  to  no  one  the  cup  from  which  jou  cirinlt,  you 
give  a  proo£  Hormus,  not  of  pride,  but  of  kindness.1 

"That  unto  others  your  owne  cupp's  denyM, 
Hormus,  't  is  your  ciyility,  not  pride. 

OldM&imCeni. 

Hormus,  because  thou  giv'st  thy  eup  to  none, 

It  is  not  proudly,  but  humanely  done.  Fletcher* 

That,  when  thou  'st  drunk,  thou  ofier'st  none  thy  glass, 
Ought  not  for  pride,  but  for  good  breeding  pass. 

Anon.  16Q5. 

That  thou  presentfet  thy  eup  to  none  beside, 

Is  thy  humanity ;  and  not  thy  pride.  EtpMntUm. 

xyi.    aoaivst  Eomra. 

ZcXhmisSL:  his  gorgeous  bed  is  the  cause  of  this  fever.  If 
he  were  well,  of  what  use  would  be  these  scarlet  coverlets, 
this  bed  brought  from  the  banks  of  the  Nile,  or  this,  steeped 
in  the  perfumes  of  Sidon  f  What  but  an  illness  displays  such 
idle  wealth  P  What  have  you  to  do  with  physicians  P  Dismiss 
all  tout  Machaons.  If  you  wish  to  get  well,  use  my  bed- 
clothes. 

Zoflus  is  sick;  his  rich  stuff  makes  him  so : 

If  he  were  well,  what  should  his  scarlets  do  P 

His  bed  from  Nile  P  his  hangings  dyed  at  Tyre  P 

He 's  tick,  we  may  his  sottish  wealth  admire. 

Dismiss  the  doctors,  the  Machaons  all, 

To  make  him  well,  for  my  rug  only  calL        Anon.  169A 

Vainlove  is  ill :  his  illness  is  his  bed, 

Made  up  of  chints  and  silks  prohibited: 

Near  it  an  Indian  screen,  ana  worktt  settee, 

Inflame  his  fever  to  a  high  degree. 

When  he  is  well,  these  topnenes  are  not  seen : 

They  make  him  sick,  and  give  us  too  the  spleen. 

Dismiss  his  doctors,  and  apply  my  spell ; 

Let  him  change  beds  with  me,  and  he  11  be  well    fldjr 

1  Hormus  had  bad  breath. 
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xtii.    to  jjoounra 


At  the  rery  entrance  of  the  8uburra>  where  hang  the  blood- 
stained whipa  of  the  torturers,1  and  where  many  a  cobbler 
blocks  up  the  Argfletum,*  aits  a  female  hair-cutter.  But  that 
female  cutter,  Ammianua,  does  not  out  hair.  "Does  not  out 
hair?"  you  say.    aWhat  does  she  thenP"    She  shaves.1 

Whew  first  Suburra  aits  to  urge, 

Whew  chastisement  displays  toe  scourge; 

Where  many  a  eordwainer  onoe  more 

Dares  honest  Argus'  death  deplore j 

Thy  ohpster,  Ammian,  does  not  clip : 

She  tenders  thee  her  eVry  slip. 

She  does  not  clip,  you  say?   What 's  brayer, 

If  not  a  clipater,  she's  a  shaver.  BtpHntto** 

inn.    to  haxhcub. 

I  court  your  dinner;  alas!  I  am  ashamed  of  doing  so,  but, 
Maximus, I  court  your  dinner:  you  court  some  one  else's ; 
so  we  are  equal  in  this  matter.  I  come  in  the  morning  to 
pay  my  respects  to  you ;  I  am  told  that  you  are  gone  already 
to  nay  your  respects  elsewhere :  again  we  are  equal.  I  my- 
self am  of  your  escort,  and  walk  before  my  proud  patron ; 
you  are  of  the  escort  of  the  other,  your  patron :  again  we 
are  equal  It  is  bad  enough  to  bo  a  servant;  but  I  object 
to  be  the  servant  of  a  servant.  One  who  is  a  patron  himself 
Maximus,  should  not  have  a  patron. 

I  haunt  your  table,  led  by  my  ill  star: 

And  you  another's : — then  we  Ve  on  a  par. 

Your  levee  I  frequent:  and  you  go  far 

Unto  another's : — still  we  're  on  a  par. 

I,  your  led  captain,  walk  before  you  bare: 

You  are  another's : — still  we  're  on  a  par. 

Though  servant,  yet  I  'U  be  no  servant's  slays: 

A  master  should  himself  no  master  haye.  Hmf. 


TO  EOILUS. 

Do  you  think,  Zoilus,  that  I  am  made  happy  by  an  in 

1  Where  malefactors  wen  punished  with  scourging. 
9  See  B.  i.  Ep.  4 

*  She  is  a  cunning  sharer ;  a  courtesan,  who  scrapes  up  money  from 
the  purses  of  young  men.    So  the  commentators  interpret. 
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vitation  to  dinner  P  Happy  by  an  invitation  to  dinner, 
Zoilus,  and  that  dinner  yours  P  That  guest  deserves  to  be  a 
guest  at  the  Aricine  Hill,1  who  is  made  happy,  Zoilus,  by  a 
dinner  of  yours. 

Ms  by  a  supper  thou  believest  blest: 
Supremely  blest,  great  Zoilus,  by  thine! 
On  the  Arictan  cliff  he  must  recline, 

'Whose  ostrich-maw  thy  supper  can  digest     SlpHmttoM, 

XX.    OH  PATTLTT8. 

Paulos  buys  verses:  Paulas  recites  his  own  verses;  and 
what  yon  buy  you  may  legally  call  your  own* 

Bought  verses  for  his  own  Paul  doth  recite, 
For  what  you  buy  you  may  call  yours  by  right 

Wright. 
Paulus  buys  verse,  recites,  and  owns  them  ally 
For  what  thou  buy'st,  thou  may'st  thine  truly  calL 

SlyPaul  buys  verse  as  hs  buys  merchandise, 

Then  for  nis  own  he  11  pompously  recite  it- 
Paul  scorns  a  lie— the  poetry  is  his-- 
By  law  hii  own,  although  he  could  not  write  it 

New  HoMtUf  Mayasine,  1830. 

xxi.   to  posTuinrs. 

To  some,  Postumus,  you  give  kisses,  to  some  your  right 
hand.  "Which  do  you  prefer  P"  you  say,  *  choose/'  I  prefer 
your  hand. 

Posthumus'  kisses  some  must  have, 

And  some  salute  his  fist; 
Thy  hand,  good  Postumus,  I  crave, 
If  I  may  choose  my  Hit  Fletcher. 

XXH.     TO  APOLLO  AJTO  THB  KU8I8. 

In  what  have  I  offended  you,  Apollo,  and  ye  nine  Sisters  P 
For,  behold,  the  Muse  of  gaiety  brings  ill  to  her  poet.  Post- 
umus before  used  to  kiss  me  with  half  a  lip.  Now  he  has 
begun  to  Idas  me  with  both  lips. 

1  Arida  was  a  town  on  the  Applan  way,  about  twenty  miles  true 
Borne)  a  noted  place  for  beggars,  as  appeals  from  Juvenal  Sat  iv. 

a 
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0  Ffccebus,  and  ye  Sitters  nine, 

What  shall  I  do  with  you  P 
Behold  that  merry  Muse  of  mist 

Her  poet  will  undoe. 

Pbsthumus  late  was  wont  to  kisse 

With  half  lippes,  which  I  loathe; 
But  now  my  plague  redoubled  is*-*- 

He  kitaes  me  with  both*  Fletcher. 

PhcBboa,  farewell,  farewell,  my  merry  muse, 
Your  poet,  who  adores  you,  ye  abuse : 
Postume  with  one  kiss  used  to  let  me  go, — 
Pleased  with  my  own,  now  many  dothoestow. 

II HI.     OK  P08TU1TD8. 

I  will  not  say,  however  closely  you  press  me,  who  is  the 
Postumus  of  my  book.  I  will  not  say;  for  why  should  I 
give  offence  to  these  same  kisses,  which  can  so  well  avenge 
themselves  P 

No,  though  thou  begg'st  a  thousand  times  to  know, 
Who  'tis  by  name  of  Postumus  does  go, 
IwillnottelL   What  need  I  to  offend 
Such  kisses,  and  their  fury  'gainst  me  bend  P    Anon.  1695, 

XHV.     TO  CJJTDIDXTS. 

"If  harsh  Fortune  should  overwhelm  you  with  some 
terrible  accusation;  I  will  attend  you  in  mourning  habit, 
and  more  pale  than  a  person  accused.  If  she  should  order 
you  to  depart  under  condemnation  from  your  native  land, 
I  will  go,  through  seas,  through  mountains,  your,  companion 
in  exile."  She  gives  you  riches.  "Are  they  the  common 
property  of  us  both  P"  Will  you  give  me  halfP  "It  is  a 
large  sum."  Gandidus,  will  you  give  me  anything?  You 
will,  then,  share  with  me  in  misfortune  only:  but  if  heaven 
with  smiling  countenance  shows  you  favour,  you  will  enjoy 
your  happiness,  Gandidus,  alone. 

If  thy  cross  fortune  sends  thee  some  sad  fete, 

I  must  persist  thy  pale  and  squalid  mate  j 

If  from  thy  country  thou  must  banish'd  be, 

Through  seas  and  rocks  I  still  must  follow  thee. 

If  riches  come,  will  they  be  free  to  many  P 

Wilt  thou  give  nartP  rT  is  much.    WUt  thou  give  any  P 

T  is  crosses  make  thee  mine  j  when  they  are  gone, 

Gandidus  will  be  happy  then  alone.  Ikieket. 
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XXT.     TO  OALIJu 

Qalla,  you  never  grant,  but  always  promise,  favours  to  any 
one  that  asks  them.  If  you  always  deceive,  I  beg  you.  Galla, 
for  the  future,  to  say  "No." 

GaHa  dares  promise*  but  makes  good  no  tie : 

Jf  thou  still  ftfl'st,  I  pray  thee  once  deny.  FUtcker. 

XXVI.     TO  BITHTKI0TJ8. 

Because  Mavia  breathes  painfully,  and  has  a  severe  cough, 
and  often  sputters  out  saliva  on  your  breast,  do  you  imagine, 
Bithynicus,  that  jrour  fortune  is  already  made?  You  are 
mistaken;  N»via  is  flattering,  not  dying. 

That  Naevia  coughs,  and  groans,  and  finds  no  rest, 

Letting  the  slaver  fell  upon  her  breast ; 

Thou  nop'st  Bithynicus,  her  hour  is  nigh ; 

Nevia  but  flatten ;  she  do  n't  mean  to  die.     Jmo*.  1695. 

That  thy  wife  coughs  all  night  and  spits  all  day, 

Already  thou  believ'st  thy  fortune  made, 
Her  whole  estate  thou  think'st  thy  sadden  prey: 

She  will  not  die,  but  wheedles  uke  a  jade.       SedUy. 

XXV  U.     OK  BILIUS,  THX  DDTirEB-HTOTTXR. 

Hark  how  Selius  praises  you,  when  spreading  his  nets  for 
a  dinner,  whether  you  are  reading  your  verses,  or  pleading  at 
the  bar.  "  Excellent !  how  sagacious !  how  ready !  now  clever ! 
well  done!  how  successful ! "  There,  that  is  all  I  want ;  your 
supper  is  earned ;  be  quiet. 

Anglimr  for  dinrier,  Charles,  at  every  line 

lread  him.  puts  me  to  the  blush : 
" Delicious !w  "charming!"  "exquisite!"  "divine!" 

Hush,  Charles,  you've  earn'd  your  victuals,  hush ! 

N.B.HaUHL 

XX V11I.     TO  SEXTELLU8. 

Bideto  multum  qui  te,  SextQle,  cinedum 
Dixerit,  et  digitum  porrigito  medium. 

Sed  nee  p&dico  es  nee  tu,  Sextille,  fututor, 
Calda  VetustinsB  nee  tibi  bucca  placet. 

Ex  istis  nihil  es  fateor,  Sextille:  quid  ergo  esf 
Nescio,  sed  tu  scis  res  superesse  duas. 
■  3 
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Riditi  smasoaQatamente,  o  SestOlo,  di  oolui  die  ti  ehiama  emedo 
e  fegli  le  ficche.  Imperocche  tu,  o  SestOlo,  mm  sei  ne  un  cinedo, 
ne  un'  adulter© :  ne  a  te  piace  la  fooosa  boooa  di  VetustOla.  In 
nessuna  di  qneste  coee,  o  SestiUo,  ti  miachi,  lo  so :  co^e  dnnqueP 
Nolao:  ma  ta  sai  che  ti  rimangono  due  dtp  cose.  QragUa* 

YTTT.     TO  BTJTU8. 

Bufus,  do  you  see  yon  person  who  is.  always  sitting  on 
the  front  benches,  whose  sardonyxed  hand  glistens  even  at 
this  distance ;  whose  cloak  has  so  often  drunk  deep  of  the 
Tyrian  dye,  and  whose  toga  is  made  to  surpass  unspotted 
snow;  him,  whose  well-oiled  hair  smells  of  all  the  essences  from 
Marcellus'  shop,  and  whose  arms  look  sleek  and  polished,  with 
not  a  hair  unextracted  ?  A  latchet  of  later  than  yesterday's 
make  sits  upon  his  crescent-adorned  leg,  a  scarlet  shoe  decks 
his  foot  unhurt  by  its  pressure,  and  numerous  patches  cover 
his  forehead  like  stars.  Are  you  ignorant  what  the  thing  is  P 
Bemove  the  patches,  and  you  will  read  his  name.1 

Seest  thou  him,  Rufus,  that  does  so  frequent 

The  nobles'  seatP  from  whose  bright  gems  are  sent 

Kays  to  mis  place,— in  twice  dipp  d  purple  goes, 

Or  garments  whiter  than  the  driven  snows : 

Costly  amomum  from  whose  locks  does  flow, 

Whose  sleek,  blanch'd  arms  no  hair  upon  them  shewP 

The  lunar-buckles  were  not  his  of  old, 

Nor  sandals  pinch'd  his  feet,  garnish'd  with  gold. 

No  secret  pains  his  numerous  patches  need j 

Look  underneath,  and  him  a  slave  you  11  read.    Anmu  1096. 

xxx.    ov  CAIU8. 

I  asked,  by  chance,  a  loan  of  twenty  thousand  sesterces,9 
which  would  have  been  no  serious  matter  even  as  a  present. 
He  whom  I  asked  was  an  old  acquaintance  in  good  circum- 
stances, whose  money-chest  finds  difficulty  in  imprisoning  his 
overflowing  hoards.    "  You  will  enrich  yourself/'  was  his  re- 

\ »  "  if  you  will  go  to  the  bar."  Give  me,  Caius,  what  I  ask : 

do  not  ask  advice. 


pj 


1  The  patches  being  removed,  the  letters  branded  upon  his  forehead, 
which,  prove  him  to  have  been  a  slave,  will  appear. 
*  About  a  hundred  and  sixty  pounds  of  our  mcuey 
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When  twenty  pounds  I  'd  barrow  of  a  friend* 

One,  who  miffbt  give  me  more,  as  weD  as  lend  j 

Blett  in  hit  fortune ;  my  oompenion  old  j 

Whose  coffers,  and  whose  purse-strings,  crack  with  gold } 

"  Turn  lawyer,  and  yon  11  toon  mow  rich,0  he  eriea : 

Give  what  I  aak,  my  friend:— 'tie  not  advice.  Haf. 

TTTT.    TO  KABIAXUS. 

I  have  often  made  love  to  Christina.  Do  you  aak  how  she 
returns  it  P  So  well,  that  it  is  impossible  for  any  one  to  i?o 
beyond  her* 

TTTTT.     TO  POOTICTJS. 

I  have  a  lawsuit  on  hand  withBalbus:  you,  Ponticus,  are 
unwilling  to  offend  Balbus:  I  have  one  on  hand  with  Lici- 
nus;  he  also  is  a  person  of  importance.  My  neighbour  Fa* 
trobas  often  trespasses  on  my  little  field:  you  are  afraid  to 
oppose  a  freedman  of  Cesar.  Laronia  refuses  to  restore  m  r 
slave,  and  keeps  him  for  herself:  you  tell  me  "  she  is  child- 
less, rich,  old,  a  widow."  It  is  idle,  believe  me,  to  hope  for 
service  from  a  friend  who  is  himself  in  service.  Let  him  be 
a  free  man,  who  wishes  to  be  my  master. 

With  Balbus  I  *m  at  law:  thon  nought  data  do: 

Liciniut  next,  but  he's  a  great  man  too. 

Patrobas  oft  trespaaaea  on  my  field: 

He's  Caesar's  freed  man ;  'tis  beat  here  to  yield. 

Laronia  my  servant  does  deny : 

8he9a  rich,  old,  childless,  every  hour  may  die. 

His  patronage  it  little  boots  to  crave, 

Who  to  so  many  is  himself  a  alave.        Anon,  1695. 

WDl  and  I  differ;— who  so  great  as  WillP 

Too  great  for  you. — And  Tom  is  greater  stilL 

My  neighbour  Cringer  trespassetb  my  land ; 

You  dare  not  favourites  at  court  withstand. 

The  widow  Scrapeall  doth  my  goods  withhold ; 

You  answer,  she  is  childless,  rich,  and  old. 

How  can  I  serve  a  friend  that  is  not  free? 

Free  be  the  man,  who  would  my  master  be.       Umj. 

XXXCTI.     ON  PFJUHIS. 

Whr  do  I  not  kiss  you,  PhilaniaP  you  are  bald.  Whv  do 
I  not  kiss  you,  FhitanisP  you  are  carrotty.    Why  do  I  not 
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kiss  you,  Pfcitanis  P  you  are  one-eyed.    He  who  kisses  you, 
Philsanis,  sins  against  nature. 

Li  urn,  fond  Philamis,  thou  woo'st  my  embrace: 
Bald,  earrotty,  one-eyed,  thy  tripartite  graoe ! 
The  wretch,  poor  Phuaais,  that  would  thee  salute, 
On  never  aspire  to  the  bust  of  a  brute  Bpkmttc** 

XXXIV.      TO   GALLA. 

In  your  lore  for  Pbileroe,  whom  you  bate  redeemed  from 
slavery  with  tout  whole  dower,  you  allow  your  three  sons, 
Galta,  to  perish  with  hunger :  so  great  indulgence  do  you 
show  to  your  aged  charms,  no  longer  the  due  objects  of 
even  chaste  pleasures.  May  the  sods  make  you  for  ever 
the  admirer  of  Pbileros ;  you,  a  mother,  than  whom  not  even 
Pontia1  is  worse. 

Willi  your  whole  dower  when  PhOerot  you  buy, 

You  let  three  hopeful  sons  with  hunter  die. 

To  hoary  love  you  such  indulgence  snow, 

As  modest  Venus  hardly  deign*  to  know. 

To  Plrileros  be  doom'd  th'  eternal  whore : 

Mother  more  dire  than  Pontia  was  before.     Blpktiuto*. 

XXXT.      TO  PHdBUS. 

8ince  tout  legs,  Fhcebus,  resemble  the  horns  of  the  moon, 
you  might  bathe  your  feet  in  a  cornucopia.* 

As  thy  less  mock  the  horns  of  a  moon  incomplete : 
Thou  might'st  wash,  in  a  funnel,  Mend  Phoebus,  thy  feet 

BlpkuuUm* 

XXXYZ.     TO  PAK9I0V8. 

I  would  not  have  you  curl  your  hair,  nor  yet  would 
I  have  you  throw  it  into  disorder.  Your  skin  I  would  have 
neither  over-sleek  nor  neglected.  Tour  "beard  should  be 
neither  that  of  an  effeminate  Asiatic,  nor  that  of  an  accused 
person.1   I  alike  detest,  Pannicus,  one  who  is  more,  and  one 

1  A  woissa  who  is  said  to  have  poisoned  her  children  Jot.  Sat  vi. 
637. 

1  The  Laua  is  Rhytimm,  a  vessel  narrow  at  the  bottom,  and  broad  at 
the  top,  with  sides  of  a  crescent  shape.    See  Diet  Antiqq.  s.  v.  Rhy  ton. 

*  Persons  under  accusation  Allowed  their  hair  and  beards  to  grow,  and 
assumed  a  squalid  garb,  in  order  to  excite  compassion. 
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who  is  leas,  than  a  man.  Your  legs  and  breast  bristle  with 
shaggy  hair;  but  your  mind,  Pannicus,  shows  no  signs  of 
manliness* 

Me  nor  with  friixly  •hock,  nor  frowsy  hair; 

Thy  skin  nor  sleeky  thine,  nor  sordid,  scare. 

Thy  beard  nor  girlish,  nor  as  culprit's  such  ; 

Be  not  a  man  too  little,  or  too  much. 

Pile  clothes  thy  legs,  thy  breast  the  bristles  suit ; 

But  thy  poor  mind  is  piuck'd  up  by  the  root 

XU.VUU      TO  OACILIAJnrs. 

Whatever  is  placed  upon  table  you  sweep  off  right  and 
left;  breast  of  sow,  chine  of  pork,  a  woodcock  prepared  for 
two  guests,  half  a  mullet,  and  a  whole  pike,  the  side  of  a 
lamprey,  and  the  leg  of  a  chicken,  and  a  wood-pigeon  dripping 
with  its  sauce.  All  these  articles,  wrapped  up  in  your  ariT> 
ping  napkin,  are  handed  to  your  servant  to  cany  home.1  We 
sit  oy  with  jaws  unemployed.  If  you  hare  any  feeling  of 
shame,  replace  the  dinner  on  the  table:  it  is  not  for  to-mor- 
row, CsBCuianuSythat  I  invited  you. 

You  sweep  my  table  :  sausages  and  chine, 

A  capon  on  which  two  at  least  may  dine, 

Smelts,  salmon,  sturgeon,  birds  of  every  feather, 

Dripping  with  sauce,  you  wrap  up  all  together; 

And  give  it  to  your  servant  home  to  bear ; 

Leaving  us  nothing,  but  to  sit  and  stare. 

For  shame,  restore  the  dinner;  ease  our  sorrow: 

I  did  not  ask  you,  sir,  to  dine  to-morrow.  fibjr. 

These  carry  home  thy  servant  must. 
All  in  a  greasy  napkin  thrust, 
Whilst  wee,  an  idle  company, 
Haveing  nought  left  to  eate,  sitt  by. 
For  shame,  restore  the  meate :  I  aid 
Not  for  to-morrow,  too,  thee  bid. 

Old  MS.Utk  Cent 

XJLLvm.    to  uinrs. 

Do  you  ask  what  profit  my  Nomentan  estate  brings  me, 
Linus  r  My  estate  brings  me  this  profit,  that  I  do  not  see 
you,  Linus. 

1  Guests  often  brought  their  napkins  with  them ;  see  B  xii.  Ep.  29 ; 
and  suck  of  them  as  desired  to  carry  away  portions  of  the  viands  from 
the  table  seem  to  have  been  allowed  to  do  so* 


104  MiJtTUX'S 

Linus,  dost  ask  what  my  field  yields  to  ma? 

Bven  this  profit,  that  I  ne'er  see  thee.  FUUktr. 

Aak  yon  what  my  Nomentane  field  brings  me  t 

Thie,  Linus,  'mongst  the  rest,  I  ne'er  see  thee.    Wright, 

What  my  arm  yields  me,  dost  thou  urge  to  know  f 

This,  that  I  see  not  thee,  when  there  I  go.    Amtu  169& 


ok  a  pbissht. 
Ton  give  your  mistress  scarlet  and  violet-coloured  dresses. 
If  you  wish  to  give  her  suitable  presents,  send  her  a  toga.'- 

Linus  gives  purple  and  rich  scarlet  gowns 
To  his  notorious  and  adultrous  woman : 
if  thou  would'st  give  what  her  degree  becomes, 
A  loose  coat  would  more  fitly  stock  her  common. 

FUtdm. 
Tou  give  to  *Alba  hoods,  and  scarfs,  and  lace  f 
Give  her  a  mask  to  hide  her  whorish  face. 

Q<mtUma*'%M*g.  voL  xvi.  #.  100. 

XL.     OK  TOKOILnrS. 

TongQius  is  reported  to  be  consumed  with  a  semi-tertian 
fever.  I  know  the  cunning  of  the  man ;  he  has  a  hunger- 
and-thirst  fever.  He  is  now  craftily  spreading  nets  for  fat 
thrushes,  and  throwing  out  a  hook  for  mullet  and  pike.  He 
wants  strained  Caecuban  wine,  and  wine  ripened  in  the  year 
of  Opimius ;  and  dark  Falernian  which  is  stored  in  small  fla- 
gons. All  the  doctors  have  ordered  Tongilius  to  bathe, 
fools !  do  they  think  it  is  a  case  of  fever  P  It  is  disease  of 
the  throat.* 

That  Tongelin  is  feverish,  many  think; 

I  know  the  man;  he  wants  choice  meat  and  drink* 

Straight  for  fet  thrush  and  cocks  springes  are  set; 

For  pike  and  carp  's  employ'd  the  casting  net ; 

Purveyance  for  old  Gncuban  is  made, 

Such  as  the  sound  drink  sparing  and  allay'd; 

Bathing,  physicians  with  one  voice  prescribe : 

To  cure  his  fever,  fools,  his  belly  bribe.    Amm.  1695. 

ILL      TO  KAXDCUTi.. 

"Laugh  if  thou  art  wise,  girl,  laugh,"  said,  I  believe,  the 
poet  of  the  Peligni.*   But  he  did  not  say  this  to  all  girls. 

1  The  ttoia  was  the  drew  of  the  Roman  matnm.  CottTtesanssnd  adal* 
tstesses  were  compelled  by  law  to  wear  the  toga^  the  attire  of  the  otheiies> 

*  He  pretends  to  be  ill,  that  his  friends  may  send  him  daintise. 

•  Ovid,  bom  at  Sulmo,  a  town  of  the  Peligni. 
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Granting,  however,  that  he  did  say  it  to  all  girls,  he  did 
not  say  it  to  you :  you  are  not  a  girl,  Maximum,  and  you 
hare  but  three  teeth,  and  those  plainly  the  colour  of  pitch 
and  of  boxwood.  I£  therefore,  you  believe  your  mirror  and 
me,  you  should  shrink  from  laughing  as  much  as  Spanius 
dreads  the  wind,  Priscus  a  touch,' Fabulla,  with  chalked  face, 
a  rain-cloud,  or  Sabella,  painted  with  white-lead,  the  sun* 
Put  on  a  countenance  more  severe  than  the  consort  of  Priam, 
and  hie  eldest  daughter-in-law.  Avoid  the  pantomimes  oi 
the  amusing  Philistion,  and  gay  feasts,  and  whatever  by  its 
wit  and  mirth  distends  the  lips  with  broad  laughter.  It 
befits  you  to  sit  by  the  side  of  an  afflicted  mother,  of  a  wife 
lamenting  for  her  husband,  or  a  sister  for  her  affectionate 
brother,  and  to  seek  your  recreation  only  with  the  tragio 
Muse.  Take  my  advice,  and  weep  if  thou  art  wise,  girl, 
weep. 

u  Laugh,  mygirle,  laugh,  if  you  bee  wise)'9 

Ovid,  I  take  it,  gave  advice. 

But  nott  to  all  advised  it  hee; 

Or  if  to  all,  yet  nott  to  thee: 

For  thou  no  girle  art  certaynly. 

Thou  hast  three  teeth,  *t  is  true,  butt  which 

Are  made  of  boxe,  and  black  as  pitch. 

If  thou  It  trust,  then,  thy  ghio  or  mee, 

Thou  shouldst  as  much  wide  laughter  flee 

As  neat-sett  cloaths  or  borrowM  nayre 

Rough  hands  or  bluttring  windes  doe  feare  % 

As  noes  whited  the  rayne  shunn, 

Or  minted  o'er  avoyd  the  sun; 

Ana  with  severer  lookes  still  bee 

Than  Hecuba  and  Andromache. 

The  farce,  with  foolish  mimicks  cloyM, 

And  frolick  gossiping*,  avoyd, 

Or  what  through  wanton  mirth,  beside, 

With  laughter  opes  thy  lippes  too  wide. 

Bather  with  matrons  sadd  converse, 

Tdunenting  o'er  their  husbands'  hearse, 

Or  pious  mother's  monument ; 

Thy  time  in  tragicks  only  spent. 

And  if  thou  'h  follow  my  advice, 

Weepe,  old  wench,  weepe,  if  thou  bee  wise. 

Old  MS.  1M  CM. 

*  The  oae  dreads  that  his  hair,  the  other  that  his  dreis,  should  be  ds» 
arranged. 
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Lauahy  fooefy  maid,  laugh  oft,  jftkc*  .wi  wim> 

As  I  remember,  Ovid  does  aorta. 

But  this  to  every  maid  he  never  said. 

Or,  if  he  did, 'twas  always  to  a  maid} 

T  was  never  spoke  to  wretched  aged  thee» 

To  whom  remain  of  all  thy  teeth  out  three, 

And  those  coal-black.    Therefore  if  this  do  pass 

For  truth,  infbrm'd  the  same  by  thine  own  glass, 

A  smile  thou  oughtstt'avoid  with  no  less  dread 

Than  gallants  fear  the  wind  for  their  curl'd  head  j 

Than  painted  madams  fear  a  dashing  shower, 

Or,  when  pomatum'd,  the  sun's  raging  power : 

Rather  old  Hecuba's  sad  mood  put  on, 

When  Troy  was  burnt,  and  all  her  glory  gone* 

Mimics  and  drolls,  a  laughter-moving  jest, 

Whatever  makes  thee  grin  or  gape,  detest ; 

Mourn  by  your  mothers  side  vour  equal  cross, 

Tour  father's  and  your  pious  brothers  loss ; 

Your  hours  in  what  is  sad  and  serious  spend, 

An  ear  to  tragic  stories  only  lend. 

The  counsel 's  good,  if  to  it  you  can  keep, 

Weep,  tfyo*  're  pmdent,  old  mtanpe,  often  weep.  Jamu  -69f 


Ovid,  who  bid  the  ladies  laugh, 

Spoke  only  to  the  young  and  fair : 
For  thee  his  counsel  were  not  safe, 

Who  of  sound  teeth  have  scarce  a  pair. 

If  thou  thy  glass  or  me  believe, 
Shun  mirth  as  footings  do  the  wind : 

At  Durfy s  farce  affect  to  grieve ; 
And  let  thy  eyes  alone  be  kind. 

Speak  not  though  9t  were  to  give  consent, 

For  he  that  sees  these  roaen  bones, 
WQl  dread  their  monumental  scent, 

And  fly  thy  sighs  like  dying  groans. 

If  thou  art  wise,  see  dismal  plays, 

And  to  sad  stories  lend  thy  ear, 
With  the  afflicted  spend  thy  days, 

And  laugh  not  above  once  a  year.      Sedley. 

XLII.    TO  BOILTT8. 

Zoilus,  why  sully  the  bath  by  bathing  in  it  your  lower 
extremities  P  It  could  only  be  made  more  foul,  Zcilua,  by 
your  plunging  your  head  in  it. 
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Why  in  the  tab  thy  parte posterior  *jt 
Thy  head,  immerged,  would  it  and  thea  bewraj 


Why  with  thy  filthy  limbs  the  water  curse? 

Plunge  in  thy  head  |  thai  only  can  be  worse.     W.S.B. 

ILHL     90  CMJTDTDVB. 

This  is  your  community  of  goods  among  friends,  Candidas ; 
this  is  your  community  of  goods  which  you  talk  about  so 
grandiloquently  day  and  night.  You  are  clad  in  a  toga  wash- 
ed in  the  waters  of  Lacedemonian  Gatasus,  or  one  which 
Parma  supplied  from  a  select  flock :  but  I,  in  one  which  the 
stuffed  figure  first  exposed  to  the  furious  horns  of  the  bull,1 
would  be  unwilling  should  be  called  his.  The  land  of  Cad- 
mus has  provided  you  with  coats  dyed  by  the  descendants 
of  Agenor ;  for  my  scarlet  vestments  you  would  not  get  three 
sesterces.  Your  Libyan  tables  are  supported  on  feet  of  In* 
dian  ivory;  my  beechen  table  is  propped  up  with  a  pot- 
sherd. Immense  mullets,  on  your  board,  cover  dishes  of  yellow 
Sid;  with  me,  my  earthen  platter  is  ruddy  with  a  craw- 
h  of  the  same  colour  as  itself  Your  crowd  of  attend- 
ants might  vie  with  the  Idsan  Ganymede;  my  hand  serves 
nie  for  an  attendant.  From  such  a  mass  of  wealth  you  give 
nothing  to  an  old  and  faithful  companion,  and  do  you  say, 
Candidus,  that  the  goods  of  friends  are  common? 

8t£H  in  your  mouth,  and  at  your  fingers'  ends, 

These  words,— <4  All  things  are  common  amongst  friends.* 

Pine  cloth,  or  Genoa  velvet,  is  your  coat: 

A  tatter*d  scare-scrow  mine,  not  worth  a  groat. 

With  tables  of  mahogany  you're  stored : 

I  have  but  one,  and  that  a  beechen  board. 

The  ample  salmon  fills  your  golden  dish : 

The  crab  my  platter,  colour'dlike  the  fish* 

Your  servants  spruce,  each  seems  a  Ganvmede : 

Me  a  dumb-waiter  serves  whene'er  I  feed. 

For  old  acquaintance  do  you  nothing  care  ? 

From  so  much  riches  can  you  nothing  spare  t 

Is  your  expression  a  vain  song,  which  ends 

Where  it  begun  P— All  '■  common  amongst  friends.       Hmp 

•  la  the  arena.  8ee  Pchlie  Shows,  Ep.  19. 
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All  things  are  common  amongst  friends,  thou  say'sti 
This  it  thy  morning  and  thy  ev*ning  song  s 

Thou  in  rich  point  and  Indian  sOk  art  drees'd, 
Six  foreign  steeds  to  thy  calash  belong; 

Whilst  by  my  clothes  the  ragman  scarce  would  gain  f 

And  an  uneasy  hackney  jolts  my  sides: 
A  cloak  embroidar'd  interrupts  thy  rain, 

A  worsted  camblet  my  torn  breeches  hides. 

Turbots  and  mullets  thy  large  dishes  hold* 

In  mine  a  solitary  whiting  lies : 
Thy  train  might  fire  the  impotent  and  old, 

Whilst  my  poor  hand  a  Ganymede  supplies. 

For  an  old  wanting  friend  thou  It  nothing  do, 

Yet  all  is  oommon  among  friends  we  know : 

Nothing  so  oommon  as  to  use  'em  so.  SedUy. 

XLIT.     OK  8XXXU8. 

Whether  it  be  a  slave  that  I  hare  bought,  or  a  new  toga, 
or  something  worth  perhaps  three  or  four  pounds,  Sextus, 
that  usurer,  who,  you  all  Know,  is  an  old  acquaintance  olt 
mine,  is  immediately  afraid  lest  I  should  ask  a  loan,  and 
takes  his  measures  accordingly ;  whispering  to  himself,  but 
so  that  I  may  hear :  "  I  owe  fifecundus  seven  thousand  ses- 
terces, Phoebus  four,  Philetus  eleven ;  and  there  is  not  a  far- 
thing in  my  cash-box.'9  Profound  stratagem  of  my  old  ac- 
quaintanoe !  It  is  hard  to  refuse  me  a  favour,  Sextus,  when 
you  are  asked ;  how  much  harder,  before  you  are  asked. 

Whether  1  've  bought  a  friese  coat,  or  a  boy, 
For  three  or  four  tunes  double  the  pound  Troy, 
Forthwith  the  usurer  Sextus,  whom  you  know 
To  be  my  ancient  neighbour-friend  in  show, 
In  care  fesf  I  should  borrow  of  him,  fears, 
And  whispers  to  himself,  but  by  my  ears, 
u  I  to  Secundus  owe  seven  thousand  pounds  f 
To  Phoebus  four ;  eleven  Philetus  sounds ; 
Whilst  I  have  not  one  farthing  in  my  chest" 
Oh  my  conceited  friend's  ingenious  jest ! 
Sextus,  'tis  hard  to  Rive  a  flat  denial 
When  thou  art  ask'd  i  much  more  before  the  trie*. 

fUUU 
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The  scrivener,  who  of  late  to  rich  is  grown. 
Whom  we  hare  long  to  intimately  known, 
Saw  my  coat  laced,  my  boy  in  livery  wait, 
And  on  my  tide-board  a  small  piece  of  plate: 
He  thence  concludes,  I'm  now  extravagant; 
And,  fearing  I  may  his  assistance  want, 
He  mumbles  to  himself  that  1  may  hear: 
"My  God!  what  will  become  of  me  this  year! 
Seven  thousand  pounds  to  Gripe,  to  Shyloek  fotr 
I  owe;  and  to  my  broker  as  much  more! 
And  not  one  farthing  bv  me!  nor  can  get!" 
How  great,  old  friend,  is  your  Change-alley  wit! 
To  ask  and  be  denied  is  hard,  all  know: 
Before  I  ask,  is  most  extremely  so.  2ftsjr. 

When  I  had  purchased  a  fresh  whore  or  coat 

For  which  I  knew  not  how  to  pay, 
Sextos,  that  wretched,  covetous  old  sot, 

Mv  ancient  friend,  as  he  will  say, 
Lest  I  should  borrow  of  him  took  great  care, 

And  mutter*d  to  himself  aloud, 
So  as  he  knew  I  could  not  choose  but  hear, 

How  much  he  to  Secundus  owed ; 

And  twice  as  much  he  paid  for  interest, 

Nor  had  one  farthing  in  his  trusty  chest: 

If  I  had  ask'd,  I  knew  he  would  not  lend , 

T  is  new,  before-hand,  to  deny  a  friend.  SedUy. 


XLT.    TO  GLYPTTJS. 

Qu»  tibi  non  stabat  pnecisa  eat  mentula,  Glypte. 
Demens,  cum  ferro  quid  tibi  P  Gallus  eras. 

OGlrpto,tiseimutiktoflmembro,chegiinonerigeva.  Balordo, 
die  neoessita  avevi  tu  di  eoltello  P    Enpur  Gallo.  QragU*. 


XLVT.    OIT  1MBTOI.TJ8. 

Like  as  flowery  Hybla  is  variegated  with  many  a  colour, 
when  the  Sicilian  bees  are  laying  waste  the  fleeting  gifts  of 
spring,  so  your  presses  shine  with  piles  of  cloaks,  your 
wardrobe  glistens  with  uncounted  robes.  And  your  white 
garments,  which  the  land  of  Apulia  produced  from  more 
than  one  flock,  would  clothe  a  whole  tribe.    You  look,  un« 
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moved,  upon  your  ill-clad  friend  in  the  winter  month*,  shame 
on  70a  1  while  yon  yourself  fear  the  cold  which  pierces  my 
ragged  side,  what  sacrifice  would  it  have  been,  wretched 
mortal,  to  deprive  of  a  couple  of  habits — (what  do  you  fear  P) 
—not  yourself  NsbyoIus,  but  the  moths  P 

Not  all  the  hues  the  blooming  Hybla  sees, 
When  short-lived  spring  revives  Sicilian  bees, 
With  the  rich  glories  of  the  vestments  vie, 
That  thy  vast  wardrobe's  endless  stores  supply. 
Though  a  whole  nation  warm  the  fleece  could  keep, 
Shorn  from  thy  numberless  Apulian  sheep; 
Thou  canst  supine  thjr  threadbare  friend  oehold, 
Inhuman  eye  him !  shieldless  from  the  cold. 
What  were  it,  should'st  thou  reave  two  bits  of  cloth  1 
Nay,  frown  not:  not  from  thee,  but  from  the  moth? 

Elpkinstom 

XLTH.    TO   GALLTTS. 

Subdola  famos®  moneo  fuge  retia  moBchje, 
Levior  o  conchis,  Galle,  Cytheriacis. 

Confides  natibus  P  non  est  psedico  maritus : 
Quffi  faciat  duo  sunt:  irrumat  aut  futuit. 

O  Oallo  plu  sensuale  delle  Citeriache  oonchiglie,  foggi,  t'sviso,  i 
fraudolenti  aguati  della  si  nota  corteggiana.  V  affidi  tu  a&e  natiche  P 
II  suo  marito  non  sodomizza.  Due  sono  le  cose  che  pratica :  irruma 
o  immembra.  Qraglia. 

XLYIII.     TO  BTJTUS. 

A  wine-merchant,  a.  butcher,  a  bath,  a  barber,  a  chess- 
board and  men,  and  a  few  books  (but  give  me  the  selection 
of  them)  ;  one  companion,  not  too  unpolished ;  a  tall  ser- 
vant, one  who  preserves  his  youthful  bloom  for  a  long  time; 
a  damsel  beloved  of  my  servant :  secure  me  these  things, 
Eufufl,  even  though  it  were  at  Butunti,1  and  you  may  keep 
to  yourself  the  baths  of  Nero. 

Wine,  and  good  fare,  and  my  own  person  nice, 
Backgammon-tables,  and  a  pair  of  dice. 
Books  very  few,  but  those  all  chosen  right, 
One  only  friend,  and  him  not  unpolite, 

*  An  obscure  towa  of  Apulia, 
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A  nun  and  maid,  both  honesty  free  from  crime, 
Both  neat  and  handy,  and  In  age's  prime, 
Grant  me  in  any  corner  of  the  land: 
Yours  be  the  town;  or  yours  the  world's  command. 

ilh.   oh  TiLxsnrjL. 

TJxorem  nolo  Teleeinam  ducere :  quare  P 
Mocha  est.   Sed  poena  dat  Teiesina.  Yolo. 

Io  non  Toglio  sposar  Teledna.   Perch©  r   E9  una  meretrice.   Ma 
Teiesina  si  da  ai  ragasaL    Lafoglio.  QragUa. 


L.     TO  LX8BIA. 

Quod  fellas  et  aqoam  potas,  nil,  Lesbia,  peocas. 
Qua  tibi  parte  opus  est,  Lesbia,  sumis  aquam. 

Perche  ta  felli,  e  beri  aoqua,  fid  nulla  ehe  ripugnL  Tu,o  Lesbia, 
prendi  aoqua  per  queDa  parte  ehe  ti  fa  bisogno.  Qraglia. 

Lesbia  talks  loosely,  and  does  water  drink : 

Thou  dost  well,  Lesbia,  so  to  wash  the  sink.    Anon,  169ft. 


LI*     OIT  HTLLTJS. 

Unas  ssspe  tibi  tot!  denarius  area1 
Cum  sit,  et  hie  culo  tritior,  Hylle,  too, 

Non  tamen  hone  pistor,  non  auferet  hune  tibi  copo, 
8ed  si  quia  nimio  pene  superbus  erit, 

Infelix  renter  speetat  conyivia  culi, 
Et  semper  miser  hie  esuiit,  ille  Yorat. 

Quantnnque  tutto  il  tuo  danaro  soTrente  non  consists,  o  Hflo, 
ehe  in  una  sola  moneta,  e  quests  pin  rimenata  del  tuo  culo : 
eon  tutto  dd  11  panatiere  non  te  la  tireri  dalle  mani,  ne  tampoco 
1'ostes  ma  benn  se  qualeuno  sari  baldansoso  per  eater  bene  in 
membra  Lo  sfortunato  Tentre  sta  a  Yedere  i  banehetti  del  culo, 
•  mentze  miserabile,  questo  ha  sempre  fame,  quello  Aurora. 

QtagU*. 

LTX     OKDASIUB. 

Basins  is  a  shrewd  hand  at  counting  his  female  bathers} 
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he  asked  the  bulky  Spatale  the  price  of  three,  and  aha 
gave  it.1 

Keen  Dasius,  counting  all  the  fame*  to  tare, 

Aik'd  breatt-twoln  Spatale  for  three:  she gmTe.    Wpkineiom. 

im.   to  KAxncva. 

Do  you  wish  to  become  free?  Yon  lie,  MaTiimiB,  yon  do 
not  wish  it.  But  if  you  should  wish  to  become  so,  you  can 
in  this  way.  You  will  be  free,  if  you  giro  up  dining  out; 
if  the  Yeientan  grape  assuages  your  thirst ;  if  you  can  smile 
at  the  golden  dishes  of  the  querulous  China ;  if  you  can  be 
content  in  a  toga  like  mine ;  if  a  plebeian  mistress  becomes 
yours  for  a  couple  of  small  coins;  if  you  can  submit  to  lower 
your  head  when  you  enter  your  house.  If  you  hare  strength 
and  force  of  mind  such  as  this,  you  may  live  more  free  than 
the  monarch  of  Parthia. 

Would  you  be  free?  't  is  your  chief  with,  you  say. 
Come  on j  1 11  show  thee,  friend,  the  certain  way: 
If  to  no  feasts  abroad  thou  lov*st  to  go, 
Whilst  bounteous  God  does  bread  at  home  bestow; 
If  thou  the  goodness  of  thy  clothes  do'st  prize 
By  thine  own  use,  and  not  by  others'  eyes; 
If  (only  safe  from  weathers)  thou  canst  dwell 
In  a  small  house,  but  a  convenient  shell; 
If  thou  without*  a  sigh,  or  golden  wish, 
Canst  look  upon  thy  beechen  bowl  and  dish ; 
If  in  thy  mind  such  power  and  greatness  be ; 
The  Persian  king  vs  a  slave  compared  with  thee. 

Cowley. 

Advice  to  a  Chaplain:— Familiarieed  in  the  Maimer  of  Dr  Swift* 
Parson!  't  is  false;  1 11  ne'er  believe 

With  liberty  you  wish  to  live : 

You  hug  your  chains,  and  cut  your  jokes 

On  us,  poor  independent  folks. 

But  would  you  then  indeed  be  free  ? 

Come,  1 11  prescribe— without  a  fee. 
First,  then,  *t  is  plain  you  love  to  eat, 

And  haunt  the  tables  of  the  great: 

1  Dasius  was  the  proprietor  or  superintendent  of  baths  tor  females. 
8patale  was  to  Urge  that  he  required  her  to  pay  the  price  of  three 
women ;  a  demand  to  which  she  made  no  objection.  Spatale  el  dum  titim 
mmmmm.  says  the  Dolphin  Commentator,  trium  locum  oeeupobant. 
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You  than  the  man,  and  think  him  poor, 
That  cannot  5m  you  "four  and  four,'9 
Indeed,  my  friend,  thii  most  not  be  1 
A  parasite  can  ne'er  be  free. 

Next,  Doctor,  you  moat  drink  no  wine. — 
Ck  Why  to  f  Saint  Paul,  that  great  divine, 
8ays, «  Brink  a  little."— F.  That  'a  not  the  question 
Ton  cant  afford  h—Ck.  But  for  digestion-— 
F,  A  glaai  of  cider,  or  old  mead, 
Or  e'en  mild  ale,  will  do  the  deed. 

Then,  you  *re  a  captain  in  your  drew  1 
A  good  black  friese  would  coat  you  leas, 
And  look  more  venerable  too, 
Than  that  grey  cloth  which  I  call  blue. 
Talk  what  you  please,  you  11  ne'er  be  free, 
If  you  despise  economy. 
Perhaps,  too,  you  may  think  a  wife 
Amongst  the  requisites  of  life: 
Why,  take  some  healthy  farmer's  daughter, 
8ome  BlonaHnd—aaj,  spare  your  laughter: 
8he  11  mend  your  shots,  inspect  your  brewing  1— 
A  lady,  sir,  would  be  your  ruin. 

Your  pars'nage  house,  I  own,  is  mean  1 
But  see!  that  fragrant  jessamine ; 
Seel  how  that  woodbine  round  die  door 
And  lattice  blooms— What  would  you  more  t 
Oh !  Doctor,  could  you  but  despise 
life's  pompous  superfluities  j 
Could  you  out  learn  to  lire  oontent 
With  what  indulgent  HeeVh  has  sent; 
Whate'er  your  lot,  you'd  lire  more  free 
Than  any  prince— in  Omnaay.  £ev.  2L  Ormm 

You  talk  of  freedom,  trust  me,  friend, 
Your  freedom  all  in  talk  will  end. 
If  H  is  your  passion  to  be  free, 
Contented  dine  at  home,  like  me ; 
Your  beverage  draw  from  Wbitbread'a  butt  1 
Wear  useful  clothes  of  homely  cut  j 
And  though  you  oeaae  to  please  the  fair, 
Discard  all  powder  from  your  hair: 
Walk  undistinguished  'mid  the  group, 
Nor  scorn  a  door  that  makes  you  stoor 


To  such  a  plan  contract  your  view, 
And  kings  will  be  leas  free  than  yc 


you.  d*oc» 
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Would'st  thou  be  free?  I  fear  thou  art  in  jest 
But  if  thou  would'st,  this  is  the  only  1a w; 

Be  no  man's  tavern  nor  domestic  guest: 
Brink  wholesome  wine  which  thy  own  servants  drato 

Of  knavish  Gario  scorn  the  ill-sot  plate, 
The  num'rous  servants  and  the  cringing  throng : 

With  a  few  friends  on  fewer  dishes  eat. 
And  let  thy  clothes,  like  mine,  be  plain  and  strong. 

Such  friendships  make  as  thou  may'st  keep  with  ease  | 
Great  men  expect  what  gpod  men  hate  to  pay; 

Be  never  thou  thyself  in  pain  to  please, 
But  leave  to  fools  and  xnaves  th'  uncertain  prey* 

Let  thy  expense  with  thy  estate  keep  pace  j 
Meddle  with  no  man's  business,  save  thine  own : 

Contented  pay  for  a  plebeian  face, 
And  leave  vain  fops  the  beauties  of  the  town. 

If  to  this  pitch  of  virtue  thou  canst  bring 
Thy  mind,  thou  'rt  freer  than  the  Persian  king. 

LIT.    TO  LIHX78. 

Quid  de  te,  Line,  susrjioetur  uxor, 

Et  qui  parte  velit  puaiciorem, 

Certis  indiciis  satis  nrobavit, 

Custodem  tibi  que  aedit  spsdonem. 

Nil  nasutius  hae  maligniuaque  eat. 
Tua  mobile  o  Lino,  che  ti  diede  un'  eunueo  per  guaroia  ha  dr 
eerti  indixj  dinotato  quel  oosa  di  te  sospetti,  ed  in  quel  parte  U 
voglia  piu  pudico.    Nulla  v*  e"  di  piu  sagace  di  costei,  e  nulla  di  piu 
astuto.  Qraglio* 

LT.    TO  8EXTTX8. 

You  wish  to  be  treated  with  deference,  Sextos :  I  wished 
to  love  you.  I  most  obey  you :  you  shall  be  treated  with 
deference,  as  you  desire.  But  if  I  treat  you  with  deference, 
I  shall  not  love  you. 

Tea ;  I  submit,  my  lord;  you  *ve  sain'd  your  end : 
I  'm  now  your  slave— that  would  nave  been  your  friend ; 
1 11  bow,  1 11  cringe,  be  supple  as  your  glove  j — 
Respect,  adore  you— everything  but— love.     Rev.  R.  Oram 
I  offer  love,  but  thou  respect  wilt  have  \ 
Take,  Sextos,  all  thy  pride  and  folly  crave : 
But  know  I  can  be  no  man's  friend  and  slave.    Swtty. 
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LTL   TO  GALLUS. 

Among  the  nations  of  Libya l  your  wife,  Gallus,  is  un- 
happily renowned  for  the  disgraceful  reproach  of  immoder- 
ate avarice.  But  what  is  said  of  her  is  pure  falsehood ;  she  is 
not  in  the  habit  of  receiving  always.  What  then  is  she  in 
the  habit  of  doing  P    Granting. 

Gallus,  thy  wife  is  taxed  for  the  vice 

(Among  the  Libyans)  of  foul  avarice: 

But  the  U  wrong'd,  and  all  are  lies  they  tell  j 

None  cheaper  does  herself  both  give  and  sell.  Anon.  1695. 

LTTT.     Off  JL  PB1TEVDEB. 

He,  whom  you  see  walking  slowly  along  with  careless  step, 
who  takes  his  way,  in  violet-coloured  robes,  through  the 
middle  of  the  square ;  whom  my  friend  Publius  does  not  sur- 
pass in  dress,  nor  even  Cordus  himself,  the  Alpha  of  Cloaks ; 
he,  I  say,  who  is  followed  by  a  band  of  clients  and  slaves,  and 
a  litter  with  new  curtains  and  girths,  has  but  just  now  pawned 
his  ring  at  Cladius'  counter  for  barely  eight  sesterces,  to  get 
himself  a  dinner. 

He  whom  you  see  to  walk  in  so  much  state, 

Waving?  and  slow,  with  a  majestic  gait, 

In  purple  clad,  passing  the  nobles'  seat, 

My  Publius  not  in  garments  more  complete ; — 

'Wnose  new  rich  coach,  with  gilt  and  studded  reins, 

Fair  boys  and  gown-men  follow  in  great  trains, 

Lately  nis  very  ring  in  ijawn  did  lay 

For  four  poor  crowns,  ms  supper  to  defray. 

Jmo*.  1695. 
LVTII.      TO  ZOILU8. 

In  your  new  and  beautiful  robes,  Zoilus,  you  smile  at  my 
threadbare  clothes.  They  are  threadbare,  Zoilus,  I  admit 
but  they  are  my  own. 

Ton,  sprucely  clothed,  laugh  at  my  threadbare  gown : 

T  is  thread-bare  truly,  Zoilus,  but  mine  own.  Wright. 

Your 're  fine,  and  ridicule  my  thread-bare  gown. 
Thread-bare  indeed  it  is ; — but  vt  is  my  own.  Hay. 

Embroider'd  Rufus  jeers  my  thread-bare  vest, 
T  is  paid  for,  Rufus.    Now,  where  lies  the  jest  P 

Anon.  1693. 

1  Gallus,  it  is  supposed,  had  bren  prstor  of  Libya  or  Africa. 
a  2 
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LIT.     OK  JL  SMALL  DOmO-HALL. 

I  am  called  Mica:  *  what  I  am  you  ace,  a  small  dining* 
hall ;  from  me,  behold,  70a  view  toe  dome  of  the  imperial 
Mausoleum.  Press  the  couches ;  call  for  wine ;  crown  yourself 
with  rosea;  perfume  yourself  with  odours:  the  god  himself1 
bids  you  remember  death. 

I'm  eall'd  the  Crumb :  a  petty  supping-home  1 
From  me  thou  kennest  the  Osjsswisn  dome. 
Prepare  the  beds,  the  wines,  the  roses,  nsrd : 
The  god  himself  enjoins  thee  death's  regard. 

Elpkiustom. 
IX.     TO  HTLLT7S. 

Xbung  Hyllus,  you  are  the  favoured  gallant  of  the  wife 
of  a  military  tribune ;  do  you  fear,  in  conseouence,  merely 
the  punishment  of  a  child  P  Hare  a  care ;  while  thus  divert- 
ing yourself,  your  flame  will  be  suddenly  extinguished.  Will 
you  tell  me,  M  This  is  not  lawful "  P  Well,  and  what  you  are 
doing,  Hyllus,  is  that  lawful  P 

Audaoious  •tripling,  hast  no  shame, 

To  tempt  an  armed  tribune's  dame  P 

And  dost  thou,  youngster,  barely  fear 

The  chastisement  all  dots  revere  P 

No  more  be  thus  thy  boldness  propp'd: 

Thine  all  of  manly  will  be  kppU 

The  law,  thou  is j^st,  will  ne'er  allow. 

Does  law,  my  lad,  thy  pranks  avow  P     Etpkiuitm* 

LH.     OK  JL  SLAVDUXB. 

Cum  tibi  vernarent  dubiA  lanugine  malas, 

Lambebat  medioa  imnroba  lingua  viroa. 
Poetquam  triate  caput  fastidia  veepillonum 

Et  miseri  meruit  tiedia  carnificis, 
Uteris  ore  alitor  nimiique  ssrugine  captus 

Allatraa  nomen  quod  tibi  cunque  datur. 
Haareat  inguinibus  potius  tarn  noxia  lingua: 

Nam  cum  fellaret,  purior  ilia  fait. 
AUorche  un'  apparent*  lanugine  spontava  su  1  tuo  volte,  la  son 
tua  lingua  lambiva  i  oentri  viruL   JJopo  che  la  tua  odiata  testa  si 

1  A  dining-hall   erected   by  Domitisn,  ailed  Mies,  "Crumb/*  or 
•*  Minnfltin,"  from  its  wnilhieti. 
»  The  god  of  the  building,  that  b,  Domiuan,  to  whom  it  wasdsfr 
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tird  T  aversfone  eV  beecainorti,  a  lo  echino  del  earneiloe,  hi  altr*  nto 
deHa  tea  lingua,  oseesio  da  un*  eooeesivo  livofe,  la  seateni  oontro 
chiunque  ti  viene  in  mente.  Sis  la  tea  esecrabil  lingua  piutosto 
appeta  alia  pudenda,  imperooohe  eaia  mantra  fellava,  era  meho  im> 
pura,  QragUm. 

LXU.     TO  LABUKUa. 

Quod  pectus,  quod  crura  tibi,  quod  brachia  yellis, 

Quod  cmcta  eat  breyibua  mentula  tonaa  pilie  : 
Hoe  prsstas,  Labiene,  tua3— Kruie  neacit  P — amiae. 
Cui  prcetas  culum,  quod,  Labiene,  pilaa  P 
II  peroho  ti  dimetoli  il  petto,  le  ffambe,  la  braccia,  il  perch©  la 
rata  tea  mentola  a  dnta  di  eurti  pel!,  chi  non  sa,  che  tutto  quetto 
o  Labieno,  prepari  per  la  tea  arnica.    Per  chi,  o  Labieno,  prepari 
te  il  colo,  che  cUnetoH  ?  Qraglia. 

LUII.     TO  HHJ0HU8. 

You  had  but  a  hundred  thousand  sesterces,  Milichus,  and 
thoae  were  consumed  in  ransoming  Leda  from  the  Via  Sacra. 
This,  Milichus,  would  have  been  an  act  of  great  extravagance, 
had  you  lored  at  such  a  prioe,  even  though  rich.  You  will 
at  once  tell  me,  "I  am  not  in  love."  It  is  still  an  act  of  great 
extravagance.1 

The  hundredth  sesterce  thou  hadst  just  to  pay, 

Which  bought  thee  Leda,  from  the  Sacred  Way. 

Of  wealth  in  lore  luxuriant  the  disburse! 

I'm  in  no  love,  cries  Milio.    Ten  times  worse.  Elpkintto*. 

LHV.     TO  LAUBUB. 

While  you  are  thinking  of  becoming,  sometimes  a  lawyer, 
sometimes  a  professor  of  eloquence,  and  cannot  decide, 
Lauras,  what  you  mean  to  be,  the  age  of  Peleus,  and  Priam, 
and  Nestor,  has  passed  by  with  you,  and  it  would  now  be 
late  enough  for  you  even  to  retire  from  any  profession.  Be- 
gin; three  professors  of  eloquence  have  died  in  one  year,  if 
you  have  courage,  and  any  talent  in  that  line.  If  you  de- 
cide against  the  School,  all  the  courts  of  law  are  in  a  perfect 
fever  of  litigation;  Marsyae  himself*  might  become  a  lawyer. 
Come,  give  over  this  delay;  howmuch  longer  are  we  to  await 
your  decision  P  While  thus  hesitating  what  to  be,  you  are 
becoming  unfit  for  anything  at  alL 

1  A  dilemma.    If  von  ransomed  her  for  love,  you  were  extravagant ;  if 
you  ransomei  her  without  being  in  love  with  her,  yon  were  txtrsTasant 
'  The  statue  of  Martyes  in  the  forum. 
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Sometimes  a  lawyer,  sometimes  a  divine* 

You  say,  you  '11  be;  yet  neither  are  in  fine » 

Before  you  fix  your  choice,  you  lose  an  age; 

Fit  to  retire,  before  you  mount  the  stage. 

Three  bishops  are  gone  off  within  the  year; 

If  you  have  any  soul,  you'll  now  appear. 

Or  else,  there 's  so  much  business  in  the  laws, 

A  post,  if  robed,  could  never  want  a  cause. 

Bouse :  in  this  world  begin  to  preach  or  plead, 

You  '11  make  a  sorry  dean  or  serjeant  dead.         lUif 

While  rhetorician,  lawyer,  tempts  thy  choice, 

And  what  thou  It  be  still  hang*  upon  thy  voice : 

Wilt  thou  old  Priam's  age  or  Nestor's  wait  P 

Now  wilt  thou  fix?  'tis  long  ago  too  late: 

Kay  come — this  year  three  rhetoricians  died : 

Come— hast  thou  spirit  P  brains  P  the  schools  are  wide. 

If  you  dislike  the  schools,  the  law-courts  brawl, 

To  rouse  e'en  Marsyas  from  his  pedestal, 

Come,  hoi  decide,  or  must  we  still  gase  on : 

Doubf  st  thou  what  something  thou  wilt  fix  upon  P 

Thou  canst  be  nothing  now,— time  was,  't  is  gone.       JEtta* 

One  month  a  lawyer,  thou  the  next  wilt  be 
A  grave  physician,  and  the  third  a  priest : 

Choose  quickly  one  profession  of  the  three ; 
Married  to  her,  thou  yet  may'st  court  the  rest 

Whilst  thou  stand'st  doubting,  Bradbury  has  got 
Five  thousand  pounds,  and  Conquest  as  much  more ; 

W is  made  B from  a  drunken  sot: 

Leap  in,  and  stand  not  suYring  on  the  shore. 

On  any  one  amiss  thou  canst  not  mil ; 

Thou  1t  end  in  nothing  if  thou  grasp'st  at  all.         Sedley. 

LIT.      TO  8ALBIAOT8. 

Why  do  we  see  Saleianus  with  a  sadder  air  than  usual  P— 
Is  the  reason  a  trifling  one  ?  I  have  just  buried  my  wife, 
aays  he.  Oh  great  crime  of  destiny !  oh  heavy  chance !  Is 
she  dead,  she  so  wealthy,  Secundilla,  dead,  who  brought  you 
a  dower  of  a  million  sesterces  ?  I  would  not  have  had  this 
happen  to  you,  Saleianus. 

Why  seem  you  dead  to  all  the  joys  of  life  P 
Have  I  not  cause  P  you  say : — I  've  lost  my  wife. 
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Oh  cursed  fate !  and  oh  misfortune  dire ! 
That  one  ao  wealthy  should  so  soon  expire  t 
Who  left  you  twice  five  hundred  annual  rent ! 
I  'm  forry  yon  hare  had  this  accident.  Hay. 

UTI,      TO  LALAOB. 

One  ringlet  of  hair,  in  the  whole  circle  of  Lalage's  tresses, 
was  out  of  its  place,  having  been  badly  fixed  by  an  erring 
pin.  This  crime  she  punished  with  the  mirror,1  by  means  of 
which  she  discovered  it,  and  Plecusa  fell  to  the  ground  under 
her  blows,  in  conseonence  of  the  cruel  hair.  Cease  now,  La- 
lage, to  adorn  your  fatal  locks ;  let  no  waiting-woman  hence- 
forth touch  your  outrageous  head.  Let  the  salamander9  leave 
its  venom  on  it,  or  the  razor  pitilessly  denude  it,  that  the 
image  may  be  worthy  of  your  mirror. 

One  tingle  curl  beyond  its  bounds  had  stray*d  j 
The  wandering  hair-pin  one  false  loop  had  made. 
This  fault  to  Lalage  ner  mirror  shows ; 
Plecusa's  head  receives  its  stunning  blows. 
Cease,  Lalage,  to  deck  thv  brows  j  forbear; 
Cease,  maidens,  cease  to  areas  that  fury's  hair. 
Let  scissors  clip,  or  asps  among  it  sit  ; 
Then,  then  her  face  that  mirror  shall  befit 

Ang.  Jour*,  of  Education,  Jan.  1866. 

LXVH.     TO  POSTUlfUS. 

In  whatever  place  you  meet  me,  Postumus,  you  cry  out  im- 
mediately, and  your  very  first  words  are, "  How  do  you  do  P" 
You  say  this,  even  if  you  meet  me  ten  times  in  one  single 
hour:  you,  Postumus,  have  nothing,  I  suppose,  to  do. 

Whoe'er  thee,  Postumus,  does  chance  to  meet, 

Thou  say'st, M  What  dost  thou?"  thus  thou  all  dost  greet 

Ten  times  an  hour,  if  met :  by  which  dost  show 

That  thou  thyself  but  little  hast  to  do.  Aston.  1695 

LTVni.      TO  OLTXS. 

Because  I  now  address  you  by  your  name,  when  I  used 
before  to  call  vou  lord  and  master,  do  not  regard  me  as  pre* 
sumptuous.  At  the  price  of  all  my  chattels  I  have  purchased 
my  cap  of  liberty.  He  only  wants  lords  and  mastero  who 
cannot  govern  himself  and  who  covets  what  lords  and  masters 

1  A  brates  minor.  An  animal  something  like  a  lisard,  suj  poses' 

to  yield  a  poisonous  liquid,  used  as  a  depillatory. 
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covet.    If  you  can  do  without  a  servant*  Olue,  ycu  can  alao 
do  without  a  master. 

That  I  do  yon  with  humble  bows,  no  more, 

And  dancer  of  my  naked  head,  adore ; 

That  I,  who  lord  and  master  cried  erewhile, 

Salute  yon  in  a  new  and  different  style, 

Br  your  own  name,  a  scandal  to  yon  nowf 

Think  not  that  I  forget  myself  and  yon : 

Br  loss  of  all  things  by  all  others  sought, 

This  freedom,  and  the  freeman's  hat,  u  bought 

A  lord  and  master  no  man  wants,  but  he 

Who  o'er  himself  has  no  authority, 

Who  does  for  honours  and  for  riches  strive, 

And  follies,  without  which  lords  cannot  lire. 

If  thou  from  fortune  dost  no  servant  crave, 

Believe  it,  thou  no  master  need'st  to  have.  CowUy. 


LUX,     TO  OLAJBTCUS. 

Tou  say,  Olasaicus,  that  it  is  against  your  will  that  you 
dine  from  home.  May  I  perish,  CSassicus,  if  you  do  not  lie. 
Even  Apicius  himself  delighted  in  going  out  to  dinner,  and, 
when  he  dined  at  home,  was  rather  out  of  spirits.  If, 
however,  you  go  against  your  wiD,  why,  dassicus,  do  you 
go  at  all  r  "lam  obliged,"  you  say.  It  is  true ;  just  as 
much  as  Selius !  is  obliged.  See  now,  Melior  invites  you  to 
u  regular  dinner,  Classicus ;  where  axe  your  grand  protest- 
ations P  if  you  are  a  man,  say  "No." 

Unwillingly  thou  supp'st  abroad!  I'll  die, 

If  what  thou  say'st  be  not  a  splendid  lie. 

In  others'  treats  Apicius  did  delight, 

And  with  regret  at  home  did  pass  the  night 

If  thou  unwilling  art,  why  dost  thou  go  F 

Tbou'rt  forced,  thou  say'st    All  smeU-feasts  are  forced  so. 

Melior  invites  thee  to  a  sumptuous  feast: 
Where  are  thy  brags  P  Deny.  Now  is  the  test  Jmm.  109tw 

When  thou  art  ask'd  to  sup  abroad, 
Thou  swear'st  thou  hast  out  newly  dined  | 

That  eating  late  does  overload 
The  stomach,  and  oppress  the  mind; 

»  A  parasite.    8eeEps.  U  and  1.. 
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Bat  if  Apieius  makes  a  treat, 

The  slenderest  summons  thou  obey'st  j 
No  child  is  greedier  of  the  teat 

Ulan  thou  art  of  the  bounteous  feast. 
There  thou  wilt  drink  till  every  star 

Be  swaUoVd  by  the  rising  sun  j 
Such  charms  hath  wine  we  pay  not  for. 

And  mirth  at  other's  charge  begun. 
Who  shuns  his  club,  yet  flies  to  every  treat, 
Does  not  a  supper,  but  a  reckoning  hate.         Sedley. 

LXX.      TO  COTILUS. 

Nob  vis  in  solio  prius  lavari 

Quenquam,  CotOe ;  causa  qua,  nisi  hoc  est, 

Undis  no  fbvearis  inrumatis  P 

Primus  te  licet  abluas,  neceese  est, 

Ante  hie  mentula,  quam  caput,  lavetur. 

Tu,  o  Cotilo,  non  ruoi  che  nessuno  si  lavi  nel  tino  prima  di  te. 
Qual  n*e  la  cagkme,  se  non  £  questa  P  Che  non  ruoi  lavarti  in 
aoque  irrumate.  Bbogna  dunque  che  tu  ti  lavi  il  primo,  a  am* 
disum*  che  tu  ti  lavi  la  mentola  prima  del  capo.  Qraglia. 

LIU.      TO  0JE0ILIAOT8. 

No  one  is  more  ingenious  than  yourself  Csacilianus;  I 
have  remarked  it.  Whenever  I  read  a  few  distichs  from  my 
own  compositions,  you  forthwith  recite  some  bits  of  Marsus 
or  Catullus.  Do  you  offer  me  these,  as  though  what  you 
read  were  inferior  to  mine,  so  that,  when  placed  side  by  side, 
my  compositions  should  gain  by  the  comparison  P  I  believe 
you  do.  Nevertheless  I  should  prefer,  Ciecilianua,  that  you 
recite  your  own. 

There's  none  than  thee  more  candid  can  be  said, 
Who,  when  some  parcels  in  my  book  thou  'st  read, 
From  Marsus  or  Catullus  dost  recite 
The  Hke,  to  show  how  much  I  hotter  write, 
Compared  with  them.    Thy  goodwill 's  to  me  known, 
But  would  thou  'dst  read  some  verses  of  thine  own. 

Arum.  168& 
Nothing,  I  see,  your  candour  can  exceed, 
My  distichs  whensoe'eryou  please  to  read : 
From  Drvden  or  from  rope  you  cite  a  line, 
To  show  now  much  they  both  fall  short  of  mine. 
Such  foils,  no  doubt,  make  mine  appear  more  taking, 
Yet  I  should  choose  some  verses  of  your  making.         Sa$. 
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TTTTT.     TO  POBTITMUS. 

Hesterni  factum  narrator,  Poetume,  oosnl 

Quod  nollem— quia  enim  talia  facta  probet  f — 
Os  tibi  percisum  quanto  non  ipse  Latinus l 

Vilia  ranniculi  percutit  ora  Bono : 
Quodque  magis  minim  est,  auctorem  criminis  hujus 

Ca&cilium  tota  rumor  in  urbe  eonat. 
Ease  negas  factum :  vis  hoc  me  credere  ?  credo. 

Quid,  quod  habet  testes,  Poetume,  Cewalius  P 

O  Postumo,  n  racconta  un  fatto  successo  nella  cena  passata,  chi 
mi  displace :  imperooche  chi  mai  aeconsentirebbe  a  si  fatte  cose  P 
TS  fu  pereossa  la  facda  con  piu  gran  forsa,  che  Latino  stesto  non 
peocaote  le  vili  guancie  di  Pannieulo :  e  cid  che  piu  sorprende,  d 
rumoreggia  per  tutta  la  chti  che  Cecilio  fia  1'  autore  di  questo 
sfreggio.  Tn  cid  neghi :  vuoi  ch* io  lo  credaP  Lo credo.  Ma  cos'e, 
o  Postumo,  che  Cecilio  ha  tettimonj  P  Qrwglia. 

Of  yesterday's  most  social  meal 

They  tell  a  troth,  that  won't  conceal ; 

Which  must  the  mirth  or  sorrow  move, 

Of  all  who  censure  or  approve. 

They  say  that,  Post,  thy  mouth  and  nose, 

Were  batter*d  by  such  barb'rous  blows, 

As  Latin's  hand,  with  archest  bound, 

Ne'er  bade  from  Pamir's  visage  sound. 
To  make  the  riot  all  sublime, 

They  name  the  hero  of  the  crime : 

That  Cecil  playM  this  first  of  funs, 

The  rumour  through  the  city  runs. 

Thou,  Postume,  swear*8t  the  whole  a  lie  j 

And  boldly  canst  the  fact  defy. 

But  all  thy  shams  must  prove  refuse : 

Cecil  attestors  can  produce.  Elphinston* 

LUIIL     OF  LTEI8. 

Lyris  wishes  to  be  told  what  it  is  she  is  doing.  What  t 
Why,  she  sullies  her  mouth  even  when  not  intoxicated.* 

T.TTTT.     TO  UATEJOVS. 

Do  you  notice, Maternu8,thatSaufeiufl  accompanied  in  front 
and  behind  by  a  crowd  of  followers,  a  crowd  as  great  as  that 

1  Latinus  and  Paimicuras  were  two  actors  in  pantomime. 

*  There  are  various  readings  of  this  Epigram.  The  best  perhaps  is, 
Qmd  facia*  vu  $cvn  Lyrist  Qmdt  Sobrta  fellat.  A  MS.  in  the  Bod* 
.eian adds  another  verse  *  Oaudto  *  cvidfaeim  ebria  facta,  Lyritt 
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by  which  Begulus  is  escorted  home  after  sending  off  his 
shaven l  client  to  the  lofty  temples  of  the  gods  P  Do  not  envy 
him.  May  such  an  escort  never,  I  pray,  be  yours.  Fuficu- 
leuus  and  Faventinus*  procure  for  him  these  friends  and 
flocks  of  clients. 

What  trains  before,  what  trains  behind  him  ride ! 

What  crowds  of  friends  rapport  him  on  each  side! 

8uoh  multitudes  did  never  with  lord  mayor 

On  solemn  festival  to  Paul's  repair : 

Tou  gating  cry,  M  How  times  with  him  are  mended! " 

May  never  friend  of  mine  be  thus  attended ! 

Envy  him  not:  the  matter  1*11  explain : 

You  see  his  mortgage;  and  'tis  Trapland's  train.    Say. 


LXXY.     OK  A.  LIOK. 

A  lion  who  had  been  accustomed  to  put  up  with  the  blows 
of  his  unsuspecting  master,  and  quietly  to  suffer  a  hand  to  be 
inserted  in  his  mouth,  has  unlearned  his  peaceful  habits,  his 
fierceness  having  suddenly  returned,  greater  even  than  it 
ought  to  have  been  on  the  Libyan  mountains.  For,  cruel 
and  malicious,  he  slew  with  furious  tooth  two  boys  of  that 
young  band  whose  duty  it  was  to  put  a  new  face  on  the  en* 
sanguined  arena  with  their  rakes.  If  ever  did  the  theatre  of 
Mars  behold  a  greater  atrocity.  We  may  exclaim :  "  Savage, 
faithless  robber!  learn  from  Home's  sacred  wolf  to  spare 
children." 

A  Hon,  wont  his  keeper's  stripes  to  bear, 

Into  whose  mouth  his  hand,  without  all  fear, 

He  used  to  thrust,  such  tameness  he  was  taught ; 

But  suddenly  so  high  his  fury  wrought, 

T  was  *bove  what  from  the  Libyan  clime  he  brought} 

For  while  two  boys  did  rake  the  sandy  floor, 

With  savage  rage  he  both  in  pieces  tare, — 

The  theatre  like  crime  ne'er  knew  before. 

Romans  may  well  say, "  Treacherous  beast,  forbear  j 

Cf  Romuhir  wolf  young  children  learn  to  spare." 

Anon.  1605. 

1  8haven,  I  e.  acquitted ;  as  persons  under  accusation  let  their  beards 
grow. 
'  Name*  of  umrers,  it  is  supposed,  to  whom  he  tad  mortgaged  his 
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LXXTL    OK  uAxnm* 

Marias  has  left  you  a  legacy  of  five  pounds  of  silver.   Ha, 
to  whom  you  gave  nothing,  has  given  you — words.1 

Five  pounds  of  fine  silver  was  Marios9  bequest. 
Though  thou  gavest  him  nothing,  he  gave  thee  a  jest. 

Elpkm$Um^ 

UULV1JL     TO  00800*1X78. 

^  Yon,  Oosconius,  who  think  my  epigrams  long,  may  pos- 
sibly be  expert  at  greasing  carriage-wheels.  With  like 
judgment,  yon  would  think  the  Colossus  too  tall,  and  might 
call  Brutus's  boy9  too  short.  Learn  something  which  you 
tlo  not  know:  two  pages  of  Marsus  and  the  learned  Pedo 
often  contain  only  one  epigram.  Those  compositions  are  not 
long,  in  which  there  is  nothing  to  retrench :  but  you,  Cos- 
oonius,  write  even  distichs  that  are  too  long. 

My  epigrams  are  long  in  your  conceit: 
Much  fitter  for  a  groom  than  judge  of  wit 
Long  in  your  sense  the  giants  in  Guildhall; 
And  short  the  British  king  on  Ludgate-walL 
Learn,  that  the  Iliad  and  the  JEneid  shines, 
Though  each  contains  so  many  thousand  lines. 
Works  are  not  long,  from  which  you  nought  can  take  x 
But  long  the  very  distichs  which  you  make.  Hay 

Coscus,  thou  sav'st  my  epigrams  are  long : 
I  'd  take  thy  judgment  on  a  pot  of  ale : 

So  thou  may'st  say  the  elephant  *s  too  strong, 
A  dwarf  too  short,  the  pyramid  too  tall. 

Things  are  not  long  where  we  can  nothing  spare : 

But,  Coscus,  e'en  thy  distichs  tedious  are.  Sedley. 

lxxthj.    to  o^soiliaots. 
Do  you  ask  where  to  keep  your  fish  in  the  summer-time  t 
Keep  it  in  your  warm  baths,  CsBcilianus. 

••Where  keep  my  fish  i»  summer  P°  HeHuo  cries. 
Tour  kitchen 's  cool;  that  grotto  I  advise. 

Gentleman* $  Mag. 

What  place  to  keep  your  ice  in  I  approve, 

Ton  ask. — Your  kitchen  chimney  or  your  stove*     Bay. 

1  Marina  having  left  no  property. 
9  The  statue  of  a  boy,  made  by  Brutus,  an  artificer. 
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ilXII.     TO  2TA8I0A. 

Ton  innte  me  then,  and  then  only,  Nasica,  when  yon 
know  I  am  engaged.    Excuse  me,  I  pray :  I  dine  at  home. 

Too  think  I  *m  eall'd  elsewhere,  so  bid  me  eome 

To  dine  with  you.    Thank  yon  j  1  dine  at  home.      Arum. 

LTTT.      OK  PA2THTU8. 

Fannius,  as  he  was  fleeing  from  the  enemy,  put  himself  to 
death.  Is  not  this,  I  ask,  madness, — to  die  for  fear  of  dying? 

When  Fannins  from  his  foe  did  fly, 
Himself  with  his  own  hands  he  slew : 
Whoe'er  a  greater  madness  knew? 

Life  to  destroy  for  fear  to  die !  Anon.  1695. 

Himself  he  slew,  when  he  the  foe  would  fly : 

What  madness  this,  for  fear  of  death  to  die !        Bay. 

TTTTT.      TO  EOTLU8. 

Your  litter  may,  if  you  please,  be  larger  than  an  hexaphoros, 
Zoilus ;  but*  as  it  is  your  litter,  it  should  be  called  a  bier.1 
Let  thy  litter  be  larger  than  e'er  moved  on  six, 
Tis  a  bier,  if  upon  it  thy  carcase  they  fix.       ElpkintUm. 

LTTTTT.      TO  PONTIC  US. 

Why  do  you  maim9  your  slave,  Ponticus,  by  cutting  out 
his  tongue?  Do  you  not  know  that  the  public  says  what  he 
cannotr 

What  Wails  it  thee  to  make  thy  slave  a  mute  P 
Of  thy  foul  crimes  much  louder  now 's  the  bruit 

Anon.  1695. 

mill!.      OK  A.  OBUXL  HTTSBAITD. 

..  Husband,  you  have  disfigured  the  wretched  gallant,  and 
his  countenance,  deprived  of  nose  and  ears,  regrets  the  loss 
of  its  original  form.  Do  you  think  that  you  are  sufficiently 
avenged  r    You  are  mistaken :  something  still  remains. 

1  The  hexaphoros  was  a  large  sort  of  palanquin,  carried  on  the  shoul- 
ders of  six  men.  By  calling  Zoilus't  litter  a  bier,  Martial  meant,  at 
Rader  supposes,  that  Zoilua  was  bloated  with  gluttony,  and  more  like 
a  corpse  than  a  living  person.   See  B.  iiL  Ep.  82. 

*  Fatku  appears  to.  be  the  best  reading  in  the  first  line,  instead  of 
fngit  or  figi**  the  latter  of  which  Scheidewm  adopts.  Compare  the  first 
Terse  of  the  next  epigram,  FmUnii mmchum. 
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Thou  bast  defbrm'd  the  poor  gallant; 

Nor  could  thy  justice  mercy  grant 

His  nose  so  slit,  and  ear  so  tore, 

Now  seek  in  Tain  the  grace  they  wore. 

Now  rengeance  boasts  her  ample  due. 

Fool!  mayn't  the  foe  the  charge  renew  P    ElphintUm. 

iunT,    to  rtjttjb,  ok  sertoritjs. 

Mollis  erat  facilisque  Tins  Poeantius  heros :  1 

Yulnera  sic  Paridis  dicitur  ulta  Venus. 
Cor  lincat  cunnum  8icolua  Sertoriua,  hoc  est : 

Aba  hoc  occisus,  Eufe,  yidetor  Eryx. 

I/Eroe  Peanzio  era  effeminato,  e  compiacente  agli  uomini :  si  dice 
die  Venere  cost  abbia  yendicato  le  ferite  di  Pariae.  II  percbe  Ser- 
toria  Siculo  sia  cunnilingo,  si  e,  o  Bufo,  per  quel  che  pure,  dalf 
aver  uodso  Erice.*  Oraglia. 

LXXZT.     TO  A  TRTXfTD. 

A  bottle  of  iced  water,*  bound  with  light  basket-work, 
shall  be  my  offering  to  yon  at  the  present  Saturnalia.  If 
you  complain,  that  I  sent  you  in  the  month  of  December 
a  gift  more  suited  to  the  summer,  send  me  in  return  a  light 
toga. 

A  summer  gift,  that  I  in  winter  mak  , 

In  evil  part  I  would  not  have  thee  take ; 

Or,  for  my  present,  hold  me  for  a  clown ; 

But  while 't  is  cold,  send  me  a  summer  gown. 

^mo».1695. 

lxxxti.    to  classiotjs,  nr  disparagement  or  difficult 

POETIC  TRIFLES. 

Because  I  neither  delight  in  verse  that  may  be  read  back- 
wards,4 nor  reverse  the  effeminate  Sotadea  ;*  because  nowhere 

1  Phtloctetes,  by  one  of  whose  arrows  Paris  is  said  by  tome  to  have 
boen  shot 

*  The  son  of  Venus.  A  neighbour  of  Sertoriua,  who  had  lately  died, 
bore  the  same  name. 

*  Water  boiled  and  then  cooled  in  snow,  such  as  the  Romans  used  to 
mix  with  their  wine. 

*  Such  as,  with  regard  to  letters, 

Roma  h\i  svbito  wufttbtu  ibit  amor, 
or,  with  regard  to  words  and  metre, 

Mum  muhi  matte*  mmnora,  qmnumine  lm%o, 

*  That  is,  the  metre  used  by  Sotaden,  who  wrote,  it  would  appear  from 
this  passage,  verses  that  might  be  read  backwards;  verses,  perhaps!  which 
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in  my  wrifcnga,  as  in  thoee  of  the  Greeks,  are  to  be  found 
echoing  vereea,1  and  the  handsome  Attis  does  not  dictate  to 
me  a  soft  and  enervated  Galliambic  strain;9  I  am  not  on 
that  account*  Classicus,  so  very  bad  a  poet.  What  if  you 
were  to  order  Ladas  against  his  will  to  mount  the  narrow 
ridge  of  the  netaurum  ?  •  It  is  absurd  to  make  one's  amuse- 
ments difficult ;  and  labour  expended  on  follies  is  childish. 
Let  Patomon4  write  verses  for  admiring  crowds.  I  would 
rather  please  select  ears. 

That  I  acrostics*  glory  not  do  write ; 

In  verses,  backward  read,  take  no  delight ; 

Make  not  the  echo  in  my  verses  play, 

After  the  Grecian  poetastering  way ; 

Nor  yet  soft  melting  numbers  so  respect, 

As  more  the  chime,  than  ev*n  the  sense,  f  affect  r— 

80  bad  a  poet,  as  these  ways  to  take, 

I  am  not,  Gasmen*.    What  hire  would  make 

Ladas,  for  swiftness  famed,  so  meanly  stoop, 

To  leave  the  race,  and  tumble  through  a  hoop  P 

Dismeeful  9t  is  unto  a  poet's  name 

Difficult  toys  to  make  his  highest  aim : 

The  labour's  foolish  that  doth  rack  the  brains  # 

For  things  have  nothing  in  them,  but  much  pains. 

eipiessed  oomoiendafHm  of  the  person  to  whom  they  were  address*  I, 
when  read  forwards,  but  satire  when  read  the  other  way;  as  in  the  bass 
addressed  by  PbfleJphos  to  Pope  Pius  II. : 

Cmditio  hsa  tit  ttahiUe  nee  tempore  powvo 
Vwere  tefaeimt  hie  Deut  omnipotent. 
1  Verses  in  which  the  termination  is  formed  by  a  repetition  of  the  pre- 
ceding syllable  or  syllables,  as  if  given  by  an  echo : 

Vere  neve  epeneum  me  fare  rerie  t    Erie, 

Butler,  Hudibrss,  canto  III.  line  189  et  seq.,  banters  this  species  of  poetry, 
and  Addison  hat  a  paper  on  the  subject  in  Spectator,  No.  59. 

*  The  Galhasebic  verse  bad  its  name  from  Oalli,  the  priest*  of  Cybele, 
who  are  said  to  have  written  in  it,  Attis,  more  commonly  written  Atys, 
was ayouth  beloved  by  Cybele. 

*  The  petsani  was  some  sort  of  machine  by  which  performers  were 
raised  from  the  ground ;  some  have  thought  it  a  spring  plank,  others  a 
wheel  or  next  of  a  wheel ;  possibly  there  may  have  been  different  forms 
of  it.  Ladas  was  a  swift  runner  (see  B.  x.  Ep.  100),  but  coald  not  be  in- 
duced to  mount  the  petaurum. 

4  A  conceited  grammarian;  perhaps  the  one  mentioned  by  Suetoniu 
deD.Orsnum.cl3. 
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UXnn,     TO  BEXTTJB,  1.  DBFOBMTO  ElBSOff. 

You  say,  Sextos,  that  fair  damsels  are  burning  with  lore 
for  you— for  you,  who  have  the  face  of  a  man  swimming 
underwater!1 

That  for  thee  the  fair  burn;  is  the  modestest  whim! 
Under  water  thy  visage  declares  thee  to  swim. 

LXXXVTH.      TO  KA.1CSBOTJ8. 

You  recite  nothing,  and  you  wish,  Mamercus,  to  be  thought 
a  poet. .  Be  whatever  you  will,  only  do  not  recite. 

Arthur,  they  say,  has  wit   "For  what  P 
For  writing  P*  No — for  writing  not.         Sw{fU 

Tou  M  poet  seem,  yet  nothing  you  rehearse : 

Be  what  you  will,  so  we  ne'er  hear  your  verse,     WrighL 

Thou  would*st  a  poet  be,  yet  nonght  dost  write : 
Be  what  thou  wilt,  so  nought  thou  dost  indite. 

Anon,  1096. 

LXXXIX. 

For  delighting  to  lengthen  out  the  night  over  too  many 
cups,  I  pardon  you,  Gaurus ;  you  have  the  weakness  of 
Cato.  For  writing  verses  without  help  from  Apollo  and  the 
Muses,  you  deserve  to  be  praised ;  this  weakness  was  that 
of  Cicero.  You  vomit;  that  was  Antonius9  failing;  your 
luxury,  that  of  Atrichia.  But  as  to  your  abominable  de- 
bauchery, tell  me,  from  whom  do  you  derive  that  P 

In  profuse  drinking  that  thy  nights  are  spent, 

Gaurus,  thou  Cato  hast  for  precedent ; 

Tully,  for  barbarous  verses  thou  dost  write, 

As  if  the  Muses  bore  to  thee  a  spite ; 

Antony,  Apicius,  vomitings  did  use ; — 

Thy  horrid  lust  no  patron  can  excuse.         Anon,  1696. 

That  thou  dost  Shorten  thy  long  nights  with  wine, 

We  all  forgive  thee,  for  so  Cato  did ; 
That  thou  wntfat  poems  without  one  good  line, 

Tully's  example  may  that  weakness  hide. 

Thou  art  a  cuckold ;  so  great  Ctesar  was : 
Eat'st  till  thou  spew*st  j  Antonius  did  the  same 

Thou  lovest  whoies  j  Jove  loves  a  bucksome  lass : 
But  that  thou  'rt  whipp'd  is  thy  peculiar  shame. 


Distorted,  as  things  appear  under  troubled  water. 


SedUj. 
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XO.      TO  QTTIKTILIijr. 

Quintilian,  tapreme  ruler  over  our  unsteady  youth, — 
Quintilian,  glory  of  the  Boman  toga,  do  not  blame  me,  that 
I,  though  poor  yet  not  useless  to  my  generation,  hasten  to 
enjoy  life:  no  one  hastens  enough  to  do  so.  Let  him  de- 
lay doing  so,  who  desires  to  have  a  greater  estate  than  his 
father,  and  who  crowds  his  lofty  halls  with  countless  busts. 
A  quiet  hearth  delights  me,  and  a  house  which  disdains  not 
the  blackness  of  smoke,1  a  running  spring,  and  a  natural 
piece  of  turf.  May  these  be  mine ;  a  well-fed  attendant,  a 
wife  not  over-learned,  nights  with  sleep,  days  without  strife. 

Qnmtiljtn,  thou  glory  of  the  gowne, 

And  for  instructing  youth  of  high  renowns, 

It  poors,  my  life  to  mee  content  can  give, 

Allow  me :  none  f  hinvtelfe  too  much  can  live. 

Lett  who  will  strive  their  father*'  wealth  f  enlarge, 

And  with  vast  statues  their  huge  porches  charge ; 

Give  mee  good  fires,  though  in  a  smoaky  hall, 

Unforced  springs,  and  grass-plotts  naturall ; 

With  mil  Rdd  clownes,  and  not  too  learn'd  a  wife, 

Spending  my  nights  in  sleepe,  dayes  without  strife. 

Old  MS.  Itoh  Oat. 

Wonder  not,  sir  (you  who  instruct  the  town 

In  the  true  wisdom  of  the  sacred  gown), 

That  I  make  haste  to  live,  and  cannot  nold 

Patiently  out,  till  I  grow  rich  and  old. 

Life  far  delays  and  doubts  no  time  does  give  j 

None  ever  yet  made  haste  enough  to  live. 

Let  him  defer  it,  whose  preposterous  care 

Omits  himself,  and  reaches  to  his  heir. 

Who  does  his  father's  bounded  stores  despise, 

And  whom  his  own,  too,  never  can  suffice. 

My  hamble  thoughts  no  glittering  roofs  require, 

Or  rooms  that  shine  with  aught  but  constant  fire 

I  wii  content  the  avarice  of  my  sight 

With  the  fair  gildings  of  reflected  light : 

Flesssres  abroad  the  sport  of  nature  yields, 

Her  firing  fountains,  and  her  smiling  fields. 

And  then  at  home,  what  pleasure  is  \  to  see 

A  little  cleanly  cheerful  family ! 

Which  if  a  chaste  wife  crown,  no  less  in  her 

Than  fortune,  I  the  golden  mean  prefer. 

1  A  house  not  too  fine  or  splendid ;  such  as  wOl  allow  of  the  free  oso 
of  fires  without  receiving  damage  by  the  smoke. 
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Too  noble,  nor  too  wise,  she  should  not  be, 

No,  nor  too  rich,  too  fair,  too  fond  of  me. 

Thus  let  my  fife  slide  silently  away, 

With  deep  all  night,  and  quiet  all  the  day.     Cbwky. 

XCI.      TO  OJBSAB,  UBEXETG  THE  BIOHT8  OV  1.  ZATHIB  OF 
THUMB  OWTTiDRTPf. 

Oiesar,  thou  who  art  the  certain  safety  of  the  empire,  the 
/of  the  universe,  from  whose  preservation  we  derive'  our 
lief  in  the  existence  of  the  gods;  if  my  verses,  so  often  read 
by  thee  in  my  hastily  composed  books,  have  succeeded  in 
fixing  thy  attention,  permit  that  to  seem  to  be  which  for- 
tune forbids  to  be  in  reality,  namely,  that  I  maybe  regarded 
as  the  father  of  three  children.1  This  boon,  if  I  have  failed 
to  please  thee,  will  be  some  consolation  to  me  j  if  I  have 
succeeded  in  pleasing  thee,  will  be  some  reward. 

Welfare  and  dory  of  the  earth,  while  thee 

We  safe  behold,  we  gods  believe  to  be'; 

If  my  slight  books  did  e'er  thee  entertain, 

And  oft  to  read  them  thou  didst  not  disdain, 

What  nature  does  deny,  do  thou  bestow: 

For  father  of three  children  make  me  go. 

When  my  verse  takes  not,  this  will  be  an  ease; 

A  high  reward,  in  case  it  thee  do  please.     Atum.  1695. 

xcn.    to  his  WITS. 

He,  who  alone  had  the  power,  has  granted  to  my  prayer 
the  rights  of  a  father  of  three  children,  as  a  reward  tor  the 
efforts  of  my  Muse.  Good  bye  to  yon,  madam  wife.  The 
munificence  of  our  lord  and  master  must  not  be  rendered 
valueless.9 

He  father  of  three  children  me  has  made, 

And  all  my  Muse's  labours  richly  paid, 

Who  only  oould :  thee,  wife,  I  'U  not  retain, 

Lest  I  the  prince's  bounty  render  vain.    Anon.  1095. 

XOm.     TO  BS0TJLTJ8. 

"  Where  is  the  first  book,"  you  ask,  "  since  this  is  the  se- 
cond P  "    What  am  I  to  do,  if  the  first  book  has  more  mo* 

1  To  the  father  of  three  or  more  children  great  privileges  were  allowed 
among  the  Romans;  he  sat  in  the  best  seats  at  the  games,  and  had  ad* 
vantages  in  standing  for  public  offices  and  distinctions. 

9  That  it,  by  his  having  three  children  by  her,  which  would  make  toe 
boob  of  Domitian  superfluous. 
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desty  than  this  P    If  yon,  however,  Begulus,  prefer  this  to 
be  made  the  first,  70a  can  take  away  "one"  from  its  title. 
The  seoond  book  yon  say!  where  is  the  prior  P 
What  shall  1  do,  if  that  be  found  the  shier  P 
Yet,  Begulus,  if  this  the  first  you  'd  make, 
One"!1*  you 're  only  from  the  top  to  take.     Elpkmston. 


BOOK  III. 


I.     TO  TH1  B1ADIB. 

This  book,  whatever  ma y  be  its  worth,  Gaul,  named  after 
the  Boman  toga,1  sends  from  far  distant  dimes.  Yon  read 
it,  and  award  your  praise  perhaps  to  the  preceding;  bat  both 
are  equally  mine,  whichsoever  you  think  the  better.  That 
book  which  saw  the  light  in  the  city  should,  indeed,  give  the 
mater  pleasure ;  for  a  book  of  Boman  production  should 
bear  the  palm  over  one  from  GauL 

Has  third  book,  good  or  bad,  whatever  it  be, 

Gains  Togata  sends  from  far  to  thee. 

It,  reading  this,  my  former  thou  dost  praise, 

Both  yet  are  mine,  that  which  least  claims  the  bays. 

Those  must  excel,  born,  Borne,  within  thy  wall : 

A  slave  of  thine,  above  a  free-born  GauL        Anon.  1695. 

n.  TO  HIS  BOOK. 
To  whom,  my  little  book,  do  you  wish  me  to  dedicate  you  P 
Make  haste  .to  choose  a  patron,  lest,  being  hurried  off:  into 
a  murky  kitchen,  you  cover  tunnies  with  your  wet  leaves,  or 
become  a  wrapper  for  incense  and  pepper.  Is  it  into  Fausti- 
nusJ  bosom  that  you  flee?  you  have  chosen  wisely :  you  may 
now  make  your  way  perfumed  with  oil  of  cedar,  and,  decorat- 
ed with  ornaments  at  both  ends,  luxuriate  in  all  the  glory 
of  painted  bosses ;  delicate  purple  may  cover  you,  and  your 
title  proudly  blase  in  scarlet.  With  him  for  your  patron, 
fear  not  even  Frobus.9 

1  Gallia  Togata.     *  M  Valerias  Probas.  the  celebrated  grammarian. 
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Whither,  them  darling  child  of  joke, 

To  what  protector  dost  thou  fly  P 
Lest,  wrapt  in  culinary  smoke, 

Thou  dripping  clothe  the  tunny-fry: 

Lest  holy  incense  thou  profane, 
Or  think  to  lend  the  pepper  poignance ; 

Thou  wouldat  FaustinuV  Dosom  gain  ? 
That  is  thy  father's  own  enjoinance. 

Imbued  with  cedar's  potent  oil, 
The  country  thou  beroam'st,  and  coast 

Ihy  decent  frontlets  nought  shall  soil : 
Thou  may'st  thy  painted  navels  boast. 

And  now,  in  gorgeous  purple  clad, 

Thy  face  assumes  a  maiden-blush : 
In  such  a  natron  wisely  glad, 

Thou  vainest  Probus  not  a  rush.        ElphintUm. 

m.     TO  AH  ILL-FOBMBD  LADT. 

Your  face,  which  is  beautiful,  you  cover  with  a  black  veil ;' 
but  with  your  person,  which  is  not  beautiful,  you  offend  the 
waters  in  which  you  bathe.  Imagine  that  the  nymph  of  the 
brook  herself  addresses  you  in  these  words  of  mine :  "Either 
uncover  your  face,  or  bathe  dressed." 

Thy  face,  that  *s  fair,  thou  veiTst  when  thou  dost  go 

To  bathe,  an  ugly  body  naked  show. 

Believe  the  water-nymph  thee  thus  doth  pray, 

"Bathe  in  thv  clothes,  or  cast  thy  veil  away.      Anon.  1695. 

IV.     TO  HIS  BOOK. 

Go  your  ways  to  Borne,  my  book.  If  Borne  shall  ask 
whence  you  are  come,  you  will  say  from  the  quarter  to  which 
the  ./Rmilian  Way  leads.  If  she  shall  inquire  in  what  land 
I  am,  or  in  what  city,  you  may  reply  that  I  am  at  Cornelii 
Forum.8  If  she  ask  the  reason  of  my  absence,  make  in  few 
words  a  full  confession :  "  He  was  not  able  to  endure  the 
wearisomeness  and  vanity  of  the  toga.9'  *    If  she  shall  say, 

1  Nigro  velamme.  We  prefer  this  reading  to  the  other,  nigro  medioa- 
mine,  "  with  a  black  ointment,"  which  Schneidewin  adopts.  If  the  lady's 
face  was  beautiful,  there  would  be  little  need  of  any  application,  black  or 
of  any  other  colour,  to  improve  it  Velamine  also  suits  better  with  the 
following  ap§ri.         a  A  town  of  Gallia  Togata,  now  called  Tmola. 

*  The  trouble  of  visits  of  ceremony  to  patrons,  which  were  paid  in  the 
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"Whan  is  he  likely  to  return?"  reply,  "He  departed  a  poet: 
he  will  return  when  he  has  learned  to  play  the  lyre."1 

Hie  thee  to  Borne,  my  hook.  If  whence,  she  say  i 

Tell  her  thon  comest  from  th'  rtftnilian  Way. 

If;  in  what  track  or  town,  she  ask,  we  he ; 

In  old  Cornelias'  Forum,  Madam,  he. 

Why  does  the  poet  stray  so  far  from  town  P 

He  could  not  bear  the  languors  of  the  gown. 

When  comes  he  back  P  the  next  inquiry  moves : 

A  bard  he  went ;  but  comes,  when  he  a  minstrel  proves. 

Jflphmston 

T.      TO  HIS  BOOK. 

Do  you  wish,  my  little  book,  who  are  going  to  the  city 
without  me,  to  have  recommendations  to  several  persons  P  or 
will  one  person  he  sufficient  P  One,  believe  me,  will  be  suffi- 
cient,—one  to  whom  you  will  not  he  a  stranger,— Julius, 
whose  name  is  so  constantly  on  my  lips.  Him  you  will  seek  out 
without  delay,  near  the  very  entrance  to  the  Via  Tecta ;  he 
lives  in  the  house  which  Daphnis  once  occupied.  He  has  a 
wife,  who  will  receive  you  to  her  arms  and  bosom,  even  were 
you  to  go  to  her  covered  with  dust.  Whether  you  see  them 
together,  or  either  of  them  first,  yon  will  say,  "  Marcus 
bids  me  salute  you,"  and  that  is  enough.  Let  letters  of 
introduction  herald  others ;  he  is  foolish,  who  thinks  it  ne- 
cessary to  be  introduced  to  his  own  friends. 

Thee,  little  book,  whom  swift  to  town  I  send, 
To  many,  or  to  one,  shall  I  commend  P 
To  one,  enough;  nor  shalt  a  stranger  be : 
Julius !  a  consecrated  name  to  me. 
To  him  then  hie :  lo!  sitting  at  the  door, 

Se  guards  the  gods,  that  Baphnis  did  before,) 
ou  seest  his  dame,  whose  longing  arms  will  press, 
Or  bosom,  thee,  should'st  all  in  dust  address. 
Whether  them  both,  or  either,  thou  assail, 
8ay :  Marcus  bid  you,  both  or  either,  haiL 
Let  dedications  incense  power  or  pelf : 
No  letter  need  address  another  self.  E1pkin$t<M> 

XL     TO  HABOELLnrUB. 

TMs  is  the  third  day,  Marcellinus,  after  the  Ides  of  May ; 
a  day  to  be  celebrated  by  you  with  double  rites:  for  it 

1  Playets  on  the  lyre  or  harp  being  valued  at  Rome  more  than  poets. 
See  B.  v.  Ep.  57. 
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witnessed  the  introduction  of  your  father  to  the  light  of 
heaven,  and  was  the  first  to  receive  the  offering  from  your 
blooming  cheeks.1  Although  the  day  conferred  on  your  father 
the  gift  of  a  happy  life,  yet  it  never  afforded  him  a  greater 
blessing  than  your  safe  arrival  at  manhood. 

Hail,  happy  third  beyond  the  Ides  of  May ! 

Twice,  my  dear  Maroelline,  thy  holy  day. 

This  brought  thy  parent  to  th'  ethereal  sales: 

This  of  thy  down  the  primal  harvest  hails. 

On  this  whatever  joys  have  whilom  fiWd, 

More  on  a  father  never  day  bestow'd.  Elpkintto*. 

VTL     OK  THJ  ABOLITION  OP  TH1  SPOBTTTUL  BT 
DOMITIAK. 

Farewell  at  length,  ye  paltry  hundred  farthings,  the  pa* 
tron's  largess  to  Ins  worn-out  escort,  doled  out  by  the  half- 
boiled  bathing-man.  What  think  ye,  my  masters,  who  starve 
your  friends  ?  The  sportul©  of  proud  patrons  are  no  more, 
there  is  no  way  of  escape:  you  must  now  give  a  regular 
dinner.* 

Ye  hundred  poor  farthings,  farewell. 

His  dole  the  vain  drudge  no  more  telL 

The  bathmonger  boil'd  did  divide  it : 

Ye  starvelings,  how  could  ye  abide  itP 

The  tyranft  proud  basket  is  broke: 

Our  salary  now  is  no  joke.  Etphmtto*. 

VTH.      OJT  QUTKTUB. 

a  Quintus  is  in  love  with  Thais."— What  Thais  P— a  Thak 
with  one  eye." — Thais  wants  one  eye ;  he  wants  two. 
Quintus  loves  Thais.— Which  ?— Thais  the  blind. 
As  she  wants  one  eye,  he  wants  both,  I  find.    Jnon.  1694. 

Phnrae,  as  odious  as  youth  well  can  be, 
Tne  daughter  of  a  courtier  in  high  place, 

Met  with  a  filthy  mass  that  could  not  see; 
His  blindness  she,  and  that  excused  her  face. 

1  The  first  cuttings  from  the  heard,  which  was  always  cut,  for  the 
first  time,  with  great  oeremooy;  the  day  od  which  it  was  done  being 
kept  as  a  festival,  and  the  hair  cut  off  being  dedicated  to  some  god.  This 
was  the  commencement  of  manhood. 

*  A  regular  supper,  or  late  dinner,  which  Domitian  ordered  to  be  given 
by  patrons  to  their  followers,  instead  of  the  hundred  farthings  for  the 
sportula,  which  appear  to  have  been  sometimes  distributed  by  the  bath* 
keepers. 


book  m.]  EPiomuis.  185 

Were  she  not  ugly,  she  would  him  despite* 

Nor  would  he  many  her  if  he  had  eyes* 

To  their  defects  they're  for  the  match  in  debt, 

And,  but  for  faults  on  both  sides,  ne'er  had  me**    8edl$y. 

ix«    oir  oinii. 
Oiim%  I  am  told,  is  a  writer  of  small  squibt  against  me.  X 
man  cannot  be  called  a  writer,  whose  effusions  no  one  reads. 

China  writes  verses  against  me,  'tis  said: 

He  writes  not,  whose  oad  Terse  no  man  doth  read.  Fletcher. 

Against  me  Ginna,  as  I  hear,  indites  j 

Since  none  him  reads,  who  can  affirm  he  writes? 

Anon.  1695. 
Jack  writes  severe  lampoons  on  me/t  is  said— 
But  he  writes  nothing,  who  is  never  read.        Hodgwu 

x.  to  PHiLoinrsus. 
Your  father,  Phflomusus,  allowed  yon  two  thousand  ses- 
terces a  month,  and  paid  yon  day  by  day;  because,  with  you, 
the  wants  of  the  morrow  always  pressed  close  on  the  extra- 
vagance of  to-day ;  and  consequently  it  waa  necessarv  to 
allow  daily  aliment  to  your  vices.  Your  father  is  now  dead, 
and  has  left  you  his  sole  heir;  and  by  so  doing,  Philomusus, 
he  has  disinherited  you.1 

Your  father  gave  you  a  lam  monthly  pay  \ 

And  this  continued  to  his  dying  day : 

Yet  want  still  follow' d  close  your  luxury ; 

And  daily  vices  daily  craved  supply : 

But  now  he  all  hath  left  you,  and  is  dead, 

By  being  heir  you  *re  disinherited.  Hay. 

Your  father,  young  Split-coin,  they  say, 

Allow'd  you  five  hundred  a  year  j 
And  it  came  like  a  corporal's  pay  j 

Each  week  he  made  up  the  arrear. 
T  would  keep  you  from  starving,  he  thought  j 

For  he  knew  your  extravagance  such, 
That  to-morrow  you  tt  ne'er  have  a  groat, 

Though  to-day  you  got  ever  so  much. 
But  his  will,  in  appearance  less  strict, 

Outright  gave  you  all  he  could  give: 
Why,  already  we  see  how  you're  triok'd— 

Disinherited,  Bob,  aa  I  live.  N.  B.  Halkea*. 

1  Because  you  will  soon  squander  all  be  his  bequeathed  you. 
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XI.    TO  QTTnTTTJS. 

If  your  mifltreB8,  Quintus,  is  neither  Thais  nor  one-eyed, 
why  do  you  imagine  my  distich  to  have  been  levelled  against 
you  f — But  perhaps  there  is  some  similarity  in  the  name ; 
perhaps  it  said  Thais  for  Lais. — Tell  me,  what  similarity  is 
there  between  Thais  and  Hermione  f — But  yon  are  Quintus, 
you  say ; — well,  let  us  change  the  name  of  the  lover.  If 
Quintus  will  not  have  Thais,  let  Sextus  be  her  swain.1 

If  she  thou  Wat  nor  blind  nor  Thais  be, 
What  makes  thee  think  last  distich  writ  on  thee  P 
If  Lais  'twere,  and  her  I  'd  Thais  named, 
For  such  resemblance  I  might  well  be  blamed : 
But  what  similitude  do  these  two  bear  P 
How  do  Hermione  and  Thais  pair  P 

But  thou  art  Quintus,  and  that  name  I  chuse. 

Be  't  so :  I  always  feigned  names  do  use. 

I  'U  change  the  lover's  name,  if  that  please  more ; 

Sextus,  not  Quintus,  Thais  loves,  the  whore.    Anon,  1695. 

HI.     OK  FABTJLLUS. 

The  perfumes,  I  own,  were  good  which  you  gave  your 
quests  yesterday ;  but  yon  carved  nothing.  It  is  a  queer 
kind  of  entertainment  to  be  perfumed  and  starved  at  the 
same  time.  A  man,  Fabullua,  who  eats  nothing,  and  is 
embalmed,  seems  to  me  a  veritable  corpse. 

Faith !  your  essence  was  excelling ; 

But  you  gave  us  nought  to  eat: 
Nothing  tasting,  sweetly  smelling, 

Is,  Fabullus,  scarce  a  treat 
Let  me  see  a  fowl  unjointed, 

When  your  table  next  is  spread : 
Who  not  feeds,  but  is  anointed, 

Jives  like  nothing  but  the  dead.      George  Lamb. 

1  This  Epigram  requires  a  comment  A  certain  Quintus  was  angry  at 
Martial  on  account  of  the  eighth  Epigram.  As  the  name  of  his  mistress  was 
Hermione,  and  she  was  not  one-eyed,  Martial  asks  him  how  he  could  have 
supposed  that  the  Epigram  was  directed  against  her  and  him.  If  there 
had  been,  he  adds,  any  similarity  in  the  names, — if  your  mistress,  for 
instance,  had  been  called  Lais,  yon  might  have  fancied  that  Lais  was  meant 
by  Thais;  but  what  similarity  is  there  between  Thais  and  Hermione  ? 
But,  you  will  say,  I  mentioned  Quintus  in  those  lines,  and  your  name  is 
Quintus.  Well  then,  to  please  you,  I  will  change  the  name,  and  for 
Quintus  substitute  Sextus,  since  it  is  of  no  consequence  to  me  by  what 
name,  "  Fifth  "  or  M  Sixth,"  I  call  Thais's  lover. 
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im,     TO  HMTLL. 

While  you  refuse  to  cut  uj>  the  hare,  Xfavia*  and  the  mul- 
let, and  spare  the  boar  which  is  already  more  than  putrid,  you 
accuse  and  ill-treat  your  cook,  on  the  pretence  that  he  has 
served  up  everything  raw  and  indigestible.  At  such  a  banquet 
I  shall  never  suffer  from  indigestion. 

While  boar  to  carve,  and  mullets  thou  dost  spare, 

Wilt  sooner  cut  thy  father  up,  than  hare : 

But,  as  if  all  were  crude,  thy  cook  dost  beat 

No  crudities  they  11  find,  whom  thou  dost  treat  Anon.  1696. 

HT.     OK  TTTOOIUS. 

The  hungry  Tuccius  had  left  Spain  and  was  cominff  to  Borne. 

But  a  rumour  about  the  sportula  met  him,  and  he  turned 

back  at  the  Mulvian  Bridge.1 

Starved  Tuccius  from  remotest  Spain  did  come, 
Full  of  mat  hopes  plenty  to  find  m  Rome : 
But  at  the  very  portbeing  told  the  hard 
Duly  of  clients,  and  their  lean  reward, 
He  turned  straight  his  horse's  head  again, 
With  switch  and  spur  posted  him  back  to  Spain* 

Anon.  1695. 
A  Yorkshire  squire,  an  epicure  well  known, 
Set  forth  to  spend  his  winter  months  in  town, 
But  heard  the  dev^ish  price  of  beef  and  pork, 
Stopp'd  short  at  Highgate,  and  returned  to  York. 

Hoc.  JEL  GhrtweM, 

XV.    OV  CODETTS. 

No  one  in  the  whole  city  gives  more  credit  *  than  Godrus. — 
"But  since  he  is  so  poor,  how  can  that  be?" — He  bestows 
his  affections  with  his  eyes  shut. 

Tom  gives  more  trust  than  any  one  in  trade. — 
And  yet  so  poor  P— Tom  thinks  his  love  a  maid. 

Hodgson. 
ITL     TO  A  OOBBLXB. 

Cobbler,  kinglet  of  cobblers,  you  give  gladiatorial  ex- 
hibitions, and  what  your  awl  has  bestowed  the  sword  destroys. 

1  He  heard  of  the  smallness  of  the  sportula,  and  the  trouble  and  humilia- 
tion to  be  endured  in  obtaining  it,  and  at  once  torned  back,  though  he  had 
reached  the  Mulvian  Bridge,  which  was  only  a  mile  from  Rome. 

•  A  jtm  d$  mott  on  the  different  meanings  of  "  credit,"  Tiz.,  "  he  lends 
money  on  credit,"  and  "  he  yields  implicit  faith." 
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You  are  intoxicated ;  for  you  never  would  have  acted  when 
sober,  in  such  a  way  as  to  amuse  yourself  cobbler,  at  the 
expense  of  your  tanned  hides.  You  have  had  your  sport ; 
and  now,  be  advised,  remember  to.  confine  yourself  within 
your  own  natural  skin. 

An  haughty  enrich'd  oobbler  durst  bestow 

A  most  profuse  and  princely  fencers'  show : 

What  in  his  life  he  earned  by  the  awl, 

At  sword  and  buckler  fight  he  made  fly  all. 

Sure  thou  wert  drunk ;  thou  could'st  not,  oobbler,  play, 

In  any  sober  mood,  thy  hide  away. 

Enough  of  shows  j  now  to  thy  skins  abide : 

Fear  what  befell  the  ass  i' th'  lion's  hide.        Anon.  1095. 

xv  ll  ov  SABinnrs. 
A  tart,  which  had  been  carried  round  the  second  course 
several  times,  burnt  the  hand  with  its  excessive  heat.  But 
the  throat  of  Sabidius  was  still  more  ardent  to  swallow  it ; 
he  immediately,  therefore,  blew  upon  it  three  or  four  times 
with  his  mouth.  The  tart  certainly  grew  cooler,  and  seemed 
likely  to  allow  us  to  touch  it.  But  no  one  would  touch  it :  it 
was  infected. 

A  tart  around  the  second  service  flew, 

And  burnt  whatever  hand  the  nearest  drew. 

More  burn'd  Sabidius'  maw :  his  cheeks  he  swell'd, 

And  in  repeated  blasts  his  breath  repell'd. 

The  tart,  relenting,  could  admit  the  touch : 

But  ah!  the  tart  relented l  now  too  much.    JBlphmtton. 

xviu. .  to  HAxnnrs. 
In  tout  exordium  you  complained  that  you  had  caught  a 
cold  in  your  throat.     Since  you  have  excused  yourself; 
Maximus,  why  do  you  recite  ? 

Thou  hast  got  a  dire  cold:  it  is  well  understood : 
Why  elaborate  en  P  The  apology's  good.       Elpkm&m* 

TTT.     OK  JL  VTPER. 

Close  to  the  hundred  columns,  where  figures  of  wild  beasts 
adorn  the  plane-grove,  is  to  be  seen  a  she-bear.  The  fair 
Hylas,  playing  near  it,  explored  its  yawning  jaws,  and  buried 
his  tender  hand  in  its  mouth ;  but  an  accursed  viper  was 

1  That  k,  it  tended  to  dissolution  became  putrid. 
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lurking  in  the  dark  recesses  of  the  braxen  throat,  and  the 
bear  was  animated  with  a  breath  more  deadly  than  its  own.. 
The  child  did  not  perceive  that  any  mischief  was  there, 
until  he  was  dying  from  the  bite  of  the  snake.  Oh,  sad  mis- 
fortune! that  the  bear  was  not  a  real  one! 

In  the  Piasss,  where  tall  poplars  grow. 

And  well-cured  beasts  adorn  the  shaded  row, 

A  ragged  bear  takes  up  a  mighty  space, 

The  ornament  and  tenor  of  the  place. 

Young  Hylas  there  the  horrid  monster  saw, 

And  fearless  sported  with  its  gaping  jaw. 

A  larking  viper  animates  the  stone, 

And  arms  the  brute  with  poison,  not  its  own. 

Too  late,  alss !  the  (sir  expiring  boy 

Found  bears  could  sting,  and  marble  could  destroy. 

B.  Luck,  173* 
xx.  ow  CAirius. 
Tell  me,  my  Muse,  what  my  Canine  Rufus1  is  doing.  Is  he 
committing  to  imperishable  tablets  the  history  of  the  family 
of  the  Claudii,  for  future  generations  to  read;  or  refuting  the 
falsehoods  of  the  historian  of  Nero  f  Or  is  be  imitating 
the  jocosity  of  the  plain-speaking  Phmdrus  P  *  Or  is  he  sport- 
ing in  elegiacs;  or  writing  gravely  in  heroic  Terse?  Or  is  he 
terrible  in  the  buskin  of  Sophocles  P  Or  is  he  idling  in  the 
school  of  the  poets,  uttering  jests  seasoned  with  Attic  saltP 
Or,  if  he  has  retired  from  thence,  is  he  pacing  the  portico  of 
the  temple  of  Isis,*  or  traversing  at  bis  ease  the  enclosure 
of  the  Argonauts?4  Or  rather,  is  he  sitting  or  walking,  in  the 
afternoon,  free  from  cankering  cares,  in  the  sunny  box-groves 
of  the  delicate  Europaf  *  Or  is  ne  bathing  in  the  warm 
baths  of  Titus  or  of  Agrippa,  or  in  that  of  the  shameless 
Tigillinus  P  •  Or  is  he  enjoying  the  country  seat  of  Tullua 
1  B.  i  Ep.  70. 


1  It  is  supposed  by  Gxonovius  and  others,  with  neat  probability,  that 
Phadrus,  the  writer  of  fables,  is  meant,  whom  Martial  cells  ftftpvoeiis, 
or  "plain-speaking,"  became  he  satiriies  the  act  ont  of  men  by  words 
imtiato  the  niouths  of  the  mferiOT  animals.  What  'historian  of  Nero" 
Is  meant,  it  unknown. 

»  See  B.  it  Ep.  14.  The  original  has  merely  *  temple,"  but  all  the 
commentators  agree  that  the  temple  of  Isis  is  meant. 

4  The  area  and  portico  of  Agrippa,  adorned  with  paintings  of  the  ad- 
ventures of  the  Argonauts* 

•SeeB.ii.Ep.  14. 

•  Sophonius  TigUUnns,  an  unprincipled  character,  mentioned  by  Jw 
venal.  Sat.  I.,  and  by  Tacitus. 
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and  Lucanus  ? l  or  hastening  to  Pollio's  delightful  retreat, 
four  miles  from  the  city  ?  Or  has  he  set  out  for  scorch- 
ing  Baia,  and  is  he  now  sailing  about  on  the  Lucrine 
lake  P — "  Do  you  wish  to  know  what  your  Canius  is  doing  P 
Laughing." 

Tell  me,  my  Muse,  how  Canius  spends  his  time : 

In  lasting  leaves,  and  in  immortal  rhyme, 

Does  he  the  facts  of  Nero  rightly  state, 

From  malioe  and  from  flattfry  free,  relate  P 

Light  elegies,  or  grave  heroics  write  ? 

F  to*  comic,  or  the  traffic  strain  delight  P 

Or  in  the  poets'  school  does  Canius  sit, 

Regaling  aft  with  his  choice  Attic  witP 

Or  else,  Dong  free  from  study,  does  he  talk 

I*  th'  temples,  and  the  shady  porches  walk? 

Bathes  he?  Or  from  the  city  toil  retired, 

Are  fields  and  rivers  more  by  him  admired, 

Baia's  or  Lncrin's  sweet  recess  desired  P 

Biwe.]  How  Canius  spends  his  time,  would'st  have  me  show? 
e  laughs  at  all  which  most  men  serious  do.      Anon.  1695. 

XXL      O*  A  MJL8TEB  AND   SLAVE. 

A  slave,  branded  on  the  forehead  by  his  master,  saved 
him  when  proscribed.  Thus,  while  the  life  of  the  master 
was  preserved,  his  infamy  *  was  perpetuated. 

Who,  saved  by  his  man,  does  stigmatise  the  same, 
Returns  himself  to  banish  his  good  name.  Wright* 


otf  apicius. 

You  had  spent,  Apicius,  sixty  millions  of  sesterces9  on 
your  belly,  but  you  had  still  left  a  loose  ten  millions.  In 
despair  at  such  a  reduction,  as  if  you  were  condemned  to  en* 
dure  hunger  and  thirst,  you  took  as  a  last  draught,  a  dose  of 
poison.  No  greater  proof  of  your  gluttony  than  this,  Apicius, 
was  ever  given  by  you. 

Six  hundred  thousand  spent,  and  butt 
Ten  thousand  left  to  feed  his  gutt, 
Fearing  for  want  of  food  to  dye, 
Despairing,  hee  did  poyson  buy; 
Never  was  known  such  gluttonye. 

Old  MS.  16th  Cent. 

1  Two  brothers ;  see  B.  i.  Ep.  37 ;  B.  ix.  Ep.  52. 

*  The  infamy  of  a  master  who  could  have  branded  a  slave  so  attached 
to  him.  *  i  xrat  half  a  million  of  our  money. 
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ZXm.     TO  A  KIGGABDLT  HOST. 

Since  you  hand  oyer  all  the  dishes  to  the  slaves  behind 
you,  why  is  not  your  table  spread  at  your  back  f l 

All  to  the  boys  thou  xeaohest  o'er  the  shoulder. 

Set  them  a  table,  that  they  may  grow  bolder.  BlphinsUm. 

XXIT.      OIT  A  TUSCAN  SOOTHSAYIB. 

A  goat,  guilty  of  haying  gnawed  a  Vine,  was  standing 
doomed  before  the  altar  of  Bacchus,  a  grateful  victim  for  his 
sacred  rites.  When  the  Tuscan  soothsayer  was  about  to 
sacrifice  him  to  the  god,  he  chanced  to  order  a  rustic  and 
unlettered  countryman  to  castrate  the  animal  quickly  with  a 
sharp  knife,  so  that  the  foul  odour  from  the  unclean  flesh 
might  pass  away.1  But  while  he  himself,  with  his  body  bent 
orer  the  grassy  altar,  was  cutting  the  neck  of  the  struggling 
animal  with  his  knife,  and  pressing  it  down  with  his  hand,  an 
immense  hernia  of  his  own  showed  itself  at  the  outraged  rites. 
This  the  rustic  seized  and  cut,  thinking  that  the  ancient  rites 
of  sacrifice  demanded  it,  and  that  the  ancient  deities  were 
honoured  with  such  offerings.  So  you,  who  but  a  while 
since  were  a  Tuscan,  are  become  a  Grallus  ;*  and  while  yon 
were  cutting  the  throat  of  a  goat,  you  were  cut  yourself. 

Agoat  without  awe, 

Who  tendrils  would  gnaw, 
Was  doom'd  on  the  altar  to  die. 

Now,  Bacchus,  thy  priest 

Laid  hold  of  the  beast ! 
And  thus  to  a  down  that  stood  by : 

"While  I  shaU  divine, 

Lop  off  either  sign, 
That  so  no  rank  odour  remain." 

When' now  he  would  slay, 

Both  struffglingly  lay ; 
Both  doom'd  the  green  altar  to  stain. 

As  thus  they  lay  low, 
How  dire  was  the  show ! 
The  auspices  saw  it,  and  scowl'd. 

1  Adpfdet.  Properly  "  at  your  feet,"  where  the  stares  in  waiting  stood, 
a  ttttle  withdrawn  towards  the  back  of  the  master. 

*  A  supposed  effect  of  the  operation. 

*  ApnettofCybele.    The  word  Gailus  mesas  also  a  OmO. 
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The  clown,  with  a  knife, 
Cleared  all  to  the  life: 
Too  late  the  bare  bacchanal  howl'd. 

Well  thought  the  poor  man, 

When  orgies  began, 
Sash  fibree  high  honour  were  held  in. 

The  prieet  of  the  god 

Own'dCybele'snod; 
Amd,  slaying  the  goat,  proved  a  gelding.  Ejphuutm 

xxr.  to  ujxsrnnrB,  ox  ▲  f&ioid  bqetobiciak. 
If  you  wish,  Faustinas,  a  bath  of  boiling  water  to  be  re* 
duced  in  temperature,-— a  bath,  such  as  scarcely  Julianus 
could  enter,— isk  the  rhetorician  Sabin»us  to  bathe  him- 
self in  it.    He  would  freeze  the  warm  baths  of  Nero. 

If  thy  hat  bath,  Faustus,  thou  seekfe  to  cure, 

'Bove  what  a  paralytic  can  endure : 

Let  orator  Sabinus  enter  in 

Nero's  hot  baths,  he  11  make  a  cooling  spring. 

Amm.  1695. 

UTI.     TO  OAHDIDUS. 

Alone  you  possess  your  farms,  Candidas,  alone  your 
cash;  alone  your  golden  and  murrhine  vessels;  alone  your 
Massie  wine,  alone  your  Cacuban  of  Opimius'  year ;  alone 
your  heart,  alone  your  wit;  alone  you  possess  all  your 
property;  (do  you  think  I  wish  to  deny  it?) — but  your  wife, 
Oandidns,  you  share  with  all  the  world. 

Candidal  has  alone  fine  forms,  gold  coin, 

Myrrh,  and  drinks  Csdcuban,  and  Massie  wine  j 

Has  the  sole  wisdom,  and  the  only  wit ; 

Enjoys  the  world  alone,  and  all  in  it. 
But  hat  he  all  alone?   That  I  deny  | 
His  wife  with  all  is  in  community.  Fletcher. 

Thy  pleasant  farm  thou  dost  enjoy  alone, 

Thy  money,  plate,  oommunieaf  st  to  none. 

Alone,  thou  aged  Massie  wine  dost  drink, 

Alone  thyself  both  wise  and  witty  think: 

Hint  all  thou  hast  alone,  I  yet  deny, 

Thy  wife  is  common,  or  the  people  lie.        Anon.  1696. 

XXVIL     TO  QiXLTTS. 

Ton  never  invite  me  again,  although  you  frequently  accept 
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my  invitation*.  I  pardon  von,  Qattns,  provided  that  you  do 
not  invite  others.  Bat  others  yon  certainly  do  invite ; — we 
are  both  in  the  wrong.  "How  boP"  you  ask.  I  have  no 
common  sense;  and  you,  Gallua,  no  sense  of  shame. 

I  often  yon,  yon  mee  doe  never  bid, 
"Which  I  oould  pardon  if  none  die  you  did  j 
But  others  yon  invite :— we're  both  to  blame/— 
Myself  for  want  of  witt,  and  yon  of  shame. 

OidMS.lQtkOtnt. 

That  oft  I  thee,  thou  me  dost  never  call 

To  sop.  I  oould  forgive,  if  none  at  all 

Thou  didst  invite :  but,  churl,  thou  dost  afford 

To  other  guests  a  freouent  well-eerved  board. 

We  *re  faulty  both.   In  what,  dost  bid  me  name  ? 

I  for  the  want  of  wit,  and  thou  of  shame.     Anon.  1696. 

XXV  ILL      TO  OT8TOB. 

Yon  wonder  that  Marina*  ear  smells  unpleasantly.   Ton 
are  the  cause  of  this,  Nestor;  yon  whisper  into  it. 
Wonder  you,  Nestor,  Marius*  ear  smells  strong  ? 
Tour  breath  ys  the  cause  j  you  whisper  there  so  long.  Wright, 

Thou  'rt  shoek'd  at  the  bad  smell  from  Marius*  ear: 
Tis  from  the  bad  thou'rt  ever  whispering  there.     Anon. 

IHI.     TO  BATUBW,  OW  ZOHTJS. 

To  thee,  O  Saturn,  Zoflna  dedicates  these  chains  and  these 
double  fetters,  his  first  rings.1 

To  thee,  the  rod,  whom  freedom's  sous  adore, 
Glad  ZoQui  devotes  the  rings  awhile  he  wore. 

JRphmtton. 
zxx.    to  OABGnxunrs. 

The  sportnlftis  no  longer  given;*  von  dine  as  an  ordinary 
guest.*  Tell  me  then,  Gargilianus,  now  do  yon  contrive  to 
Eve  at  Borne?  Whence  cornea  your  paltry  toga,  and  the  rent 
of  your  murky  den?  Whence  the  monev  for  a  bath  among 
the  poor?  orfor  the  fevoure  of  Chioner  You  say  yon  live 

1  This  Zoflus,  whoerer  he  was,  had  been  a  slave,  bufhad  risen  to  the 
dignity  of  a  knight,  when  he  wore  a  gold  ring;  in  allusion  to  which 
Martial  calls  his  fetters  "his  first  rings.9  The  fetters  of  slaves,  on  their 
manumission,  were  dedicated  to  Saturn,  because  he  had  himself  been  put 
in  fetters  by  Jupiter.  See  B.  xL  Ep.  37. 

'SeeEp.7.    *  OratU  ognvba  r#ctaw6u.  Without  rooebing  say  money. 
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in  the  highest  degree  reasonably,  but  you  act  unreasonably, 
in  my  opinion,  in  living  at  all. 

No  money 's  paid,  yet  gratis  eatfst  my  cheer, 

But  when  at  Kome,  Gargilian,  what  dost  there  P 

Whence  hast  thou  house-rent  P  or  whence  hsst  a  coat  P 

How  canst  thou  pay  thy  wench  P  whence  hast  a  groat  P 

Though  with  much  reason  thou  art  said  to  live, 

Yet  how  thou  dost  it  none  can  reason  give.  FUtckmr. 

xzxi.  to  buthtos. 
Yon  have,  I  admit,  many  a  wide  acre  of  land,  and 
many  a  farm  over  which  Aiban  household  gods  preside; 
crowds  of  debtors  to  your  well-filled  money-chest  serve  you 
aa  their  master,  and  golden  tables  support  your  meals.  Do 
not,  however,  Faustinas,  disdain  smaller  people  than  yourself : 
Didymus  had  more  than  you  have ;  Philomelus1  has  more. 

I  own,  in  manors  you  have  large  command ; 

And  rich  in  houses  are,  as  well  as  land : 

You  have  in  mortgages  a  vast  estate: 

Your  table  elegant,  and  served  in  plate. 

Despise  not  your  inferiors  on  this  score : 

More  onoe  had  Verres,  Cheatall  now  hath  more.    Hay. 

I  own,  Sir  Lutestring,  you  've  a  million  clear, 

You  boast  in  lands  ten  thousand  pounds  a  year ; 

Your  various  mortgages  no  chest  can  hold, 

Subscriptions,  loans,  and  South  Sea  stock  untold ; 

You  eat  on  silver,  and  you  drink  in  gold. 

Yet  sneer  not  righteous  patriots,  though  on  foot, 

Nor  grin  at  virtue  in  an  old  surtout. 

Sejanus  claim'd  than  you  a  larger  store 

Bufinus  and  Eutropius,  sir,  had  more, 

And  so  had  Osterman,— but  all  is  o'er. 

Gentleman' t  Mag.  vol.  zii. 

Disdain  not,  Bufus,  all  that  yet  are  poor; 

There's  greater  rogues  than  you,  that  have  much  more. 

Anon.  1696. 
XXXII.      TO  1LLTBXS1X. 

Ton  ask,  Matrinia,  whether  I  can  love  an  old  woman, 
I  can,  even  an  old  woman :  butyou  are  not  an  old  woman ; 
you  are  a  corpse.  I  can  love  a  Hecuba  or  a  Niobe,  Matrinia, 
provided  the  one  has  not  yet  become  a  hound,  or  the  ether  a 
stone. 

*  Names  of  low  people  who  bad  become  rich  at  Rome. 
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Aak  70119  poor  Bell,  if  I  can  lore  the  old  • 

I  can,— but  you  are  absolutely  dead* 

Sad  Niobe.  or  Hecuba  the  scold, 

I  might  have  borne ;  but  nature's  self  had  fled 

From  tender  looks,  and  arms  in  fondness  thrown 

Around  the  railing  bitch  or  weeping  stone.         SedUy* 

HUH.      THB  IDEAL  07  HI8  MIBTRI88. 

I  prefer  a  lady ;  bat  if  such  is  denied  me,  my  next  choice 
would  be  a  freed-woman.  A  slave  is  the  last  resource ;  but 
if  her  beauty  indemnifies  the  want  of  birth,  I  shall  prefer 
her  to  either. 

A  wife  of  high  descent,  I  first  would  wed  $ 

For  want  of  such,  one  freed  should  share  my  bed ; 

A  slave  the  last ;  yet  if  she  noble  be 

Inform,  I  'd  chuse  her  first  of  all  the  three.     Anon,  1695 

TTTTT.     TO  cmovs. 
Why  you  are  at  once  deserving  and  undeserving  of  your 
name,  I  will  tell  you.  You  are  cold,  and  you  are  black.  You 
are  not,  and  you  are,  Chione.1 

To  Chions,  or  Madam  Snow. 
Fit  and  unfit  thy  name  to  thee  doth  show, 
For  black  and  cold  thou  art,  Snow  and  not  Snow. 

Anon.  1095. 

XXXV.      OV  80MB  80T7LPTUBBD  FISH 

Tou  see  those  fish  before  you,  a  beautiful  example  of  the 
sculpture  of  Phidias ;  give  them  water,  and  they  will  swim. 

So  graved  to  th'  life  by  Phidias'  art,  you  'Id  swear 
The  fish  would  swimme,  were  butt  the  water  there. 

Old  MS.  \m  Cent. 

XXXVI.      TO  PABIAKVS. 

Such  attentions  as  you  receive  from  a  new  and  lately  made 
friend,  Fabianua,  you  expect  to  receive  also  from  me.  x  on  ex- 
pect that  I  shoxda  constantly  run  in  dishabille  to  salute  you  at 
the  dawn  of  day,  and  that  your  litter  should  drag  me  through 
the  middle  of  the  mud ;  that,  worn  out,  I  should  follow  you 
at  four  o'clock  or  later  to  the  baths  of  Agrippa,  while  I  my- 
self wash  in  those  of  Titus.    Is  this  my  reward  after  twenty 

1  churn  is  Greek  for 

a 
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winters'  service,  Fabianus,  that  I  am  ever  to  be  in  mj  ap- 
prenticeship to  your  friendship  P  Is  this  what  I  have  gamed, 
Fabianus,  by  my  worn-out  toga,— and  this  too  my  own,— that 
yon  do  not  consider  me  to  have  yet  earned  my  discharge? 

Of  a  new  friend  the  duties  dire, 

Thou,  Fabian,  wouldat  of  me  require : 

Ihat  bristling  I  each  morn  repair, 

To  tend  through  thick  and  thm  thy  chair: 

That  I,  at  ten,  or  later  hour, 

Despising  toil's  and  hunger's  power, 

Convoy  tnee  to  Agrippa's  wave, 

When  I  must  thence  with  Titus  lave. 

Thus,  thirty  winters  at  thy  will ! 

And  must  I  be  thy  novice  still  t 

This  salary  must  I  make  known, 

For  wearing  out  the  gown  my  own  P 

Nor  have  I  length  of  duty  trod, 

To  merit  the  discharging  rod  P  ElphmtUm. 

XXXV II.     TO  HIB  BIOH  TOEHDS. 

My  rich  friends,  you  know  nothing  save  how  to  put  your- 
selves into  a  passion.  It  is  not  a  nice  thing  for  you  to  do, 
but  it  suits  your  purpose.    Do  it. 

Rich  friends  'gainst  poor  to  anger  still  are  prone : 
It  is  not  well,  out  profitably  done.  May. 

XXXVLLL      TO  BEXTUS. 

What  cause  or  what  presumption,  Sextos,  brings  you 
to  Borne  P  what  do  you  expect  or  seek  here  f  T&1  me. 
"I  will  plead  causes,"  you  say,  "more  eloquently  than 
Cicero  himself,  and  in  the  three  forums l  there  shall  be  no 
one  to  equal  me."  Atestinus  pleaded  causes,  and  Civis ;  you 
knew  both  of  them ;  but  neither  made  enough  to  pay  for 
his  lodging.  "If  nothing  is  to  be  gained  from  this  pursuit, 
I  will  write  verses :  when  you  have  heard  them,  you  will  say 
they  are  Virgil's  own."  xou  are  mad ;  all  that  you  see  here 
shivering  in  threadbare  cloaks  are  Ovids  and  Virgus.  "  I  will 
push  my  way  among  the  great."  That  trick  has  found  sup- 
port  for  but  two  or  three  that  have  attempted  it,  while  all  the 
rest  are  pale  with  hunger.    "What  shall  I  doP  advise  me: 

1  The  old  Roman  forum,  that  of  Julius  Cssar,  and  that  of  Augustus* 
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for  I  am  determined  to  live  at  Borne."    If  yon  are  a  good 
man,  Sextos,  you  will  have  to  live  by  chance.1 

To  town  what  cause,  or  rather  what  ill  star, 

Hath  brought  my  friend  P  say  what  your  prospects  are. 

More  eloquent  than  Murray  I  will  be  j 

In  the  four  courts,  not  one  shall  rival  me. 

Some,  whom  we  know,  in  hall  their  time  have  lost : 

Others  have  rid  the  circuit,  and  paid  cost 

If  that  won't  do,  verses  compose  I  will, 

Equal  to  Maro's.    That  is  wilder  stOL 

In  windowM  hose,  and  garments  twice  convey'd, 

Our  Ovids  and  our  Virgils  are  arrayVL 

Then  1 11  attend  the  great    How  few  thrive  by  it! 

The  rest  all  starve  upon  so  thin  a  diet 

Tell  me,  then,  what  to  do :  here  live  I  must 

Ton  yre  a  good  man  3  and  in  the  Lord  must  trust      Hay. 

What  business  or  what  hope  brings  you  to  town, 
Who  canst  not  pimp,  nor  cheat,  nor  swear,  nor  lie  P 

This  place  will  nourish  no  such  idle  drone  $ 
Hence  in  remoter  parts  thy  fortune  try. 

But  thou  hast  courage,  honesty,  and  wit, 
And  one,  or  all  these  three,  will  rive  thee  bread: 

The  malice  of  this  town  thou  knowst  not  yet: 
Wit  is  a  good  diversion,  but  base  trade. 

Cowards  will  for  thy  courage  call  thee  bully, 
Till  all,  like  Thraso's,  thy  acquaintance  shun ! 

Rogues  call  thee  for  thy  honesty  a  cully : 
Yet  this  is  all  thou  hast  to  live  upon. 

Friend,  three  such  virtues  Audley  had  undone : 

Be  wise,  and,  ere  thou  "it  in  the  gaol,  begone. 

Of  all  that  starving  crew  we  saw  to-day, 

None  but  has  kill  *d  his  man,  or  writ  his  play.      Sedby. 

U1II.     TO  TAXJBTTBVB. 

The  one-eyed  Lycoris,  Faustinas,  has  set  her  affections  on 
a  boy  like  the  Trojan  shepherd.  How  well  the  one-eytod 
Lycoriflseee! 

One-eyed  Lyooris*  love 's  more  fair  than  he 

Kept  flocks  on  Ida,    How  the  blind  can  see!     Arum.  1695. 

Since  it  is  only  the  bad  that  make  sure  of  a  living  at  Boom. 

l2 
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xl.    to  thilbbihtjs. 
For  lending  me  one  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  sesterces1 
out  of  the  vast  wealth  which  jour  heavy  chert,  Theleainua» 
contains,  you  imagine  yourself  a  great  friend  to  me.    Yon 
great,  for  lending  r    Say  rather,  I  am  great,  for  repaying. 

For  having  lent,  forsooth,  an  hundred  pound 

From  fiill-eramm'd  chests  and  wealth  that  does  abound, 

Thou  think'st  that  thou  much  greatness  hast  displayed : 

But  that  the  grandeur 's  mine,  it  may  be  said; 

Who,  being  poor,  so  great  a  sum  repaid.       Anon.  1696. 

ILL      OK  A  8CTJLPTT7B1D  LISAJtD. 

The  lizard  wrought  upon  this  Teasel  by  the  hand  of 
Mentor,  is  so  life-lie  that  the  silver  becomes  an  object  of 
terror. 

Mentor  f  th'  ewre  so  lively  graved  a  newts, 
You  M  think  it  breathed,  and  feare  it,  butt  you  knew  'L 

Old  MS.  IG*  dm*. 

The  lisard  wrought  by  Mentor's  hand  bo  rare 

Was  fear'd  f  th'  cup,  as  though  it  living  were.    Wright. 

XLII.      TO  POLLA. 

When  you  try  to  conceal  your  wrinkles,  Folia,  with 
paste  mado  from  beans,  yon  deceive  yourself  not  me.  Let 
a  defect,  which  is  possibly  but  small,  appear  undisguised. 
A  fault  concealed  is  presumed  to  be  great. 

Thou  seek'st  with  lard  to  smooth  thy  wrinkled  skin, 

Bedaub'st  thyself  and  dost  no  lover  win. 

Simple  decays  men  easily  pass  by, 

But,  hid,  suspect  some  great  deformity.         Anm.  1695. 

Leave  off  thy  paint,  perfumes,  an4  youthful  dress, 
And  nature's  failing  honestly  confess ; 
Double  we  see  those  faults  which  art  would  mend, 
Plain  downright  ugliness  would  less  offend.  Arffey. 

ILLIL     TO  UBTtNTJS. 

You  ape  youth,  Lsetinus,  with  your  dyed  hair;  and  you, 
who  were  but  now  a  swan,  are  suddenly  become  a  crow! 
You  will  not  deceive  every  one :  Proserpine  knows  that  you 
are  hoary,  and  will  snatch  the  mask  from  your  head. 

1  About  twelve  hundred  pounds  of  our  money. 
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Lenunus  counterfeits  his  youth 

With  periwigs,  I  trow, 
Bat  art  thou  changed  so  soon,  in  truth, 

From  a  swan  to  a  crow  P 
Thou  canst  not  all  the  world  deceive  : 

Proserpine  knows  thee  gray ; 
And  she  fll  make  bold,  without  your  leave, 

To  take  your  cap  away.  Fletcher. 

Before  a  swan,  behind  a  crow, 

Such  self-deceit  I  ne'er  did  know. 

Ah,  cease  your  arts !  Death  knows  you  're  grey, 

And,  spite  of  all,  will  have  his  way.  Sr  Hoadley. 

Thou,  that  not  a  month  ago 

Wast  white  aa  swan  or  driven  snow, 

Now  blacker  far  than  JEsop's  crow, 

Thanks  to  thy  wig,  set? st  up  for  beau : 

Faith,  Harry,  thou  *rt  i'  the  wrong  box  j 

Old  age  these  vain  endeavours  mocks, 

And  time,  that  knows  thou  'st  hoary  locks, 

Will  pluck  thy  mask  off  with  a  pox.  Tom  Browne. 

xxir.    to  LiGXTBDnrs. 

Do  you  wish  to  know  the  reason,  Ligurinus,  that  no  one 
willingly  meets  you ;  that,  wherever  you  come,  everybody 
takes  flight,  and  a  vast  solitude  is  left  around  70a  P  You 
are  too  much  of  a  poet.  This  is  an  extremely  dangerous 
fault.  The  tigress  aroused  by  the  loss  of  her  whelps,  the 
viper  scorched  by  the  midday  sun,  or  the  ruthless  scorpion, 
are  less  objects  of  terror  than  you.  For  who,  I  ask,  could 
undergo  such  calls  upon  his  patience  as  you  make?  You 
read  your  verses  to  me,  whether  I  am  standing,  or  sitting, 
or  running,  or  about  private  business.  I  fly  to  the  hot  baths, 
there  you  din  my  ears :  I  seek  the  cold  bath,  there  I  cannot 
swim  for  your  noise :  I  hasten  to  dinner,  you  stop  me  on 
my  way ;  I  sit  down  to  dinner,  you  drive  me  from  my  seat : 
wearied,  I  fall  asleep,  you  rouse  me  from  mycouch.  Do  you 
wish  to  see  how  much  evil  you  occasion  P— xou,  a  man  just, 
upright,  and  innocent,  are  an  object  of  fear. 

Tou  come ;  away  flies  every  mother's  son : 
On  Bagshot  Heath  you  can't  be  more  alone. 
If  you  ask,  why,— you  are  bewitch'd  with  rhyme  • 
And  this,  believe  me,  is  a  dangerous  crime. 
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Bobb'd  of  her  whelps,  a  tigress  thus  we  i 

Or  viper  basking  in  the  noon-day  sun : 

Not  more  the  dreadful  scorpion's  sting  we  fear, 

Than  this  inoessant  lugging  by  the  ear. 

Standing  or  sitting,  you  repeat  your  lays : 

On  my  close-stool  I  hear  them  j  in  my  chaise : 

Your  trumpet  on  the  water  strikes  my  ear ; 

I  at  Vauxhall  no  other  music  hear. 

When  dinner  waits,  you  seize  me  by  the  button  | 

At  table  placed,  you  drive  me  from  my  mutton : 

From  a  sweet  nap  you  rouse  me  by  your  song. 

How  much,  by  this,  yourself  and  me  you  wrong ! 

The  man  of  worth,  the  poet,  makes  us  fly ; 

And  by  your  verse  we  lose  your  probity.  Hay, 

Tou  often  wonder  what  the  devil 
Can  make  the  town  so  damn'd  uncivil. 
With  what  indifference  they  treat  you! 
There  *s  not  a  soul  that  cares  to  meet  you. 
Where'er  you  come,  what  consternation  1 
What  universal  desolation ! 
But  for  the  cause — why,  must  you  know  it  P 
Illtellyoi;  "you 're  too  great  a  poet;" 
And  that  *s  a  thing  true  Britons  fear 
More  than  a  tiger  or  a  bear  ; 
Your  man  of  sense,  of  all  God's  curses, 
Dreads  nothing  like  repealing  verses. 

And  really,  Tom,  you  're  past  all  bearing; 
You  'd  tire  a  Dutchman  out  with  hearing. 
One  must  submit : — there  *s  no  contending ; 
You  keep  one  sitting ;  keep  one  standing 
Got  loose,  with  more  than  decent  speed 
I  trudge  away— yet  you  proceed. 

00  where  one  will,  there  's  no  retreat} 
You  're  at  it  still,  repeat,  repeat 

1  fly  to  *  Nando's  "—you  are  there, 
Still  thundering  distichs  in  one's  ear : 
Thence  to  the  park— still  you  're  as  bad; 
The  ladies  think  you  drunk  or  mad: 
"But  come, 't  is  late,  at  three  we  dine;" 
You  stop  one  with  "  a  charming  line ; " 
Now  down  we  ait;  but  lo !  repeating 

Is  greater  joy  to  you  than  eating. 
Quite  tired,  I  nod,  and  try  to  dose  ; 
In  vain— you  've  murderM  all  repose* 

But  prithee,  Tom,  repent  in  time ; 
You  see  the  sad  effect  of  rhyme 
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(And  check  this  humour,  if  you  can) 

That  such  an  honest  worthy  man. 

With  bo  much  sense,  and  such  good  natural 

Should  be  so  terrible  a  creature !         Rev.  1L  Qrmtu. 

That  oousins,  friends,  and  strangers  fly  thee, 

Nay,  thy  own  sister  cant  sit  nigh  thee. 

That  sli  men  thy  acquaintance  shun, 

And  into  holes  and  corners  run, 

lake  Irish  beau  from  English  dun, 

The  reason 's  plain ;  and  if  thou  'dst  know  it, 

Thou  'rt  a  most  dainn'd  repeating  poet 

Not  bailiff  sour'd  with  horrid  beard 

Is  more  in  poor  Alsatia  fear'd, 

Since  the  stern  Parliament  of  late 

Has  striptof  ancient  rights  their  state  j 

Not  tigers  when  their  whelps  are  missing* 

Not  serpents  in  the  sunshine  hissing; 

Not  snake  in  tail  that  carries  rattle; 

Not  fire,  nor  plague,  nor  blood,  nor  battle, 

Is  half  so  dreaded  by  the  throng, 

As  thy  yile  persecuting  tongue. 

If  e'er  the  restless  clack  that 's  in  it 

Gives  thy  head  leare  to  think  a  minute, 

Think  what  a  penance  we  must  bear, 

Thy  dainn'd  impertinence  to  hear. 

Where'er  I  run,  or  stand,  or  sit, 

Thou  still  art  in  th'  repeating  fit : 

Wearied,  I  seek  a  nap  to  take ; 

But  thy  cursed  muse  keeps  me  awake.  # 

At  church  too,  when  the  organ  'a  blowing. 

Thy  louder  pine  is  still  a-going. 

Nor  park  nor  oagnio  'a  from  thee  free ; 

All  places  are  alike  to  thee. 

Learn  wisdom  once,  at  a  friend's  instance, 

From  the  two  fellows  at  St  Dunstan's: 

Make  not  each  man  thou  meetfet  a  martyr; 

But  strike,  like  them,  but  once  a  quarter.      Tom  Brown* 

XLT.      TO  THl  SAMS. 

Whether  Phoebus  fled  from  the  table  and  supper  of  Thy- 
estes,  I  do  not  know:  I  flee  from  yours,  Ligurmus.  It  is 
certainly  a  splendid  one,  and  well  furnished  with  excellent 
dishes,  but  nothing  pleases  me  when  you  recite.  I  do  not 
want  you  to  put  upon  table  turbots  or  a  mullet  of  two  pounds 
weight,  nor  do  I  wish  for  mushrooms  or  oysters ;  what  I 
want  is  jour  silence* 
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Whether  scared  Photos  fled  (my  Ligurine) 
Thyestet9  feast,  I  know  not ;  we  fly  thine : 
Though  that  thy  table  '•  rich  and  nobly  spread, 
Yet  thy  sole  talk  knocks  all  th'  enjoyment  dead. 

Fletcher. 

XLVT.     TO  CAKDIDTTB. 

Ton  demand  from  me,  without  end,  the  attentions  due  from 
a  client.  I  go  not  myself,  but  send  you  my  freed-man.  "  It  is 
not  the  same,"  you  say.  I  will  prove  that  it  is  much  more. 
I  can  scarcely  follow  your  litter,  he  will  carry  it.  If  you 
get  into  a  crowd,  he  will  keep  it  off  with  his  elbow ;  my  sides 
are  weak,  and  unsuited  to  such  labour.  Whatever  state- 
ment you  may  make  in  pleading,  I  should  hold  my  tongue ; 
but  he  will  roar  out  for  you  the  thrice-glorious  "  bravo ! " 
If  you  have  a  dispute  with  any  one,  he  will  heap  abuse  upon 
your  adversary  with  a  stentorian  voice;  modesty  prevents 
me  from  using  strong  language.  "  "Well  then,  will  you  show 
me,"  say  you,  "no  attention  as  my  friend  P  "  Yes,  Candi* 
dus,  every  attention  which  my  freedman  may  be  unable  to 
■how. 

How  often  do  you  ask  me  to  go  down, 

To  aid  your  interest  in  your  borough  town  P 

I  would  do  all  to  serve  you  that  I  can : 

Yet  cannot  go :  but  I  wrti  send  my  man. 

You  say,  't  is  not  the  same  $  I  'II  prove  it  more. 

I  scarce  can  follow  you ;  he  'U  go  before. 

Is  there  a  mob  P  he  11  elbow  folks  away : 

I  am  infirm,  not  used  to  such  rough  play. 

I  can't  repeat  the  popular  things  you  say ; 

He  will  extol  them,  more  than  once  a  day. 

Is  there  a  quarrel?  he  '11  be  very  loud : 

I  am  ashamed  to  bully  in  a  crowd. 

"  What !  will  my  friend  do  nothing,  then  P  *  say  you : 

AH,  that  a  servant  cannot  do,  1 11  do.  Hay. 

XLVTI.     TO  TATTBTTjrUB. 

Yonder,  Faustinus,  where  the  Capene  Gate  drips  with  largo 
drops,1  and  where  the  Almo  cleanses  the  Phrygian  sacrificial 
knives  of  the  Mother  of  the  Gods,  where  the  sacred  meadow 
of  the  Horatii  lies  verdant,  and  where  the  temple  of  the 
Little  Hercules*  swarms  with  many  a  visitor,  Bassua  was 

1  On  account  of  the  aqueducts  and  springs  near  it.    Jut.  iii.  11. 
1  Either  Hercules  worshipped  as  a  boy,  or  in  allusion  to  the  amallnesf 
of  the  temple 
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taking  his  waj  in  a  well-packed  chariot,  carrying  with  him 
all  the  riches  ot  a  favoured  country  spot.  There  70a  might 
hare  seen  cabbages  with  noble  hearts,  and  both  kinds  of  leeks,1 
dwarf  lettuces,  and  beet-roots  not  unserviceable  to  the  tor- 
id  stomach.  There  also  yon  might  have  seen  an  osier  ring, 
g  with  fat  thrashes ;  a  hare,  pierced  by  the  fangs  of  a 
Gallic  hound ;  and  a  sucking-pig,  that  had  never  yet  crush- 
ed  bean.  Nor  did  the  running  footman  go  idly  before  the 
carriage,  but  bore  eggs  safely  wrapped  in  hay.  Was  Bassos 
going  to  town  P  No ;  he  was  going  to  his  country-seat.* 

Where  the  Capenian  gate  her  pool  extends, 
Where  to  the  Phrygian  parent  Almo  bends  j 
Where  the  Horatians  verdure  still  the  spot  j 
Where  puny  Hercules's  fane  is  hot  j 
Poor  Bassus  drove  his  team,  but  sanjr  no  song j 
Lugging  the  struggling  stores  of  the  olest  land  along. 

There  ooleworts  might  you  see  of  noblest  shoot ; 
There  might  admire  each  lettuce,  leek,  and  root; 
But,  above  all,  the  dedbstructive  beet ; 
Here  a  rich  frail  of  fatted  thrushes  greet; 
And  here  a  hare,  the  cruel  hounds  could  crunch  j 
With  a  bow's  unwean'd  babe,  that  bean  could  never  munch. 

Before  the  car,  behold  no  idler  stray : 
Yet  one  preceded,  stuffing  eggs  in  hay. 
Was  Bassus  winding  his  glad  way  to  town  P 
No :  winding  his  glad  way  to  his  dear  villa  down. 

EJphmtto*. 
XLvm.    TO  OLU8. 

Olns  built  a  poor  man's  cot,8  and  sold  his  farms.  Olus  now 
inhabits  the  poor  man's  cot. 

Noble  Olus  constructed  a  poor  man's  retreat  $ 

Tho*  his  lands  all  he  sold,  ne  possesses  a  seat  JSlphinston. 

ZLIX.    TO  A  HOST. 

You  mix  Veientan  wine  for  me,  while  von  yourself  drink 
Mafcsic.  I  would  rather  smell  the  cups  which  you  present  me, 
than  drink  of  them, 

1  Leeks  and  onions  are  meant 

1  Bassus  is  ridiculed  for  the  unproductiveness  of  his  grounds,  to  which 
he  carried  supplies  from  the  city. 

9  A  uncy  cottage,  or  smaller  house  of  reception,  such  as  great  men  built 
for  their  dependents,  or  others,  whom  they  did  not  wish  to  admit  inn 
their  1 


1M 


Yon  Msssiok  drink,  Veientan  give  to  me. 

I  need  not  taste;  the  smeU  doth  satisfie.        Wright. 


l.   to  Liaxnuanxs. 

The  reason  you  ask  us  to  dinner,  Ligurinua,  is  no  other 
than  this,  that  70a  may  recite  your  verses.  I  have  just 
put  off  my  shoes,1  when  forthwith  in  comes  an  immense 
volume  among  the  lettuces  and  sharp- sauce.  Another  is 
handed,  while  the  first  course  is  lingering  on  the  table: 
then  comes  a  third,  before  even  the  second  course  is  served. 
During  a  fourth  course  you  recite ;  and  again  during  a  fifth. 
Why,  a  boar,  if  so  often  placed  upon  table,  is  unsavoury. 
If  you  do  not  hand  over  your  accursed  poems  to  the  mackerel- 
sellers,  Ligurinus,  you  will  soon  dine  alone. 

The  single  cause  why  you  invite, 

Is  that  your  works  you  may  recite. 

I  hardly  had  my  slippers  dropp*d, 

Nor  dream*d  the  entertainment  stopp'd, 

When,  mid  the  lettuoes  and  salad, 

Is  usher'd  in  a  bloody  ballad. 

Then,lo!  another  hunch  of  lays, 

While  yet  the  primal  service  stays. 

Another,  ere  the  second  course  j 

A  third,  and  fourth,  and  fifth  you  fores. 

The  boar,  beroasted  now  to  rags, 

Appears  in  vain :  the  stomach  flags. 

The  labours,  that  destroy  each  dish, 

Were  useful  coats  for  frying  fish. 

Affirm,  my  Bard,  this  dire  decree : 

Else  you  shall  sup  alone  for  me.  Elpkmdmu 

LI.     TO   GAiUu 

When  I  praise  your  face,  when  I  admire  your  limbs  and 

hands,  you  tell  me,  Oalla,,"In  nature's  garments  I  shall 

please  you  still  better."  Yet  you  always  avoid  the  same  baths 

with  myself.   Do  you  fear,  Galla,  that  I  shall  not  please  you  P 

When,  Galls,  thy  nice,  hands,  and  legs  I  admire, 

Thou  say'st :  "  I,  when  naked,  more  pleasing  shall  be." 
Yet  one  common  bath  I  full  vainly  require : 
Dost  fear  that  I  shall  not  be  pleasing  to  thee  P  Etphintton. 

lh.  to  TOKemAinrs. 
You  liad  purchased  a  house,  TongQianus,  for  two  hundred 
1  In  order  to  lie  dowr.  on  the  dining -couch. 
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thousand  sesterces ;  and  a  calamity  but  too  frequent  in  this 
city  destroyed  it  Contributions  poured  in  to  the  amount 
of  a  million  sesterces.  May  you  not,  I  ask,  be  suspected  of 
baring  set  fire  to  your  own  house,  Tongilianus  ? 

Two  hundred  pound  thy  house,  Tongilian,  cost, 
Which  was  by  fire— a  chance  too  frequent!— lost 
Ten  times  as  much  in  lieu  was  gathered  thee. 
Didst  thou  not  burne  thy  house  in  pollide  ?       May. 

LIU.     TO  CHLOI. 

I  could  do  without  your  face,  and  your  neck,  and  your 
hands,  and  your  limbs,  and  your  bosom,  and  other  of  your 
charms.  Indeed,  not  to  fatigue  myself  with  enumerating 
each  of  them,  I  could  do  without  you,  Chloe,  altogether. 

I  could  resign  that  eye  of  blue, 
However  its  splendour  used  to  thrill  me ; 

And  eVn  that  cheek  of  roseate  hue — 
To  lose  it  Chloe,  scarce  would  kill  me. 

That  snowy  neck  I  ne'er  should  miss, 

However  much  I  Nre  rayed  about  it; 
And  sweetly  as  that  lip  can  kiss, 

I  think  I  could  exist  without  it 

In  short,  bo  well  Fve  learn'd  to  fast 
That  sooth,  my  love,  I  know  not  whether 

I  might  not  bring  myself  at  last 
—To  do  without  you  altogether.       Moor* 

Liy.     TO   GiXLA* 

Seeing  that  I  cannot  give  you,  Galla,  what  you  ask  of  me 
as  the  price  of  your  favours,  it  would  be  much  mere  simple. 
Galla,  to  say  No  at  once. 

As  you  well  know  your  price  I  cannot  pay, 

T  were  much  more  simple  No,  at  once,  to  say.  W.  S.  B. 

Ly.  TO  OBLL1A. 
Wherever  you  come,  GeHia,  we  think  that  Cosmus  has  mi- 
grated, and  that  his  bottles  are  broken,  and  his  perfumes 
flowing  about.  I  would  not  have  you  delight  in  outlandish 
superfluities.  You  know,  I  suppose,  that  in  this  manner  my 
dog  might  be  made  to  spell  agreeably. 

*  A  celebrated  perfumer,  mentioned  B.  i.  Ep.  88,  and  elsewhere. 
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That  shops  of  odours  seem  with  thee  to  go, 
And  rich  perfumes  thou  dost  around  thee  throw, 
Think  not  this  much ;  t  is  not  thy  natural  smeU, 
A  dog,  like  thee  embalm'd,  would  scent  as  welL 

Anon.  169$. 

LYI.    OK  BAVSNNA. 

At  Ravenna,  I  would  rather  hare  a  cistern  than  a  vineyard, 
as  I  could  sell  water  there  for  much  more  than  wine. 

Lodged  at  Ravenna,  water  sells  so  dear, 

A  cistern  to  a  vineyard  I  prefer.  Addison. 

LVTI.  ON  AN  INNKEEPER  AT  BATXNNA. 

A  crafty  innkeeper  at  Ravenna  lately  cheated  me.  I  asked 
him  for  wine  and  water ;  he  sold  me  pure  wine. 

By  a  Ravenna  vintner  once  betraVd, 
So  much  for  wine  and  water  mix'd  I  paid ; 
But  when  I  thought  the  purchased  liquor  mine, 
The  rascal  fobb'd  me  off  with  only  wine.  AddUon, 

A  landlord  of  Bath  put  upon  me  a  queer  km : 
1 ask'd  him  for  punch,  and  the  dog  gave  me  mere  mm.1 

T*  Warton* 

LVTU.      TO  BAB8T7B,  ON  THE  OOUNTBY-HOUSE  OT- 
E AUSTIN  US. 

Our  friend  Faustinus's  Baian  farm,  Bassus,  does  not 
occupy  an  ungrateful  expanse  of  broad  land,  laid  out  with 
useless  myrtle  groves,  sterile  plane-trees,  and  clipped  box- 
rows,  but  rejoices  in  a  real  unsophisticated  country  scene. 
Here  close-pressed  heaps  of  corn  are  crammed  into  every 
corner,  and  many  a  cask  is  redolent  with  wine  of  old  vint- 
ages. Here,  after  November,  when  winter  is  at  hand,  the 
rough  vine-dresser  brings  in  the  ripened  grapes;  the  sa- 
vage bulls  bellow  in  the  deep  valley,  and  the  steer,  with 
forehead  still  unarmed,  yearns  for  the  fight  The  whole 
muster  of  the  farmyard  roams  at  large,  the  screaming  goose, 
the  spangled  peacock,  the  bird  which  derives  its  name  from 
its  red  wings,*  the  spotted  partridge,  the  speckled  fowls  of 
Numidia,  and  the  pheasants  of  the  impious  Colchiani  •  the 

1  A  play  on  the  original: 

Callidus  imposuit  miper  mini  copo  Karens* ; 

Cum  peterem  mixtum,  rendidit  ill©  t 
1  The  phcenicopteros,  or  nanungo. 
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proud  cockfl  caress  tbeir  Bhodian  mates,  and  the  turrets 
resound  with  the  murmur  of  pigeons.  On  this  side  mourns 
the  ringdove,  on  that  the  wax-coloured  turtle-dove;  the  greedy- 
swine  follow  the  apron  of  the  bailiff's  wife,  and  the  tender 
lamb  bleats  after  its  well-filled  mother.  Young  house-bred 
slaves,  sleek  as  milk,  surround  the  cheerful  fire,  and  piles 
of  wood  blaze  near  the  joyous  Lares.  The  steward  does  not, 
through  inactivity,  grow  pale  with  enervating  ease,  nor 
waste  oil  in  anointing  himself  for  wrestling,1  but  sets  crafty 
nets  for  greedy  thrushes,  or  draws  up  fish  captured  with  the 
tremulous  line,  or  brings  home  deer  caught  in  the  hunter's 
toils.  The  productive  garden  amuses  the  well-pleased  towns- 
men,* and  long-haired  children,  freed  from  the  rule  of  their 
instructor,  delight  to  obey  the  farm-bailing  and  even  the 
effeminate  eunuch  finds  enjoyment  in  working.  Nor  does  the 
rustic  come  empty-handed  to  pay  his  respects;  he  brings  with 
him  white  honey  in  its  waxen  cells,  and  the  conical  cheese 
from  the  forest  of  Sassina.  This  one  offers  the  sleepy  dor- 
mouse, that  the  bleating  young  of  the  hairy  she-goat;  another, 
the  capon  debarred  from  loving.  TaU  maidens,  daughters  of 
honest  husbandmen,  bring  then?  mothers'  presents  in  baskets 
of  osiers.  Work  being  over,  the  cheerful  neighbourhood  is 
invited  in;  nor  does  a  stinted  table  reserve  its  dainties  for  the 
m  orrow,  but  every  one  eats  his  fill,  and  the  well-fed  attendant 
has  no  cause  to  envy  the  reeling  guest.  But  you,  Bassus, 
possess  in  the  suburbs  of  the  city  a  splendid  mansion,  where 
your  visitor  is  starved,  and  where,  from  lofty  towers,  you  look 
over  mere  laurels  secure  in  a  garden  where  Priapus  need 
fear  no  thief.  You  feed  vour  vinedresser  on  corn  which  you 
have  bought  in  town,  and  carry  idly  to  your  ornamental  farm 
vegetables,  eggs,  chickens,  fruits,  cheese,  and  wine.  Should 
your  dwelling  De  called  a  country-house,  or  a  town-house  out 
of  town? 

At  my  Faustinas*  ooantry-house  there  growes 

No  equal  ranked  shady  myrtle  rowes, 

Or  barren  plane-trees  j  no  boxe-hedges  there 

Cat  into  various  figures  doe  appeare 

To  please  the  eye,  engrossing  a  large  field, 

Ana  nought  but  an  unfruitful  prospect  yield, 

1  He  employs  himself  in  mete  profitable  occupations.    P*rder*  ctnm 
0t  operam,  says  the  adage.  *  Who  come  to  Tisit  the  place. 
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But  more  delights  in  the  true  country's  drees. 

In  wilder  forms  affording  rich  increase. 

The  barnes  and  garners  there  with  come  are  filPds 

And  fragrant  wines  the  spacious  cellars  yield ; 

There  (vintage  past)  when  winter  days  begin, 

The  rough  vine-dresser  latter  grapes  brings  in; 

Fierce  bulls  low  in  the  Tales,  and  there  delight 

The  wanton  calves  with  budding  homes  to  fright 

The  yard  all  sorts  of  poultry  there  mayntaynes  j 

Shrill  geese,  and  peacocks  with  their  starry  traynesj 

The  crimson  and  Numidian  birds  there  nest, 

Pheasant,  and  partridge  with  his  speckled  breast ; 

The  lustfull  cocks  the  Khodian  henns  there  tread, 

With  moaning  doves  the  house-topp  's  covered ; 

The  ring-doves  in  their  mournfull  notes  complayne, 

Which  the  soft  turtles  echo  back  againe; 

The  gruntling  swine  follow  the  house-wife's  feete, 

The  tender  lambes  for  their  dam's  team  doe  bleate  j 

The  milk-fedd  clownes  begird  the  shining  hearth, 

And,  warm'd  with  the  huge  loggs,  begin  their  mirth. 

The  caterer,  nott  with  ease  languishing, 

Butt,  with  his  paynefafl  swett,  the  cates  brings  in  j 

For  greedy  thrushes  with  spredd  netts  hee  waytes  > 

Or  angling  taketh  fishes  with  his  baytes ; 

Or  deere  caught  in  the  toyles  he  bringeth  home. 

The  merry  maydes  supply  the  gardners  roome. 

The  nicer  pages  here  without  command 

Delight  in  country-worke  to  have  their  hand, 

And  the  neate  chamberlayne  putts  in  his  too. 

No  farmer  there  doth  empty-handed  goe 

To  visit  you. — One  honny  in  the  combe, 

Another  curds  and  creame  from  his  owne  home 

By  th'  next  wood's  side ;  some  sleepy  dormice  give, 

A  kidd,  or  capons  forced  chaste  to  live ; 

And  with  their  baskets  the  plumpe  girles  are  sent 

Their  mothers' gifts  and  service  to  present. 

Harvest  being  done,  neighbours  invited,  there 

No  dish  reserved  is  for  next  daye's  fare; 

All  eate  their  fill ;  nor  does  the  wavter  curse 

The  full-fedd,  well-drench'd  guest,  'cause  hee  has  worse. 

You  your  neate  hungry  suburb*  house  may  prayse, 

From  your  balconies  viewing  naught  butt  bayes  j 

Tou  no  Priapus  neede  there  to  preserve 

Your  fruite :  your  gardein  would  your  gardner  sterve. 

When  from  the  oitjr  thither  you  retreate, 

Yon  must  bringe  with  you  (u  you  mesne  to  earn) 
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Your  saHades,  poultry,  fruites,  cheese,  and  your  wine, 
Else  on  your  {Minted  viands  you  must  dine. 
Is  this  that  thing  your  country-house  you  call  P 
No.  Tb  your  cyty-house  without  the  wall 

Old  MS.  16th  Cent0 

LTX     OK  A  OOBBLBB  AJSTD  A  DTXB. 

A  paltry  cobbler,  O  elegant  Bononia,  has  exhibited  to  thee 
a  show  01  gladiators;  a  dyer  has  done  the  same  to  Mutina. 
Now  where  will  the  innkeeper  exhibit  P l 

On  the  Cobbler  and  Fuller  ;  To  the  Vintner. 
Thee,  Bononia,  thy  mender ;  thee,  Mutina,  Scrub 
Gave  a  boon :  where  shalt  thou  give  one,  gra] 


LX.     TO  POHTIOTrB. 

Seeing  that  I  am  invited  to  dinner,  and  am  no  longer,  aa 
before,  to  be  bought,1  why  is  not  the  same  dinner  given  to  me, 
aa  to  you  P  Yon  partake  of  oysters  fattened  in  the  Lncrine 
lake;  I  tear  my  lips  in  sucking  at  a  limpet.  Before  yon  are 
placed  splendid  mushrooms;  1  help  myself  to  such  as  are  fit 
only  for  punk.  Yon  are  provided  with  a  turbot;  I  with  a 
sparulus.*  The  golden  turtle-dove  fills  your  stomach  with  its 
over-fattened  body;  a  magpie  which  died  in  its  cage  is  set 
before  me.  Why  do  I  dine  without  you,  Ponticus,  when  I 
dine  with  you  P  Let  it  be  of  some  profit  to  me  that  the  spot* 
tula  exists  no  longer ;  let  us  eat  of  the  same  dishes. 

Me,  as  a  friend,  to  supper  you  invite : 

Why  have  we  then  our  supper  different  quite  P 

Colchester  oysters  you,  and  mussels  I P 

Yours  perigord,  and  mine  a  mutton  pie  P 

I  have  no  rarities,  you  eat  them  uu : 

Strange !  I  should  with  you  and  without  you  sup ! 

Came  I,  to  see  the  king  at  table,  hither  P 

If  we  must  eat,  pray  let  us  eat  together.  Hap 

LXI.      TO   CIKNA. 

Whatever  favour  you  ask,  presuming  Cinna,  you  call 
nothing :  if  you  ask  for  nothing,  Cinna,  I  refuse  you  nothing. 

•  For  other  vernons  or  translations  of  this  Epigram  see  Pope,  in 
Guardian,  173,  The  Connoisseur,  33,  and  Ben  Joneon,  in  his  Penahurst, 

1  An  expression  of  indignation  that  low  characters  should  gire  shows 
to  the  populace.    See  Bp.  16.  *  An  allusion  to  the  abolition  of  the 

sportula;  Ep.  7.  *  Sparuku,  some  unknown  kind  of  fish.    Some 

think  U  the  bream.  See  Plin.  H.  N.  xxxii.  U ;  Cels.ii.18;  Ov.  Hal  106. 
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Wbate'er  you  ask,  tis  nothing,  stall  yon  cry : 

If  nothing,  Onna,  nothing  I  IT  deny.  Wright 

Tis  a  mere  nothing  that  yon  ask,  you  cry : 

If  yon  ask  nothing,  nothing  I  deny.  Hay. 

lxxl    to  Qunmrs. 

Because  you  purchase  slaves  at  a  hundred  and  often  two 
hundred  thousand  sesterces ;  because  you  drink  wines  stored 
in  the  reign  of  Numa ;  because  your  not  over-large  stock 
of  furniture  cost  you  a  million ;  because  a  pound  weight  01 
wrought  silver  costs  you  five  thousand;  because  a  golden 
chariot  becomes  yours  at  the  price  of  a  whole  farm ;  because 
your  mule  cost  you  more  than  the  value  of  a  house  j— -do  you 
imagine  that  such  expenses  are  the  proof  of  a  great  mind, 
Quintus?  You  are  mistaken,  Quintus;  they  are  the  extra- 
vagances of  a  small  mind. 

Upon  rich  liveries  no  expense  you  spare 
Your  Rhenish  older  than  the  first  French  war  ; 
Your  little  cabinet  cost  hundreds  three, 
And  full  as  much  your  little  carved  settee ; 
Your  gilded  coach  a  moderate  estate ; 
More  than  a  house  your  pad  is  valued  at 
Think  you  you  show  a  soul  by  this  expense  P 
A  little  one  it  is,  and  void  of  sense.  Hay. 

Milo,  forbear  to  call  him  blest 

That  only  boasts  a  large  estate, 
Should  all  the  treasures  of  the  East 

Meet,  and  conspire  to  make  him  great  *  *  * 
Let  a  broad  stream  with  golden  sands 

Through  all  his  meadows  roll, 
He 's  but  a  wretch,  with  all  his  lands, 
That  wears  a  narrow  souL  Dr  Wattt. 

inn.  TO  OOTILTTS. 
Cotilus,  you  are  a  beau;  so  say  many,  Cotilus,  I  hear; 
but  tell  me,  what  is  a  beau  P  "A  beau  is  one  who  arranges 
his  curled  locks  gracefully,  who  ever  smells  of  balm,  and 
cinnamon ;  who  hums  the  songs  of  the  Nile,  and  Cadis ;  who 
throws  his  sleek  arms  into  various  attitudes ;  who  idles  away 
the  whole  day  among  the  chairs  of  the  ladies,  and  is  ever 
whispering  into  some  one's  ear ;  who  reads  little  billets-doux 
from  this  quarter  and  that,  and  writes  them  in  return ;  who 
avoids  ruffling  his  dress  by  contact  with  his  neighbour's 
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sleeve ;  who  knows  with  whom  everybody  is  in  love ;  who 
flutters  from  feast  to  feast;  who  can  recount  exactly  the  pe- 
digree of  Hirpinus."  *  What  do  you  tell  me  P  is  this  a  beau, 
CotQus  P  Then  a  beau,  Cotilus,  is  a  very  trifling  thing. 

Ob !  Jemmy,  you're  a  beau !  Not  I  alone 

Say  this,  but  His  the  talk  of  all  the  town. 

Prvthee  be  free,  and  to  thy  Mend  impart 

What  is  a  beau.  Ay,  sir,  with  all  my  heart 

He 's  one  who  nicely  curls  and  combs  his  hair, 

And  visits  Sedgwick  monthly  all  the  year  j 

Sings  bawdy  songs  and  hums  them,  as  alone 

Flaunting  he  walks  through  the  admiring  throng ; 

All  the  day  long  sits  with  the  charming  lair, 

And  whispers  pretty  stories  in  their  ear ; 

Writes  billets-doux,  shuns  all  men  as  he  goes, 

Lest  their  unhallow'd  touch  should  daub  his  clothes  ; 

He  knows  your  mishap ;  nay,  at  every  feast 

Hell  tell  the  pedigree  of  every  guest 

Is  this  a  beau  r  Faith,  Jemmy,  111  be  plain, 

A  beau 's  a  bawble,  destitute  of  brain.  Tom  Brwom. 

They  tell  me,  CotQus,  that  you  're  a  beau : 

What  this  is,  Cotilus,  I  wish  to  know. 

"A  beau  is  one  who,  with  the  nicest  care, 

In  parted  locks  divides  his  curling  hair ; 

One  who  with  balm  and  cinnamon  smells  sweet, 

Whose  humming  lips  some  Spanish  air  repeat ; 

Whose  naked  arms  are  smooth'd  with  pumice-stone, 

And  toss*d  about  with  graces  all  his  own : 

A  beau  is  one  who  takes  his  constant  seat, 

From  morn  to  evening,  where  the  ladies  meet ; 

And  ever,  on  some  sola  hovering  near, 

Whispers  some  nothing  in  some  fair  one's  ear ; 

Who  scribbles  thousand  billets-doux  a  day  ; 

Still  reads  and  scribbles,  reads,  and  sends  away : 

A  beau  is  one  who  shrinks,  if  nearly  press'd 

By  die  coarse  garment  of  a  neighbour  guest ; 

Who  knows  who  flirts  with  whom,  and  still  is  found 

At  each  good  table  in  successive  round : 

A  bean  is  one— none  better  knows  than  he 

A  race-horse,  and  his  noble  pedigree  " — 

Indeed  P    Why,  Cotilus,  if  this  be  so, 

What  teasing  trifling  thing  is  calFd  a  beau!  EtUm. 

1  The  name  of  a  hone  famsus  in  the  chariot-races.    Juvenal,  viii.  62. 
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lut.  to  gaasiaots. 
The  Sirens,  those  seductive  destroyers  of  mariners  with 
their  deceitful  blandishments  and  fetal  caresses,  whom,  once 
listened  to,  nobody  had  before  been  able  to  quit,  the  crafty 
Ulysses  is  said  to  have  escaped.  Nor  do  I  wonder  at  it ;  bat 
I  should  have  wondered,  Cassianus,  had  he  escaped  from 
Oanius, 1  when  reciting  his  verses. 

The  seamen's  merry  ruin,  killing  joy, 
The  syrens,  who  with  melody  destroy, 
That  sly  Ulysses  had  the  power  to  leave, 
When  all  besides,  with  charms,  they  did  deceive, 
I  wonder  not :  but  this  I  should  admire, 
From  Camus'  fetfring  tongue  could  he  retire. 

Anon.  1695. 
LIT.      TO  DUJNTHEOTB. 

The  perfume,  which  is  exhaled  by  the  apple  bitten  by  a 
young  damsel;  by  the  zephyr  that  passes  over  the  saffron-fields 
of  Gorycia ;  by  the  vine,  when  it  flowers  white  with  its  first 
clusters ;  by  grass  just  cropped  by  the  sheep ;  by  the  myrtle ; 
by  the  Arabian  spice-gatherer;  by  amber  rubbed  with  the 
hand ;  by  the  fire  pale  with  eastern  frankincense ;  by  the 
turf  lightly  sprinkled  with  summer  showers ;  by  the  chaplet 
resting  loosely  on  locks  dripping  with  nard :  all  this  fra- 
grance, cruel  Diadumenus,  is  combined  in  your  kisses. 
What  would  it  not  be,  were  you  to  grant  them  without 
grudging  P 

As  anples  smell  bitt  by  a  young  girle's  tooth, 

Or  winde  past  o'er  a  field  of  saffron  doth ; 

As  flowery  vines  when  their  first  budds  forth  peepe, 

Or  fragrant  grass  new  cropt  by  tender  sheepe ; 

As  myrtle  or  the  Arabian  mowers  scent; 

Chaft  gums,  or  fumes  which  spices  burnt  present : 

As  furrows  gently  sprinkled  with  heat  showers, 

As  looks  oyted  with  nard  and  crown' d  with  flowers  : 

So  smell  thy  halMipp'd  kisses,  cruell  fayre ; 

If  freely  giyn  how  sweeter  much  they  were ! 

Old  MS.  IGth  Ckni. 

LXVT.      01T  1CAEK  A1TTOHT  AKD  POTHIKUS. 

Antony  was  guilty  of  a  crime  similar  to  that  committed  by 
Pothinus ;  either  sword  cut  off  a  sacred  head.    The  one,  thy 

1  See  B.  I.  Ep.  70. 
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head,  O  Borne,  when  thou  wast  celebrating  with  joy  laurelled 
triumphs ;  the  other,  when  thou  wast  displaying  thy  elo- 
quence. Tet  the  case  of  Antony  is  worse  than  that  of 
Pothinus;  Pothinus  did  the  deed  for  his  master,  Antony 
for  himself.1 

Alike  mat  Pompey  and  sage  Tolly  bled; 

Seven!  alike  each  venerable  head j 

Borne  on  mat  head  her  iaurelTd  triumphs  saw  ; 

Heard  her  free  voice  from  this  enforce  her  law. 

Ton,  Antony,  Pothinus  have  outdone ; 

Hit  was  his  master's  crime ;  but  yours  your  own.     Hay. 

LXVTL     TO  SOU  JJLZT  BATLOBS. 

Ton  are  loitering,  sailors,  and  know  nothing  of  your  busi- 
ness, more  sluggish  than  Yaternus  and  Banna;1  through 
whose  sleepy  waters  while  you  take  your  way,  you  just  dip 
your  idle  oars  to  measured  time.  Already  rhaeton  is  de- 
scending, and  JEthon*  is  perspiring;  the  day  has  reached  its 
greatest  heat,  and  noon  unyokes  the  tired  horses  of  the  hus- 
bandman. But  you,  floating  negligently  on  the  unrippled 
waters,  enjoy  your  leisure  in  a  safe  bark.  You  are  net 
sailors,  1  consider,  but  Argonauts.4 

Why,  my  lads,  more  sluggish  go, 

Than  Vetrenus  or  the  Po  P 

think  ye  thro'  their  still  ye  steer, 

Drawling  oars,  to  wait  the  cheer  F 

Phaeton  begins  to  fire : 

J£thon,lo!  in  full  perspire. 

Now  the  noontide  hour  proceeds 

To  repose  the  panting  steeds. 

Ye,  serene  upon  the  wave, 

Sun,  and  wind,  and  water  brave. 

No  mere  navigators  now, 

Ta  are  Argonauts,  I  vow.  ElphmtiUm. 

LXVlll.     TO  THB  MODEST  ICATBOIT. 

Thus  fir  this  book  is  written  entirely  for  you,  chaste  ma- 

1  Mark  Antony  pot  CSoero  to  death  to  gratify  his  own  revenge ;  Pothinus 
pewoaded  Ptolemy  to  have  Pompey  put  to  death  for  the  benefit  of  Csxar. 

*  Small  riven  m  GaDia  Togata,  where  Martial  was  residing. 

•  One  of  the  son's  hones. 

4  An  mrtrantlittbto  pan  on  the  word  Argonauts,  which  Martia.  fan- 
dr^MCompoiinds  of  the  Greek  words  bfrfk*  "slow,"  and  valmn,  Ma 
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tron.  Do  you  ask  for  whom  the  sequel  is  written  P  For  my* 
self.  The  gymnasium,  the  warm  baths,  the  race-course, 
are  here;  you  must  retire.  We  lay  aside  oar  garments; 
spare  yourself  the  sight  of  us  in  that  state.  Here  at  last, 
alter  her  wine  and  crowns  of  roses,  Terpsichore  is  intoxicated, 
and,  laying  aside  all  restraint,  knows  not  what  she  says.  She 
names  no  longer  in  doubtful  guise,  but  openly,  that  deity  * 
whom  triumphant  Venus  welcomes  to  her  temple  in  the  sixth 
month  of  the  year;  whom  the  bailiff  stations  as  protector 
in  the  midst  of  his  garden,  and  at  whom  all  modest  maidens 
gaze  with  hand  before  the  face.  If  I  know  you  well,  you 
were  laying  down  the  long  book  from  weariness ;  now  you 
will  read  diligently  to  the  end. 

To  thee,  grave  matron,  hitherto  my  book 

I  write.   Towards  whom,  dost  ask,  the  rest  doth  look  ? 

Myself  the  race,  the  baths ;  retire  thou  then, 

We  strip,  forbear  to  look  on  naked  men. 

Well-soaked,  Terpsichore  weighs  not  what  she  says ; 

Niceness  *mon^  caps  and  roses  down  she  lays ; 

And  though,  without  disguise,  she  plainly  names,    1 

In  broadest  terms,  what  yearly  Roman  dames  > 

To  Venus  offer,  cares  not  who  her  blames :  ) 

T  is  that,  I  mean,  our  hinds  in  gardens  place, 

And  maids  peep  at,  with  hands  before  their  face. 

If  now  I  know  thee,  though  my  book  before 

Tired  thee,  thou  It  eager  be  to  read  it  o'er;      Anoru  1696. 

LXEC     TO  COBOOKTUB. 

Inasmuch  as  you  write  all  your  epigrams  in  chaste  words, 
and  ribaldry  is  nowhere  to  be  found  in  your  verses,  I  admire 
you,  I  praise  you ;  no  human  being  is  more  pure  than  your* 
self.  But  no  page  of  mine  is  without  freedoms  of  language. 
Mine,  then,  let  sportive  youths,  easy  'damsels,  and  the  old 
man  who  is  tortured  by  his  mistress,  read.  But  your  respect- 
able and  immaculate  writings,  Cosconius,  must  be  read  only 
by  children  and  virgins. 

That  all  thy  epigrams  thou  dost  indite 
In  cleanest  terms,  nor  one  broad  word  dost  write, 
I  praise,  admire ;  how  chaste  alone  thou  art! 
Such  crimes  my  pages  show  in  every  part; 

1  Priapns. 
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The  which  the  waggish  youth  and  maids  approve, 
The  older,  too,  who  feel  the  sting  of  lore. 
Bat  yet,  I  mast  confess,  thy  holy  verse 
Desarves  much  more  with  children  to  converse. 

Anon.  1695. 

LXL     TO  B0MVI8VB. 

Yon,  Scamnus,  who  were  recently  the  husband  of  Aufidia, 
are  now  her  gallant;  while  he  who  was  your  rival  is  now  her 
husband.  Why  should  you  take  pleasure  in  her,  as  the  wife 
of  your  neighbour,  who,  as  your  own  wife,  gave  you  no  plea* 
sure  P  Is  it  that  obstacles  alone  inspire  you  with  ardour  P 

Aufidia's  now  gallant,  who  wast  her  lord ! 

Her  lord  thy  rival,  once  again  abhorr*d ! 

Why  like  another's,  nor  thine  own  endure  P 

Canst  feel  no  fervour,  where  thou  art  secure  P 

Elphmtton. 

T.TTT.     TO  HJffVOLUB. 

Your  slave,  Nssvolus,  is  suffering  from  a  disgraceful  dis- 
ease; yourself  from  one  analogous  to  it.  I  am  no  sorcerer, 
but  I  (now  what  you  are  about. 

lxxh.    to  sAvmjL. 
Vis  fntui,  nee  vis  mecum,  Saufeia,  lavari : 

Neseio  quod  magnum  suspicor  esse  ne&s. 
Aut  tibi  pannos»  dependent  pectore  mammae, 

Aut  sulcoe  uteri  prodere  nuda  times ; 
Aut  infinite  lacerum  patet  inguen  hiatu, 

Aut  abquid  cunni  prominet  ore  tui. 
Sed  nihil  est  horum,  credo,  pulcherrima  nuda  es. 

Si  verum  est,  vitium  pejus  habes ;  fatua  es. 

To,  o  SaufeQa,  vuoi  essere  immembrata,  ne  vuoi  lavarti  'meco. 
Non  so,  ma  sospetto  qualche  gran  difetto :  o  che  le  mamme  ti  pen- 
dono  rugose  dal  petto,  o  che  tend  di  lasciar  vedere  i  solchi  del  tuo 
ventre:  o  che  la  Jaeera  tna  ninfa  si  vede  nella  smisurata  tua  aper- 
tura:  o  qualche  attza  cosa  vien  fuori  dal  fesso  della  tua  nature,  Ma 
nulla  4  di  tutto  questo,  credo  che  nuda  sei  bellissima.  S'egli  e  vero, 
hai un  vino  peggiore:  sei  fatoa.  QragUa. 

nun,    to  ph«bus. 
Dermis  cum  pueris  mutuniatis, 
Et  non  stat  tibi,  Phoebe,  quod  stat  illis. 
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Quid  vis  me,  rogo,  Phoebe,  suspicari  t 
Mollem  credere  te  virum  volebam, 
Sed  rumor  negat  esse  te  dn©dum. 

Tu  dormi  eon  giovani  membruti,  e  non  ti  sta,  o  Febo,  quel  che 
tta  a  loro.  Che  vuoi,  dimmi,  o  Febo,  ch'  io  ne  sospetti  ?  volevo 
erederti  un  cinedo :  ma  quel  che  si  dice  non  e  che  sti  on  cinedo. 

Graglia. 
LUIT.      TO  GABGILIAinJS. 

With  the  psilothrum l  you  make  sleek  your  face,  with  the 
dropaz  *  your  bald  head.  Are  you  afraid  of  the  barber,  Gar- 
gilianus  r  How  will  your  nails  fare  P1 — for  certainly  you  can- 
not pare  them  by  means  of  resin  or  Venetian  clay.*  Cease, 
if  you  have  any  modesty  left,  to  disgrace  your  miserable  head, 
Gargilianus :  leave  such  things  for  the  other  sex. 

One  lotion  smugs  thy  face,  and  one  thy  crown. 
Dost  dread  the  rasor,  or  dost  hope  renown  ? 
How  treat  thy  talons  P    Them  corrode  away 
Nor  can  fell  rosin,  nor  Venetian  clay. 
Cease  then,  and  blush  f  expose  thy  barren  scull : 
One  daubs  but  where  one  may  nor  shave  nor  culL 

Eiphimton. 

LXXV.     TO  LTJPXBCTTB. 

Stare,  Luperce,  tibi  jam  pridem  mentula  desft: 

Luctans  demons  tu  tamen  arrigere. 
Sed  nihil  eructe  facmnt  bulbique  salaces, 
Improba  nee  prosunt  jam  satureia  tibi. 
C&pisti  puras  opibus  corrumpere  buccas : 
Sic  quoque  non  vivit  sollicitata  Venus. 
Mirari  satis  hoc  quisquam  vel  credere  possit, 
Quod  non  stat,  magno  stare,  Luperce,  tibi  P 
Gia  da  lungo  tempo,  o  Luperoo,  il  tuo  membro  oessa  stare,  tutta- 
viatu  arrabiato  ti  atom  arrigere.    Ma  nulla  fauno  le  rughe,  e  gli 
incitevoli  bolbi,  ne  tampoco  ti  giova  la  oltre  modo  lasdva  satureia, 
Tentasti  coirompere  con  ricchesze  le  innocenti  bocche.    Venere 
soDecitata  cosi  non  ha  vigore.    Nessuno  0*6  che  rjossa  ci6  bastante* 
mente  ammirare  o  credere,  che  dd  che  non  ti  consta,  tanto,  o 
Luperco,  ti  costi.  QragHa. 

Scallions  and  lose  rochets  nought  prevail, 
And  heightening  meats  in  operation  fail ; 

1  Names  of  unguents.       *  The  Roman  barbers  used  to  pare  *he  mils, 
•  Materials  of  which  unguents  for  the  face  and  head  were  made. 
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Thy  wealth  begins  the  pure  cheeks  to  defile. 
So  venery  provok'd  lives  but  a  while : 
Who  can  admire  enough,  the  wonder's  such, 
That  thy  not  standing  stands  thee  in  so  much  P 

Fletcher. 
LXXYI.      TO  BA8BTJS. 

Tou  are  all  on  fire  for  old  women,  Bassus,  and  look  with 
contempt  on  young  ones ;  and  it  is  not  a  handsome  lady  that 
charms  yon,  but  one  just  on  the  brink  of  the  tomb.  Is  not 
this,  I  ask,  madness  P  is  not  your  desire  insane  ?  To  love  a 
Hecuba,  and  disdain  an  Andromache ! 

LXXTII.      TO  BJ8T1CU8. 

Neither  mullet,  B»ticus,nor  turtle-dove  delights  you;  nor 
is  hare  ever  acceptable  to  you,  or  wild  boar.    Nor  do  sweet- 
meats please  you,  or  slices  of  cake ;  nor  for  you  does  Libya 
or  Fhasis  send  its  birds.    You  devour  capers  and  onions 
swimming  in  disgusting  sauce,  and  the  soft  part  of  a  gam- 
mon of  bacon,  whose  freshness  is  disputable ;  and  pilchards 
and  tunny,  whose  flesh  is  turning  white :  you  drink  wines 
which  taste  of  the  resin  seal,  and  abhor  Falernian.    I  sus- 
pect that  there  must  be  some  other  more  secret  vice  in  your 
stomach :  for  why,  Bsticus,  do  you  eat  disgusting  meats  P ' 
Nor  mullet  delights  thee,  nice  Betic,  nor  thrush ; 
The  hare  with  the  scut,  nor  the  boar  with  the  tush; 
No  sweet  cakes  or  tablets :  thy  taste  so  absurd, 
Nor  Libya  need  send  thee,  nor  Phasis,  a  bird. 
But  capers,  and  onions,  besoaking  in  brine, 
And  brawn  of  a  gammon  scarce  doubtful,  are  thine. 
Of  garbage,  or  flitch  of  hoar  tunny,  thou  'rt  vain : 
The  rosin  's  thy  joy,  the  Falernian  thy  bane. 
I  dread  thy  poor  stomach  hints  some  dark  abuse : 
Else  why,  Betic,  relish  alone  the  refuse  ?        £lphinstoH* 

Lxxvm.    to  PA.ULnrrjs,  ok  boabd  ship. 
You  have  emptied  your  vessel  once,  Paulinus,  while  the  ship 
was  going  at  full  speed.    Do  you  wish  again  to  repeat  the 
act  ?    Tou  will  be  a  Palinurus,*  if  you  do. 

As  the  keel  flew,  Paulinus  swell'd  the  sea. 
Would  he  once  more  P  He  'd  Palinurus  be.    Elphimton. 
1  He  intmnitat  that  Bcticus  is  guilty  of  that  with  which  he  charges  him 
in  Bp.  81. 

g  A  play  upon  the  word,  as  if  compounded  of  x4Xiy,  "  again,"  and 
«6pt»»  wnmmi  rmfcferif. 
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LTTTT.     01C  8JBT0BIUS. 

Bern  peragit  nullam  Sertorius,  inchoat  omnes. 
Hone  ego,  cam  futuit,  non  puto  perficere. 

Sertorio  intraprende  ogni  con,  e  neasuna  ne  termina.    Io  credo 
che  costal  quando  immembra  nemmen  compisca.  Graylia. 

MIL    TO  APicnrs. 
You  complain  of  no  one,  Apicius ;  you  slander  no  one ;  and 
yet  rumour  says  you  haye  an  evil  tongue. 

Apicius  ne'er  eomplaynes,  does  no  man  wrong  j 

Yet  the  yoyce  goes,  he  has  a  filthy  tongue.        Fletcher. 

T.TTTT.     TO  B^TICUB. 

Quid  cum  femineo  tibi,  Baatice  Galle,  barathro  P 

Hade  debet  medios  lambere  lingua  viros. 
Abscissa  est  quare  Samia  tibi  mentula  testa, 

Si  tibi  tarn  gratus,  B«tice,  cunnus  erat  ? 
Castrandum  caput  est:  nam  sis  licet  inguine  Gallus, 
Sacra  tamen  Gybeles  decipis :  ore  vir  es. 
Che  anari  hai  to,  o  Betico  Gallo,  col  femineo  baratro  P    Quests 
tua  lingua  e  fatta  per  lambire  a  mezzo  gli  uominL    A  che  motivo 
la  mentola  fu  a  te  con  Samia  tegola  recisa,  se  a  te,  o  Betico,  si 

grato  era  il  c P    II  tuo  capo  merita  esser  castrato^ imperoche, 

quantunque  sii  Gallo  nelle  pudenda,  tuttavia  inganni  i  sacrifici  di 
Gibele :  sei  uomo  nella  booca.  QragUeu 

Til  1 1 II.     TO  BXTFUB. 

He  who  would  consent  to  be  the  guest  of  Zoilus,  would  not 
hesitate  to  sup  with  the  strumpets  of  the  Summoenium,1  and 
drink,  without  a  blush,  from  the  broken  pitcher  of  Leda.1  This, 
I  contend,  would  be  both  easier  and  more  decent.  Clothed  in 
an  effeminate  kind  of  robe,  he  lies  upon  a  couch  which  he 
wholly  covers,  and,  propped  up  on  purple  and  silk  cushions, 
thrusts  aside  his  guests  with  his  elbows  on  this  side  and 
that.  At  hand  stands  a  minion,  who  hands  to  his  master, 
ready  to  vomit,  red  feathers  and  toothpicks  of  lentisc 
wood;  while,  if  he  is  oppressed  by  the  heat,  a  concubine, 
reclining  by  his  side,  waits  upon  him  a  pleasant  coolness  with 
a  green  fan ;  and  a  young  slave  scares  away  the  flies  with 

1  A  part  of  the  city  near  the  walls,  as  its  name  signifies. 

3  A  courtesan.   See  B.  i.  Ep. 93;  B.  ir.  Ep.  4. 

*  The  feathers  of  the  phosuicoptenis,  used  to  provoke  vomiting. 
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a  rod  of  myrtle.  A  softener,1  with  nimble  art,  strokes  bis 
whole  body,  and  passes  her  skilled  hand  over  all  his  limbs, 
The  signal  of  snapping  his  fingers  is  watched  by  an 
eunuch,  who  presents  him  with  the  vessel  which  his  copious 
draughts  render  indispensable.  Meanwhile  Zoilns  himself, 
leaning  backwards  to  the  crowd  at  his  feet,  among  the  pup- 
pies who  are  licking  up  the  giblets  of  Reese,  divides  among 
his  athletes  the  neck  of  a  wild-boar,  or  bestows  upon  his  fa- 
vourite the  thigh  of  a  turtle-dove ;  and  while  to  a*  is  offered 
wine  from  Iagurian  rocks,  or  such  as  has  been  ripened  in  the 
smoke  of  Marseilles,  he  hands  to  his  creatures  Opunian  nectar 
in  crystalline  and  myrrhine  vases ;  and,  while  ne  himself  is 
drenched  with  essences  from  the  stores  of  Cosmus,  he  is 
not  ashamed  to  divide  amongst  us  in  a  little  gflt  shell,  un- 
guents such  as  only  the  lowest  women  use.  JFinally,  over- 
come by  many  draughts  from  his  large  cups,  he  falls  snoring 
asleep.  We  sit  at  the  table,  and,  ordered  to  keep  silence 
while  he  is  granting ,  drink  each  other's  healths  by  signs.  Such 
is  the  insolence  which  we  have  to  endure  from  this  presum- 
ing Malchion;  nor  do  we  ask  to  be  avenged,  Sufus.  He  has 
an  evil  tongue.1 

Whoe'er  with  a  Zoflus9  treat  can  put  up, 
As  well  at  a  prostitute's  table  may  sup ; 
And  e'en,  while  yet  sober,  were  far  better  off 
From  Lena's  lame  porringer  humbly  to  quaff 

Behold  him  betrick'd  on  the  couch  he  has  seized, 
On  either  side  elb'wing  that  he  may  be  eased ; 
Supported  on  purple,  and  pillows  of  silk ; 
The  catamite  standing,  that  nothing  may  bilk. 

To  Zoflus  squeamish  his  minister  lends 
The  roddv  provokers,  and  lentiak  extends : 
And  now  in  a  swim  while  he's  stewing,  poor  man! 
A  lolloping  concubine  flaps  the  green  fan. 

As  thus  she  restores  him  to  regions  of  light, 
A  minion  with  myrtle  puts  insects  to  flight. 
Meantime  the  bold  stroker  his  person  must  skim, 
And  ply  her  arch  palm  o'er  his  each  lazy  limb. 

1  Tractatrix.  The  Romans  carried  their  luxury  and  effeminacy  at  this 
time  to  such  an  extent  as  to  hare  their  limbs  rubbed  by  the  hands  of 
young  stares  as  they  reclined  at  table.  To  this  practice  the  expression  in 
the  text  refers,  which  we  hare  ventured  to  render  "a  softener." 

*  Fellat 
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The  fingers,  now  snapped,  give  the  eunuch  tht  aigft, 
My  lord  hu  a  mind  to  alembic  hia  wine. 
The  litter  unwearied  peraiating  the  filler, 
The  dextrous  emasculate  guides  the  distiller. 

The  treater  converta,  the  repeat  to  complete, 
Hia  thought!  andnia  eyes  on  the  crew  at  hia  feet ; 
He  duly  refleota  what  to  servants  he  owes, 
And  ao  to  the  dogs  the  goose-giblets  he  throws. 

The  kernels,  and  other  nice  bits  of  the  boar, 
He  portions  to  those  who  hare  toil'd  on  hia  floor : 
Ana,  sleek  to  plump  up  his  most  favourite  widgeon, 
He  deals  the  plump  thighs  of  hia  beat  potted  pigeon. 

To  us  while  the  roeka  of  Liguria  present, 

Or  fumes  of  Maeailia,  their  must  and  their  tent  j 

The  nectar  Opimian  he  gives  to  refine, 

In  crystals  and  myrrhines,  for  sanies  the  wine ! 

Himself  made  essential  from  Cosmua'  first  flasks, 
His  guests  to  accept  a  few  droplinsa  he  asks, 
From  out  hia  gold  shell  scarce  sufficing  to  shed 
The  unguent  upon  an  adnltereas'  head. 

O'erpower'd  with  deep  goblets,  sweet  Zoil  beanorea : 
And,  though  we  recline,  none  the  muaick  deplores. 
We  smile,  or  we  sweat,  or  we  swill,  now  by  nods ; 
Nor  can  we  revenge— such  a  feast  of  the  gods ! 

Hphmttim. 

LIIIIII.     TO  C0BDTJS. 

You  bid  me  write  shorter  epigrams,  Cordus.  Act  me  now 
the  part  of  Chione.    I  could  not  say  anything  shorter.1 

lxxhy.    to  tokohjow. 
What  says  your  trollop,  Tongilion  P    I  do  not  mean  your 
trull  P— "  What  then  P  "—Tour  tongue. 

What  does  thy  strumpet  say,  Tongilion  P 
I  do  not  mean  thy  wench.  "What  then  P  '  — Thy  tongue. 

FUtcher. 

LXXXT.      TO  A.  JEALOUS  HU8BAKD. 

Who  persuaded  you  to  cut  off  the  nose  of  your  wife's 
gallant  P  Wretched  husband,  that  was  not  the  part  which 
outraged  you.    Pool,  what  have  you  done  P    Tour  wife  has 

1  I  express  myself  as  briefly  as  possible,  by  comparing  you  to  Chione 
See  Eps.  87  and  97. 
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lost  nothing  by  the  operation,  since  that  which  pleased  her 
in  your  fiieoa  Deiphobns  is  still  safe. 

Offended  lord*  what  could  thee  discompose, 

So  cruelly  to  lop  th'  offender*!  nose  P 

That  strirring  limb,  as  thine,  was  innocent: 

Nor  feels  the  paramour  the  punishment 

Ne'er  canst  thou  hope  if  extinguish  either  fire, 

While  the  incendiary  remains  entire.        Elpkmdtm. 

LXXXYI.     TO  THE  CHASTS  HATBOK. 

I  forewarned  and  admonished  yon,  chaste  matron,  not  to 
read  this  part  of  my  sportive  book :  and  yet,  yon  see,  you 
continue  to  read.  But  i£  chaste  as  yon  are,  you  go  to  see 
the  acting  of  Pannicnlus  and  Latinus,  read  on ;  these  verses 
are  not  more  shameless  than  the  pantomimes. 

I  warnM  you,  madam,  not  to  read: 

But  I  foretold,  and  you  proceed. 

If  you  indulge  to  see  some  plays, 

You  safely  may  peruse  my  lays.      Elphmtton. 

Lirrra.    to  ohioki. 
Rumour  says,  Chione,  that  you  have  never  had  to  do  with 
man,  and  that  nothing  can  be  purer  than  yourself!    And 
yet  when  yon  bathe,  yon  veil  not  that  part  which  you  should 
veiL    If  you  hare  any  modesty,  veil  your  face. 

T,l  l  I  Vlll.     OK  TWO  B&OTHBBS. 

Sunt  gemini  fratres,  diversa  sed  inguina  lingunt. 
Dicite,  dissimiles  sint  magis,  an  similes  P 

Vi  sono  due  fratelli  somigliantissimi,  ma  lambiscono  contraris 
pudenda.    Dite  se  sieno  piu  disshnili,  o  simili  P  QragUa. 

Til  HI  I.    TO  PHOTBUB. 

Use  lettuces,  Fhoabus,  use  aperient  mallows;  for  yon  hare 
a  face  like  one  suffering  from  constipation. 

Use  lettuce  limp,  emollient  mallows  gain : 
Thy  sturdy  stare  bespeaks  a  stubborn  strain. 

Elphinitm. 

10.     OK  CtALLJu 
GaJla  will,  and  will  not,  comply  with  my  wishes  ;  and  I 
cannot  tell,  with  her  willing  and  not  willing,  what  she  wills. 
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My  talk  wfflsnd  will  not  buss* 

My  fancy  never  could. 
By  willing  and  not  willing  thus, 

Suppoae  what  Oalla  would.         Fletcher. 

IOL     OH  A,  YSXS&AIT  SOSDI1B.1 

"When  a  dismissed  veteran,  a  native  of  Bavenna,  was  return* 
ing  home,  he  Joined  on  the  way  a  troop  of  the  emasculated 
priests  of  Oy  Dele.  There  was  in  close  attendance  upon  him 
a  runaway  slave  named  Achillas,  a  youth  remarkable  for 
his  handsome  looks  and  saucy  manner.  This  was  noticed  by 
the  effete  troop;  and  ther  inquired  what  part  of  the  couch  he 
occupied.  The  youth  understood  their  secret  intentions,  and 
crave  them  false  information;  they  believed  him.  After 
drinking  sufficiently,  each  retired  to  his  couch ;  when  forth- 
with the  malicious  crew  seized  their  knives,  and  mutilated 
the  old  man,  as  he  lay  on  one  side  of  the  couch ;  while  the 
youth  was  Bate  in  the  protection  of  the  inner  recess.  It  is 
said  that  a  staff  was  once  substituted  for  a  virgin ;  but  in 
this  case  something  of  a  different  nature  was  substituted  for 
a  stag.1 

When  old  Misitius  sought  his  native  land, 

Chance  bid  him  join  a  sly  Cybelian  band* 

Achillas,  from  his  lard  a  sUWry  stray, 

Adhered  the  partner  of  Misitiur  way. 

Him  eye  the  naif-men;  and  their  art  employ, 

To  learn  the  lair  mat  hopes  the  beauteous  boy. 

Suspecting  well  their  aim  to  catch  such  elves, 

Ana  render  them  enervate  as  themselves, 

Their  industry  industrious  to  deride, 

The  pricket  points  the  bed ;  but  not  the  side. 

They  quaff  their  wine,  and  now  the  slumbers  please. 

The  slumbers  o'er,  the  noxious  steel  they  seise. 

Misitius  they  unman,  who  next  them  lay ; 

Safe  on  the  inner  beam,  and  snug,  the  stray. 

Once,  for  a  virgin,  Wed  a  wond'rous  hind : 

Now,  for  a  deer,  a  dotard  was  consign'd.       Elphmston. 

TOIL    TO  OALLUB. 

My  wife,  Gallus,  asks  me  to  allow  her  one  sweetheart, — 
only  one.   Shall  I  not>  Gallua,  put  out  his  two  eyes  ?  * 

1  In  most  copies,  the  first  hoe  of  this  epigram  is,  dm  peter*  patrim 
Misitius  arva  Raxmmm.   Schneidewin  reads  missions. 

*  Pro  cereo.  Fugitive  slaves  are  said  to  have  been  jestingly  called 
ssro,  "stags"  or  "deer."       »  Luditinverbo;  puoculos  vult  te&te$t 
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ADow  me  one  gallant,  my  contort  cries, 

I  shall  not,  Gairas,  pluck  out  both  his  eyes.    ElphintUm. 

ZCm.      TO  TETTJ8TTLUL 

Though  yon  hare  seen  three  hundred  consuls,  Yetustilla, 
and  hare  but  three  hairs,  and  four  teeth,  with  the  cheat  of  a 
grasshopper,  and  the  legs  of  an  ant ;  though  tout  forehead 
shows  more  folds  than  a  matron's  dress,  and  your  bosom 
resembles  a  spider's  web ;  though  in  comparison  with  your 
vast  jaws  the  mouth  of  crocodile  of  the  Nile  is  small ;  though 
the  frogs  at  Bavenna  chatter  more  melodiously  than  you, 
and  the  gnat  of  Atria  sings  more  sweetly ;  though  your 
eyesight  is  no  better  than  the  owl's  in  the  morning,  and 
your  oody  exhales  the  odour  of  the  husband  of  the  she-goat ; 
though  your  loins  are  those  of  a  lean  duck,  and  your  legs 
shrunk  like  those  of  a  withered  old  Cynic ;  though  the  batn- 
keeper  does  not  admit  you  into  the  bath  till  he  has  ex- 
tinguished his  light,  and  then  only  among  the  prostitutes 
that  lodge  in  the  tombs ;  though  it  is  winter  with  you  even 
in  the  month  of  August,  and  not  even  a  pestilent  fever  can 
unfreeze  you,  you  nevertheless  dare  to  think  of  marriage 
after  two  hundred  years  of  widowhood,  and  insanely  expect 
somebody  to  fall  in  love  with  relics  like  yours.  Who,  I 
ask,  even  if  he  were  willing  to  till  a  rock,  would  call  you 
wife? — you  whom  PhHomeluB  but  recently  called  grand- 
mother. But  if  you  will  have  your  corpse  meddled  with, 
let  Coris  the  grave-digger  prepare  you  a  couch,  such  as 
alone  befits  your  nuptial  rites,  and  let  the  kindler  of  the 
funeral  pile  bear  the  marriage  torches  for  the  new  bride. 
Such  a  torch  is  the  only  one  that  Hymen  can  offer  you. 

Alert  Antiquilla,  on  thee 

Kind  consuls  three  hundred  have  smiled : 
What  beauties  remain,  let  us  see, 

Of  one  but  so  lately  a  child. 

Three  hairs,  and  four  teeth,  are  the  dwindle 

Fell  Chronus  allows  thy  command: 
Thy  grasshopper-breast  on  a  spindle 

As  fine  as  an  antling's  can  stand. 

Thy  forehead  more  furrows  has  made, 

Than  any  high  dame  in  her  stole: 
Thy  panters,  unpropt,  are  decayM 

To  nets  of  Arachne's  control. 
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Think  not  thai  i  search  for  thy  flam  f 

Too  mean  a  pursuit  to  be  mine  I 
But  narrow  the  crocodile's  laws, 

Compared,  Antiquilla,  with  thine. 
Bayenna's  brisk  froglings  becroke 

Less  hoarse,  my  gruff  crony,  than  thouf 
And  Adria's  high  hornets  invoke 

A  hum  thou  canst  hardly  avow. 
Thine  eyes  are  as  clear  as  thy  notes: 

Thou  seest  as  the  owl  in  the  morn. 
Thou  8meU'st  like  the  lord  of  the  goats: 

Compare  of  each  kind  is  thy  scorn, 

But  now,  to  descend  to  the  stump : 

What  ghee  an  old  cynic  to  rage, 
Emaciate  duck,  is  thy  rump ; 

And  bony  the  wsr  he  must  wage. 

The  bather  will  blow  out  his  lamp, 

To  thee  ere  he  open  his  doors ; 
Then,  careless  of  age,  or  of  stamp, 

Admit  all  the  bustuary  whores. 

Bland  August  thy  winter  we  know : 

Insatiate  must  still  be  thy  maw  P 
Ah  1  how  can  poor  Hymen  e'er  glow, 

Where  pestilence'  self  cannot  thaw? 

Thou  only  two  hundred  hast  slain, 
And  would'st  the  third  century  wed : 

Would'st  have  a  man,  madding  in  Tain, 
Attend  thy  cold  ashes  to  bed  P 

Yet,  wiah'd  he  to  harrow  a  stone, 
Who  'd  honour  such  mate  as  a  wife  P 

Whom  call'd  Philomelas  a  crone, 
Who  'd  e'er  call  the  love  of  his  life  P 

But,  scraped  if  thy  carcase  must  be, 

Coricles  the  clinic  shall  strow 
The  couch :  he  alone  can  agree 

With  thy  hymenean  to  go. 

The  burner  the  torches  shall  bear, 

Before  the  desirable  bride : 
A  torch  can  alone  enter  there  j 

Where  Pluto  himself  will  preside.     Hphiwton. 

xcrr.    to  Burns. 
Ion  say  the  hare  is  not  sufficiently  cooked,  and  call  for  a 
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whip.    You  would  rather  cut  up  yjur  cook,  Bufus,  than 

your  hare. 

The  hare  not  done !  you  storm  j  and  fly  to  flog : 

Bather  than  cut  the  hare,  you'll  cut  the  dog.  Elphwiton. 

XCV.     TO  lUBYOLUB. 

You  never  say,  "  Good  day  1"  first,  Naevolus  :  but  conteut 
yourself  with  returning  the  salute,  though  even  the  crow  is 
often  in  the  habit  of  saying  it  first.  Why  do  you  expect  this 
from  me,  Naevolus  P  I  pray  you,  tell  me.  For  I  consider, 
Naevolus,  tou  are  neither  better  than  I  am,  nor  hare  pre- 
cedence of  me  in  the  eyes  of  the  world.  Both  Caesars  have 
bestowed  upon  me  praise  and  rewards,  and  have  given  me  the 
rights  of  a  father  of  three  children.  I  am  read  by  many; 
and  fame  has  given  me  a  name  known  throughout  the  cities 
of  the  earth,  without  waiting  for  my  death.  There  is  some- 
thing, too,  in  this,  that  Borne  has  seen  me  a  tribune,  and  that 
I  sit  in  those  seats  whence  Oceanus !  excludes  you.  I  sus- 
pect that  your  servants  are  not  even  as  numerous  as  the 
Koman  citizens  that  Gssar  has  made  at  my  request  But 
you  are  a  debauchee,  Naevolus,  and  play  your  part  excel- 
lently in  that  capacity.  Yes,  now  you  take  precedence  ox 
me,  Naevolus ;  you  have  decidedly  the  advantage.  Good  day 
to  you. 

Naavolus  ne'er  salutes  first,  but  replies, 

Which  the  taught  crow  himself  seldom  denies. 

Why  dost  expect  this  from  me,  Naevolus  P 

Since  thou  art  not  more  great  nor  good  than  usP 

Bom  Caesars  have  rewarded  my  due  praise,  ^ 

And  me  to  th'  priv'lege  of  three  sons  did  raise. 

I  *m  read  by  every  mouth,  known  through  the  town, 

And  before  death  receive  my  quick  renown. 

And  this  is  worth  your  note,  Im  tribune  too, 

And  sit  where  that  Ooeanus  caps  you; 

How  many  by  great  Caesar's  grant  are  made 

Pros  deniiens  because  by  me  Twas  pray*d  P 

Hie  number  far  exceeds  thy  family : 

But  thou  shoek'st  nature,  Naevolus,  feed'st  high : 

Now,  now  thou  over-com'st  me  sheere ;  thus,  thus, 

Thou  art  my  better.  Salve,  Naevolus.  Fletcher, 

1  The  officer  who  bad  the  charge  of  the  seats  appropriated  to  the 
'*"   in  the  theatre,  and  who  saw  that  no  improper  persons  occupied 
He  is  mentioned  B.  vi.  Kp.  9  and  elsewhere. 
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lOTI.     TO   GABG7LIUS. 

Lingis,  non  futuis  meam  puellam ; 
Et  gams  quasi  moechus,  et  fututor. 
Si  te  prendero,  Gargili,  tacebis. 

Tu  lingi,  non  immembri  la  mia  ragazza:  e  ti  milanti  qua!  drude, 
e  quaT  immembratore.    Se  t'acchiappo,  o  Gargilio,  taoeraL 

Oraglia. 

XOVH.      TO  ETJTU8. 

I  advise  yon,  Bufus,  not  to  let  Chione  read  this  little  book 
of  mine.  She  ifl  hurt  by  my  verses :  and  she  may  hurt  me  in 
return. 

Let  not  Snow,  my  dear  Mend,  chill  this  bundle  of  spurt. 

If  she  thaw  by  my  fire,  in  her  turn  she  may  hurt  Elphinston. 

XCVm.    TO  BJLBELLUS. 

Sit  tibi  cuius  quam  macer  requiris  P 
Fssdicare  potes,  Sabelle,  culo. 

Vuoi  tu  sapere  quanto  1  tuo  orripigio  aia  magro  P  tu  puoi,  o  Sa- 
bello,  sodomizar  con  quello.  QragUa. 

ICDL     TO  THE  COBBLES. 

You  ought  not,  cobbler,  to  be  angry  with  my  book;  your 
trade,  and  not  your  life,  is  satirized  in  my  writings.  Allow 
me  innocent  pleasantries.  Why  should  I  not  bare  the  right 
of  amusing  myself  if  you  hare  had  that  of  getting  throats 
cut?1 

Why  art  offended,  Cerdo,  with  my  book  P 
Thy  life,  and  not  thy  person,  's  by  me  strook. 
Then  suffer  harmless  wit ;  why  is 't  not  due 
For  me  to  sport,  when  stabbing 's  free  to  you  P 

Fletcher. 

C.      TO  BTJTTTB. 

It  was  twelye  o'clock,  Bufus,  when  I  sent  the  messenger 
to  you,  and,  I  suppose,  he  must  have  been  wet  through  when 
he  handed  you  my  verses.  For  it  happened  that  the  sky  was 
pouring  down  floods  of  rain.  This  was  exactly  the  weather 
in  which  it  was  proper  for  the  book  to  he  sent.1 

1  See  Eps.  16  and  59. 

9  As  it  deserted  to  be  corrected  with  water  and  a  spouse ;  see  B  if 
Ep.  10. 
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I  fcied  thee,  my  Rufus,  a  runner  at  six, 
Who,  soak'A  to  the  skin,  would  my  glories  present* 

While  heav*n  deign'd  her  torrents  most  oopioni  to  mix : 
tfb  other  so  proper  way  oonld  they  be  sent       Blpkmitoih 


BOOK  IV. 


L    OH  THB-  BXPBBOB  POMTTUll'l  BIBTH-DAT. 

0  auspicious  birth-day  of  Caesar,1  more  sacred  than  that 
on  which  the  conscious  Ida  witnessed  the  birth  of  Dio- 
tssan  Jupiter,  come,  I  pray,  and  prolong  thy  duration  beyond 
the  age  of  Pylian  Nestor,  and  shine  ever  with  thy  present 
aspect  or  with  increased  brilliancy.  Let  Cesar,  decked 
with  abundance  of  gold,  sacrifice  to  Minerva  on  the  Alban 
mount,  and  let  many  an  oak-garland  pass  through  his  im- 
perial hands.  Let  him  welcome  the  approaching  secular 
games  with*  magnificent  sacrifices,  and  celebrate  the  solem- 
nities due  to  Bomnlean  Tarentus.1  We  ask  indeed  great 
things,  0  ye  gods,  but  such  as  are  due  to  earth ;  since  for  so 
great  a  god  as  Cesar  what  prayers  can  be  extravagant? 

Cesar's  bright  birth-day 's  to  be  honoured  more 
Than  Jove's,  on  Ida's  top  by  Rhea  bore. 
May  Rome  this  day's  return  more  often  see. 
Than,  aged  Nestor,  thine  was  seen  by  thee, 
And,  than  the  present,  still  more  glorious  be. 
May  he  on  earth  (his  head  adorn'9  with  gold) 
Keep  Pallas'  feast;  as  president  behold 
The  poet's  and  the  rhetor's  strife,  and  crown 
With 's  mighty  hand  the  highest  in  renown. 
May  he.  the  secular  games,  none  twice  e'er  saw, 
Behold }  be  privileged  beyond  nature's  law. 

Great  things  I  ash,  but  which  from  heaven  are  due; 
For  such  a  prince  too  much  we  cannot  sue.    Anon.  1605. 

1  Donritian  was  born  on  the  24th  of  October. 

*  TsisBtos  was  a  place  near  the  Campus  Msruns,  where  an  altar  of 
Phito  and  Proserpine  was  buried  in  the  ground*  and  was  disinterred  only 
at  the  tfame  of  the  Secular  Games. 
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n.  0JT  HOBATITJS. 

Horatius,  a  little  while  ago,  was  the  only  one,  among  all 
the  spectators  of  the  games,  who  appeared  in  black  clothes, 
when  the  plebeians,  the  knights,  and  the  senate,  with  their  sa- 
cred chief;  were  sitting  in  white  array.  Suddenly  snow  fell 
in  great  abundance;  and  Horatius  became  a  spectator  in 
white.1 

Horace,  mid  the  jovial  crew, 

Saw  the  show  in  sable  hue. 

Third,  snd  next,  and  first  estate, 

With  the  chief  all  candid  sate. 

Sudden  hurst  the  flaky  snow : 

Horace  taw,  in  white,  the  show.       Elphinston. 

HJ.  OK  THI  8V0W  WHICH  FELL  OK  DOldTIAH  AT  THE 
GAMES.  { 

See  how  thick  a  fleece  of  silent  congealed  water  flows  down 
upon  the  face  and  robes  of  Caesar.  Still  he  pardons  Jupiter 
for  sending  it,  and,  with  head  unmoved,  smiles  at  the  waters 
condensed  by  the  sluggish  cold,  being  accustomed  to  brave 
the  constellation  of  the  Northern  Bootes,  and  to  disregard 
the  Great  Bear  drenching  his  locks.3  Who  can  be  sporting 
with  the  dried  waters  and  (gambolling  in  the  sky  P  I  suspect 
this  snow  came  from  Caesar  s  little  son.9 
See  the  fleece  of  silent  wave 

Play  on  Cesar's  face  snd  vest! 
See  him  smile,  as  bland  as  brave, 
At  the  slow-congealing  jest 

Once  he  could  Botttes  tire, 

Helice  might  soak  his  hair. 
Who  thus  dry  upon  the  fire  P 

It  must  be  the  ravish'd  heir.        ElphinsUm. 

IT.    TO  BA88A. 

Of  the  odour  of  a  lake  whence  the  water  has  retired ;  of 
the  miasmata  which  rise  from  the  sulphureous  waters  of  Al- 

1  It  "was  usual  origmalhrfor  sC  the  spectators  to  appear  in  white  at  the 
games  (see  B.  ziv.  Bp.  1*7),  but  this  custom  had  began  to  be  neglected 
in  the  time  of  Domitian,  Some  of  the  oommentators  suppose  Martial  to 
intimate  that  the  gods  sent  the  snow  to  show  their  displeasure  at  the  black 
dress  of  Horatius. 

1  An  allusion  to  Domttlan's  expedition  into  Germany. 

*  Domitian's  son  by  his  wife  Domitia,  who  died  when  he  was  very 
young. 
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bula;  of  the  putrid  stench  of  a  marine  fish-pond ;  of  a  lazy 
goat  in  amorous  dalliance;  of  the  old  shoes  of  a  tired  ve- 
teran; of  a  fleece  twice  drenched  in  Tyrian  dye;1  of  the 
fasting  breath  of  the  Jews;  of  that  of  wretches  under  ac- 
cusation; of  the  expiring  lamp  of  the  filthy  Leda;  of  oint- 
ment made  of  the  aregs  of  Sabine  oil ;  of  a  fox  in  flight,  or 
of  the  nest  of  the  viper,— of  all  these  things,  Basse*  I  would 
rather  smell  than  smell  like  you. 

Of  a  drying  ditch,  the  pool ; 

Crudest  cloud,  when  min'rals  ooolj 

Of  a  stagnant  pond,  the  gale ; 

Of  a  goat,  when  spirits  fill; 

Weary. veteran's  frowsy  vest; 

Fleece  in  purple  twice  bedresa'dj 

Flavor  of  the  fasting  Jew  j 

Panting  of  the  admit  crew ; 

Lewdest  Leda's  dying  lamp ; 

Unguent  of  the  Sabine  vamp  j 

Fox's  flight,  and  viper's  cell j — 

Basse,  thou  might'st  better  smell.    Elphintio*. 

Y.*     TO  7ABIA2TT78. 

What  do  you,  Eabianus,  an  honest  and  poor  man,  sincere 
in  speech  and  in  heart;  expect  from  visiting  the  City  P  You 
can  neither  be  a  pander  nor  a  parasite,  nor,  with  your 
monotonous  voice,  a  crier,  to  call  up  persons  trembling 
under  accusation :  nor  can  you  corrupt  the  wife  of  your  dear 
friend,  nor  feel  any  desire  after  frozen  old  women,  nor  sell 
empty  smoke  about  the  palace;9  nor  award  praise  to  Canus, 
or  to  GbphyruB.*  How  then,  unhappy  man,  will  you 
live?  *  I  am  a  trustworthy  person,  a  mithful  friend."  lW 
is  nothing  at  all:  it  would  never  niake  you  a  Fhilomelus. 

Honest  and  poor,  faithful  in  word  and  thought, 
What  hath  thee,  Fabian,  to  the  city  brought? 
Thou  neither  the  buffoon  nor  bawd  canst  play  j 
Nor  with  false  whispers  th'  innocent  betray  j 
Nor  corrupt  wives  j  nor  from  rich  beldams  get 
A  living  by  thy  industry  and  sweat; 

1  That  there  iras  an  unpleasant  smell  from  the  Tyrian  dye  appears 
fton  B.  L  Ep.  50,  OKd*q*$  vtttm  murict. 

*  Pretend  to  tell  ffcrotui  of  the  emperor. 

*  Names  of  musicians.  Philomelus  was  also  a  musiciaii,  and  «*• 
tramelyrkh:  B.lilEp.  31. 
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Nor  with  Tim  promises  and  projects  cheats 
Nor  bribe  nor  flatter  any  of  the  great 
But  yon  "re  a  Ban  of  learning,  prudent,  just  j 
A  man  of  courage,  firm,  and  fit  for  trust 
Why,  you  may  stay,  and  are  mien  vied  here ; 
But  (faith)  go  back,  and  keep  you  where  you  were. 

Cowkff. 

TT.     TO  MALISULBTCTS. 

Ton  wish  to  be  thought,  Maliaianus,  as  chaste  as  a  mo- 
dest virgin,  and  as  innocent  as  a  child,  although  you  are 
more  abandoned  than  he  who  recites  in  the  house  of  Stella1 
poems  composed  in  the  metre  of  Tibullus. 
Malisian,  haste,  and  tell  me  how 
Ton  can  unbend  the  modest  brow 
Of  chastest  maid,  or  sweetest  child 
That  ere?  blandly  blush'd  or  smiled  P 
"When  all  the  while  you  conscious  are 
Of  sentiments  corrupter  far 
Than  he,  who  wakes  a  Stella's  ire 
By  waking  a  Tibullus*  lyre,  Elphin$to*. 

Til.     TO  HTLLTJS. 

Why  do  yon  refose,  youthful  Hyllus,  to-day,  wha*  yon 
freely  gave  yesterday  P  Why  are  you  so  suddenly  become 
cruel,  who  but  now  were  so  kind  P  Ion  now  excuse  yourself 
on  account  of  your  beard,  and  your  age,  and  jour  hairy  limbs. 
O  night,  how  longbast  thou  been,  that  hast  made  a  youth 
into  an  old  man!  why  do  you  mock  me,  HtIIubP  You  were 
yesterday  a  boy ;  tell  me,  how  are  you  to-day  a  man? 
Why,  how  now,  Hyllus,  child, 

To  yield  make  such  a  sputter! 
Who  wast  before  so  mild, 
Nor  veatur'dst  once  to  mutter  P 

Thy  beard,  thy  bristles,  years, 
Thou  seroplest  not  attesting ; 


How  long  one  night  appears, 

That  shoots  a  sage  clandestine! 
Birt  Yesterday  a  boy. 

Why  brave  us  with  thy  treason  P 
To-day  thy  powers  employ, 

To  prove  the  man  of  reason.         StpkmaUm. 


1  Stella  the  poet,  mentioned  B.  L  Ep.  8,  and  elsewhere.    Tibulmf  Is 
said  to  hare  written  some  Priapeia  in  iambic  metre. 
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Tin.     TO  SUPHBMtiS. 

The  first  and  second  hours  of  the  day  *  exhaust  the  clients 
who  pay  their  respects  to  their  patrons ;  the  third  exercises 
the  lungs  of  the  noisy  pleaders;  until  the  fifth  Borne  employs 
herself  in  various  occupations ;  the  sixth  brings  rest  to  the 
fatigued;  the  seventh  closes  the  day's  labours.  The  eighth 
suffices  for  the  games  of  the  oily  nalaQstra;  the  ninth  bias  us 
press  the  nOed-up  couches  at  table.  The  tenth  is  the  hour 
for  my  effusions,  Buphemus,  when  your  skill  is  preparing 
ambrosial  delicacies,  and  our  excellent  Caesar  relaxes  his  cares 
with  celestial  nectar,  and  holds  the  little  cups  in  his  powerful 
hand.  At  that  time  give  my  pleasantries  access  to  him ; 
my  muse  with  her  free  step  fears  to  approach  Jupiter  in 
the  morning. 

The  two  first  hours  o*  th'  great  consumed  are; 

The  third  in  lawyers'  pleadings  at  the  bar; 

The  trades  of  Rome  the  fourth  and  fifth  employ, 

The  sixth  some  rest,  the  seventh  all  rest  enjoy: 

From  eight  to  nine  in  exercise  is  spent, 

The  ninth  on  feasting  all  men  are  intent: 

The  tenth  hour  'a  proper  for  my  book  and  me. 

And,  Euphem,  thou  who  dost  the  board  o'ersee, 

And  order  our  great  lord's  ambrosial  fare, 

When  nectar  has  dissolved  his  public  care, 

Hb  mighty  hand  the  sober  cup  does  hold, 

To  introduce  my  mirth,  thou  may'st  be  bold. 

My  muse  forbears  licentiously  to  rove 

F  th*  morn,  when  aerious,  to  importune  Jove.  Anon.  1695. 

IX.      TO  7ABULUL. 

FabuU^,  daughter  of  surgeon  Sota,  you  desert  your  hus* 
band  to  lollow  Clitus,  and  give  him  both  presents  and  love. 
You  act  like  a  sot.1 

Of  doctor  Health  thou  wayward  child, 

For  Vainlove  hast  thy  lord  beguiled. 

While  thus  thou  send'st  thy  smiles  astray, 

Nor  Health  directs,  nor  Hope  the  way.     Elpkinsto*. 

X.      TO  IATJST1HUS. 

While  my  book  is  yet  new  and  unpolished,9  white  the  page 

1  Beckoning  from  our  the  in  the  morning. 

*  An  attempt  to  imitate  the  pun  in  1%*K  «fa*t^  without  which  there  is 
ao  point  to  the  English  reader. 

*  Croud  front*.    Not  yet  amoothed  with  the  pnnrice-etons. 
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scarcely  dry  fears  to  be  touched,  so,  boy*  and  bear  the  littU 
present  to  a  dear  friend,  wbo  deserves  beyond  all  others 
to  hare  the  first  sight  of  my  trifles.  Bun,  but  not  without 
being  duly  equipped;  let  a  Carthaginian  sponge  accompany 
the  book ;  for  it  is  a  suitable  addition  to  my  present.  Many 
erasures,  Faustinas,  would  not  remove  all  its  faults;  one 
sponging  would. 

Whiles  that  my  book  it  new  and  rough,  and  leaxes 
To  have  Its  mndryed  page  took  by  the  ears, 
Goe,  boy,  present  this  small  gift  to  my  friend, 
He  that  dusunw  my  toys  st  the  first  end : 
Bun,  but  yet  let  the  sponge  accompanie 
The  book,  for  it  becomes  each  gift  from  mee. 

Fanstmus,  *t  is  not  many  blots,  we"  say, 
Can  mend  my  merry  flashes,  one  blot  may.         FWm. 

xl  to  s^TinuninTs. 
While,  puffed  up  beyond  measure  by  an  empty  name,  you 
were  entranced  with  delight,  and  were  ashamed,  unfortunate 
man,  of  being  merely  Saturnirius,1  you  stirred  up  war  under 
the  Parxhasian  Bear*  like  he  who  bore  arms  for  his  Egyptian 
consort.  Had  you  so  entirely  forgotten  the  ill-fdrtune  ot 
that  name,  which  the  fierce  rage  of  the  sea  at  Actium  over- 
whelmed P  Or  did  the  Bhine  promise  you  what  the  Nile 
denied  to  him,  and  were  the  northern  waters  likely  to  be 
more  propitious  P  Even  Antony  fell  by  our  arms,  who, 
compared  with  you,  traitor,  was  a  Cs3sar. 

While  thou  wert  proud  to  bear  Antonius9  name, 

And  thst  of  8aturninus  didst  disclaim ; 

Thou  arms  in  Germany  'gainst  Cnsar  bore,. 

As  Antony  in  Egypt  did  before. 

What  Fate  attends  that  name  didst  thou  not  fear  P 

Of  his  disgrace  at  Actium  never  hear? 

Or  did  the  Rhine  promise  success  to  thee, 

Tho'  Nile  tohim  denv'd  the  victory  ? 

That  famous  Antony  by  Rome's  sword  did  mil  i 

Compared  to  thee,  whom  Cesar  we  might  call. 

Anom.  1696. 

XII.     TO  THAIS. 

Ton  deny  no  one,  Thais;  but,  if  you  are  not  ashamed  oi 
denying  no  one,  at  least  be  ashamed  of  denying  nothing,  Thais. 


1  Satarainus  was  a  Banian  central,  who,  having  taken  offence  at  tome 
remarks  of  Domitiaa,  excited  in  insurrection  in  Germany.  Martial 
taunts  him  with  wishisf  to  become  a  second  Antony. 


*X>K  IT. J  XPIGBJLMi.  188 

Thais  denyes  no  man :  If  no  shame  thence  sprint; 

Yet  let  this  shame  thee,  to  deny  no-thing.         Fletcher* 

Zm,     tO  ETTPTTB,  6V  ▲  HAPFT  KABBIA61. 

ClaudiaPeregrma, Bufua,ia  about  to  be  married  to  my  friend 
Pudena.  Be  propitious,  Hymen,  with  thy  torches.  As  fitly 
m  preciona  cinnamon  united  with  nard,  and  Maaaic  wine  with 
Attic  boner.  Nor  are  elma  more  fitly  wedded  to  tender 
Tinea,  the  lotus  more  love  the  waters,  or  the  myrtle  the 
river's  bank.  Mayeat  thou  always  hover  oyer  then?  couch, 
fair  Concord,  and  may  Venue  ever  be  auspicious  to  a  couple 
ao  well  matched.  In  after  years  may  the  wife  cherish  her 
husband  in  his  old  age ;  and  may  she,  when  grown  old,  not 
aeem  ao  to  her  husband. 

Strange,  Claudia  *s  married  to  a  friend  of  mine. 
O  Hymen,  be  thou  ready  with  thy  pine ! 
Thus  the  rare  cinnamons  with  the  spicknard  joyne, 
And  the  Thetean  sweets  with  Massiek  wine. 
Nor  better  doe  the  elm  and  vine  embrace, 
Nor  the  lote-tree  affect  the  fenny  place. 

Nor  yet  the  myrtles  more 

Love  and  desire  the  shore. 
Let  a  perpetual  peace  surround  their  bed, 
And  may  their  loves  with  equall  fire  be  fed! 
May  she  so  love  him  old,  that  to  him  shoe, 
Though  old  indeed,  may  not  seem  bo  to  bee.      Fletcher. 

XIV.     TO  8ILIU8  ITiXICU8. 

Sinus,  glory  of  the  Castalian  sisters,  who  ezpoaeat,  in 
mighty  song,  the  perjuries  of  barbaric  rage,  and  compelleat 
the  perfidious  pride  of  Hannibal  and  the  faithless  Car- 
thaginians to  yield  to  our  great  Scipioa ;  lay  aside  for  a  while 
thy  austere  gravity,  and  while  December,  sporting  with 
attractive  games,  resounds  on  every  aide  with  the  boxes  of 
hazard,  and  plays  at  tropa  with- fraudulent  dice,1  accord 
some  indulgence  to  my  muse,  and  read  not  with  severe  but. 
with  cheerral  countenance  my  little  books,  abounding  with 

i  Some  copies  have  roid ;  tome  pompA;  some  papd.  TropA  is  a  con* 
ketone  of  Brodaras,  adopted  by  Schneidewin.  It  wag  a  game  played  bv 
throwing  dice  into  a  hole  prepared  for  the  purpose.  See  Pollux,  va. 
KB,  and  If  ainecke,  Fr.  Com.  Or.  ii.  p.  113. 
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jocular  pleasantries.     Just  so  perhaps  might  the  tender 
Catullus  venture  to  send  his  sparrow  to  the  great  Virgil ' 

.0  thou,  whose  strains  in  loftiest  style 

fO  Sflras,  glory  of  the  Nine !) 
Tell  barbarous  warfare's  Taried  wile, 

Hannibal's  ever  new  design ; 
And  paint  the  Scipios  in  the  field, 
"Where  Carthage  false  was  forced  to  yield, 
Awhile  your  grandeur  put  away ; 

December  now,  with  rattling  dice 
Cast  from  the  doubtful  box,  is  gay ; 

And  Pops*  plied  his  false  device $ 
T  is  now  an  easy  festive  time 
That  well  befits  my  careless  rhyme. 
Then  smooth  your  frowns ;  with  placid  brow 

Bead,  pr*ythee,  these  my  trifling  lays, 
My  lays  where  wanton  jests  o*erflow ; 

For  thus,  perchance,  his  sparrow's  praise 
Catullus,  whom  sweet  strains  attend, 
To  mighty  Maro  dared  to  send.         Charge  Lamb. 

XV.     TO  CACTLLkJSVB. 

When  you  asked  me  yesterday  for  the  loan  of  a  thousand 
sesterces,  CascQianus,  for  six  or  seven  days,  I  said,  "  I  have 
not  so  much."  But,  on  the  pretence  of  a  friend's  arrival, 
you  now  ask'  me  for  a  dish  ana  some  vases.  Are  you  a  fool  P 
Or  do  you  think  me  a  fool,  my  friend  P  I  refused  you  a 
thousand;  shall  I  give  you  five  thousand  sesterces? 

Ten  pound  thou  beggMst  to  borrow  th'  other  day, 

Which  speedily  thou  promised  to  repay. 

I  had  it  not,  as  civil  I  did  say. 

But  thou,  by  a  friend's  visit  much  surprised, 

To  borrow  of  me  silver  plate  devised. 

Art  thou  a  fool?  or  me  dost  one  suppose? 

When  ten  I  would  not,  fifty  pound  I'd  lose?  Ano*.169& 

XVI.     TO  OALLU8. 

It  was  rumoured,  Gallus,  that  you  were  not  exactly  the  step* 
son  of  your  mother,  while  she  was  the  wife  of  your  father. 
This  however  could  not  be  proved  while  your  father  was 

1  Catullus  flonrished  before  Virgil,  but  Martial  is  piiposelv  guilty  of  the 
anachronism,  that  ha  my  compare  Silins  Italicns  to  Virgil,  as  as  com* 
pares  himself  to  Catullus.  *  The  tavern-keeper. 
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alive.  Your  father,  Gallus,  is  now  no  more;  jet  your  step- 
mother  still  lives  in  the  house  with  you.  Even  if  the  great 
Cicero  could  be  recalled  from  the  shades  below,  and  Be* 
ruIus  himself  were  to  defend  you,  you  could  not  be  acquitted ; 
for  she  who  does  not  cease  to  be  a  step-mother  after  a  fa- 
ther's death,  Gallus,'  never  was4  a*  step-mother. 

That,  Gallus,  thou  wast  never  son-in-law 
To  her  thy  lather's  consort  late  we  saw, 
The  rumour  rose ;  but  could  not  hope  to  thrive, 
While  he,  by  whom  thou  liVst,  was  yet  alive. 
Now,  where  thine  awful  sire  no  more  is  seen,' 
The  step-dame  revels  an  unrivall'd  queen.  • 
For  thee  should  Tully  break  the  Stygian  laws, 
And  Regulus  himself  attempt  thy  cause, 
Thy  cause  were  lost  Who  ceases  not  to  be 
Thy  step-dame,  Gallus,  ne'er  was  such  to  thee. 

Elphinstun. 

xvn.    SO  PAULUS. 
Ton  request  me  to  write  verses  against  Lydsca,  Paulus, 
of  audi  a  nature  that  she  may  be  angry  on  reading  them* 
Paulus,  you  are  unfair;  you  wish  to  get  her  all  to  yourself. 

Why,  Paulus,  would  you  have  me  write 

OnPhQlis,  to  provoke  her  spite  F 

The  reason  is,  as  you  must  own, 

Ton  'd  have  her  for  yourself  alone.        Anon* 

ITin.     OK  A  YOUTH  KILLED  BY  THJ  FALL  OF  A  MFC* 
OF  10*. 

Just  where  the  gate  near  tbe  portico  of  Agrippa  is  always 
dripping  with  water,1  and  the  slippery  pavement  is  wet  with 
constant  showers,  a  mass  of  water,  congealed  by  winter's  cold, 
fell  upon  the  neck  of  a  youth  who  was  entering  the  damp 
temple,  and,  when  it  had  inflicted  a  cruel  death  on  the  un- 
fortunate boy,  the  weapon  melted  in  the  warm  wound  it  had 
made.  What  cruelties  does  not  Fortune  permit  P  Or  where 
is  not  death  to  be  found,  if  yon,  waters,  turn  cut-throata. 

T  was  from  a  spout,  which  pours  into  the  street) 
And  makes  the  pavement  slippery  to  the  feet, 
An  icicle  depending  grew,  until 
By  its  own  weight  the  ponderous  ruin  fell  j 

i  8eeB.iiLEp.47. 
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Streak  on  the  neck  a  boy  upon  the  gi  rtnd  > 
Wooded  to  death ;  then  melted  in  tl jb  wound. 
From  cruel  fortune  can  we  more  endure  f 
If  waters  stab,  where  can  we  be  secure  P  Hbp. 

xrx    ok  ▲  CLOAK. 

I  send  you  a  foreign  cloak,  the  stout  workmanship  of  a 
Gallic  wearer.  Which,  though  of  a  barbarous  country,  has  a 
Lacedemonian  name  ;l  a  gift  of  small  value,  but  not  to  be 
despised  in  cold  December.  Whether  you  are  rubbing  into 
your  skin  the  clammy  wrestler's  oil,  or  playing  at  tennis 
to  warm  yon;  whether  you  are  catching  the  dusty  ball  with 
your  hand,-  or  sharing  with  your  competitors  the  featherlike 
weight  of  the  loose  bladder,'  or  seeking  to  surpass  the  light 
Athas  •  in  the  race,  this  will  be  a  defence  to  you,  that  the 
searching  cold  may  not  affect  your  wet  limbs;  or  unpropitious 
Iris  oppress  you  with  sudden  rain,  dad  in  this  gift;  you  will 
laugh  at  winds  and  showers;  nor  will  you  be  equally  safe  in 
XyransSk. 

The  frowsy  foster  of  a  female  hand, 

Qf  name  Laconian,  from  a  barb*rous  land) 

Tbo*  rude,  yet  welcome  to  December's  snow  :• 

To  thee  we  bid  the  homely  stranger  go. 

Whether  in  limber  liniment  thou  toil. 

Or  m  the  Trigonal  thy  fibres  boil ; 

Whether  thy  hand  the  dusty  Harpast  snatch, 

Or  the  Wind-bomb  thy  flyinff  foot  shall  catch: 

Whether  the  nimble  Athas  thou  'd'st  outrun ; 

Or  dare  the  brayest  feat,  that  brayes  the  sun : 

Tnat  into  glowing  limbs  no  cold  may  elide, 

That  baleful  Iris  neyer  drench  thy  pride  j 

This  fence  shall  bid  thee  scorn  the  winds  and  showers. 

The  Tyrian  lawn  pretends  no  equal  powers,      IZtphin$(om. 

xx.   to  collhtus,  ok  obbellia,  jlsd  gellia- 
Corellia  calls  herself  an  old  woman,  when  she  is  but  a 
ffirl;  Gellia  calls  herself  a  girl,  when  she  is  an  old  woman. 
Nobody  can  endure  either,  Oollinus ;  the  one  is  ridiculous, 
the  other  disgusting. 

1  Endromia, 

*  A  large  light  ball,  which  appears  to  hare  been  thrown  or  knock** 
about  with  the  sand  or  fist. 

•  AboyJanovsforliisawifaeet.  Pliny,  Hi  N.  tU.  SO. 
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Gerellia,  young,  afieots  .to  say  she's  old. 
Old  GeUia  tang  the  girls  would  be  enroU'd. 
Whit  cither  does,  Collinut,  oanst  divert  P 
The  young  one  plays  the  fool,  the  old  the  beast 

Amm.  1090, 

XXI*     OK  81LIU8,  AK  ATHBIST. 

8etfus  affirms  that  there  are  no  gods,  and  that  heaven  is 
empty;  and. thinks  he  has  sufficient  proof  of  his  opinion  in 
seeing  himself  become  rich  while  he  maintains  it. 

Bellas  affirms,  in  heaVn  no  gods  there  are  t 

And  while  he  thrives,  and  they  their  thunder  spare, 

His  daring  tenet  to  the  world  seems  lair.  A*on.  1694. 

Selios  asserts,  there  is  no  providences 

And  what  .he  thus  asserts,  he  proves  from  hence, 

That  such  a  villain  as  himself  still  lives  % 

And.  what  is  more,  is  oourted  too.  and  thrives.     Hay, 

That  there's  no  God,  John  gravely  swears. 
And  quotes,  in  proo£  his  own  aflairs  s 
For  how  should  such  an  atheist  thrive, 
If  there  was  any  Ood  alive? 

Westminster  Bsvtsw,  April,  1853. 

XTTT.     OK  CLEOPJLTXA,  HIS  WOT. 

Cleopatra,  after  having  submitted  to  the  first  embrace  of 
love;  and  requiring  to  be  soothed  by  her  husband,  plunged 
Into  a  glittering  pool,  flying  from  his  embrace ;  but  the  wave 
betrayed  her  in  ner  hiding-place ;  and  she  shone  through 
the  water  though  wholly  covered  by  it.  Thus  lilies  are 
distinctly  seen  through  pure  glass,  and  clear  crystal  does 
hot  allow  roses  to  be  hidden,  i  leaped  in,  and,  plunging  be- 
neath the  waves,  snatched  struggling  kisses;  more  was  for* 
bidden  by  the  transparent  flood. 

The  virgin  danger  pass*d,  the  bride  enraged, 

Sweet  .Cleopatra,  to  be  disengaged, 

And  scare  mine  arms,  dives  m  the  baths  most  dear: 

But  the  kind  waters  soon  betrayed  her  there, 

For  though  thus  hid  her  glories  did  appear, 

Like  to  soft  lilies  in  a  crystal  grave, 

Or  roses  closed  in  gems  no  cover  have. 

With  that  I  dived,  and  cropped  the  struggling  kisses, 

Ye,  glittering  streams,  forbade  the  other  blisses.      jFYefdstr 
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run.    to  thalia,  oh  the  pobt  ltjbtisots  BBUvuinm.1 

Whilst  you  are  too  dilatory,  Thalia,  and  take  long  to  con- 
sider which  is  the  first,  which  the  second,  in  your  estimation, 
or  to  whom  shall  be  assigned  the  palm  in  Greek  Epigram,  Cal- 
limachus  has  himself  conceded  the  superiority  to  the  eloquent 
Brutianus;1  and  if  he,  satiated  with  Attic  wit,  should  now 
sport  with  our  Eoman  Minerva,  make  me,  I  pray  you,  second 
to  him. 

While  thou  deliberate  too  long, 

Whom,  in  sublime  inscriptive  song, 

Thou  first  or  second  shalt  decree  | 

Gallimachus  bids  Brutian  be 

The  foremost  bard,  in  Attic  senses 

Who,  did  he  Roman  salt  dispense, 

Would  leave  my  vanity  unvex'd : 

Do  but,  Thalia,  name  me  next.  Jflphmston* 

XXIV.     TO  7ABIAOT8. 

Lycoris  has  buried  all  the  female  friends  she  had,  Fabi- 
anus:  would  she  were  the  friend  of  my  wife ! 
Lyeork  of  her  friends  still  makes  an  end: 
I  would  she  Were  to  my  wife  such  a  friend.    Wright 

Lycoris9  friends  are  rarely  of  long  life : 

I  wish  she  were  acquainted  with  my  wife.      Ano*.  1696. 

XXV.     TO  THB  BAVK8  OF  ALTHTU1C  AKD  AQOTLBIA. 

Te  banks  of  Alturam,*  that  rival  the  rural  beauties  of  BaiiB, 
and  thou  wood  that  sawest  the  fall  of  the  thunder-stricken 
Phaeton ;  thou  Sola,4  fairest  of  the  Dryads,  who  wast  taken  to 
wife  by  the  Faun  of  Antenor's  land  near  the  Euganean  lake ; 
and  thou,  Aqtrileia,  who  dejightest  in  Ledsaan*  Timavus,  at 
the  snot  where  Cyllaxus  drank  of  thy  seven  streams:  Ye 
shall  be  the  haven  and  the  resting-places  of  my  old  age,  if  my 
retirement  be  at  my  own  disposal. 

Ahanum's  shores,  that  with  the  Baian  vie  t 
Te  conscious  poplars,  that  a  Pha&thon  sigh ; 

1  Mentioned  by  Pliny,  Epist.  vii.  22. 

*  That  is,  the  world  has  acknowledged  his  superiority  over  CaUimacbus. 

*  A  town  on  the  Adriatic,  towards  Venice. 

4  Sola  was  the  name  of  a  lake  in  those  parts. 

*  The  river  Tinavus  is  here  called  Ledssan,  because  it  was  visited  by 
Castor  and  Polios,  the  sons  of  Leda,  when  they  were  among  the  Argo* 
sauts.    Cyllsnis  was  the  horso  of  Castor. 


BOOK  IT.]  KXCAAX8.  189 

Thou  fairest  Dryad  on  Antenor*e  lawn, 

"Who  waddedft  on  Euganean  lake  hit  Faun : 

Blest  Aguileia,  whom  Thnavus  awes, 

"Where  CyUaras  his  sevenfold  watera  drawa : 

Hafl^  peaceful  port  and  pillow  of  my  age  1 

So  inme  it  prove  to  choose  my  fmal  stage.       ElphimUm 

XXVI.     TO  POBTTTHTTB,  AS  AYABICIOTJ8  MAK. 

By  not  having  been  to  see  you  at  home  in  the  morning  for 
a  whole  year,  do  you  wish  me  to  say  how  much,  Postumus, 
I  have  lost  ?  I  suppose  about  twice  thirty  and  thrice  twenty 
sesterces.    Pardon  me,  Postumua,  I  pay  more  for  a  toga.1 

For  not  attending  on  thee  a  whole  year, 
What  I  have  lost  thereby,  Posthumus,  hear. 
Five  hundred  pence  at  least  upon  this  score. 
T  is  much:  a  gown  would  yet  have  cost  me  more. 

Anon.  1605. 

ZXYH.     TO  DOMITTAJC. 

You  are  in  the  habit,  Caesar,  of  frequently  commending  my 
little  books.  A  jealous  rival,  behold,  says  you  ought  not  to 
do  so;  yet  you  do  it  none  the  less  on  that  account.  You 
have  even  not  been  content  to  honour  me  with  words  alone, 
but  have  bestowed  on  me  gifts  such  as  no  other  could  have 
given  me ;  behold  again,  my  envious  rival  gnaws  his  black 
nails.  Give  me,  C©sar,  so  much  the  more,  that  he  may  be 
the  more  mortified. 

Mv  books  thou  often  gracest  with  thy  praise, 

Tho'  malice  it  denies,  thou  oft  giv'st  bays  j 

Nor  only  by  thy  words,  this  truth  is  known, 

But  honours  too,  which  thou  canst  give  alone ; 

Envy  to  black  my  feme  yet  goes  on  still ; 

Gajsar,  give  more,  till  thou  the  envious  kilL    Anon.  1095. 

XtVTTT.     TO    OELOl,  8QUAHDIBOTG  HIE  PBOPBKTT  OK  LU* 
PXBOU8. 

You  have  given,  Chloe,to  the  tender  Lupercxuf  stuffs  from 
8pain  and  from  Tyre,  of  scarlet  hue,  and  a  toga  washed.in  the 

1  If  your  sportato  amounted  to  a  hundred  and  twenty  sesterces  in  the 
course  of  the  year,  a  toga,  which  I  should  wear  out  in  visiting  you,  would 
cost  me  more  than  that  sum. 
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warm  Gatosus,1  Indian  sardonvxes,  Scythian  emeralds,  a 
hundred  gold  pieces  newly  coined ;  whatever  indeed  he  asks, 
you  never  fail,  to  give  him.  Poor  shorn  lamb !  Unhappy  wo- 
man, yourLupercus  will  strip  yon  bare. 

Thou  on  young  Lupercus,  fool, 

Dil'st  the  works  or  Spanish  wool: 

Tyrian  robe,  and  scarlet  vest, 

Grown,  in  warm  Gatasus  dreat; 

Sardonyx  from  farthest  Ind ; 

Em'rald  of  the  Scythian  kind : 

Hundred  lords,*  of  novel  coin : 

And  what  else  he  can  enjoin. 

Woe  to  thee,  self-wasting  fair ! 

Thy  Lnpero  will  strip  thee  bare.     ElphmgUm 

mi.    TO  PUDBKS. 

The  number  of  my  books,  dear  Pndens,  forms  an  objection 
to  them;  the  ever-recurring  toil  fatigues  and  satiates  the 
reader.  Barity  gives  a  charm :  thus  early  fruits  are  most 
esteemed;  thus  winter  roses  obtain  a  higher  price ;  thus  coy- 
ness sets  off  an  extravagant  mistress ;  and  a  door  ever  open 
attracts  no  young  suitor.  Fersius  is  oftener  noticed  on  ac- 
count of  one  book,  than  the  empty  Marsns  for  the  whole  of 
his  Amaaonid.  For  yourself;  when  yon  are  reading  any  one 
of  my  little  books,  imagine  it  to  be  the  only  one;  it  will  then 
be  or  mare  value  in  your  eyes. 

The  number  of  my  books  does  them  much  wrong, 

Hie  reader 's  tired  and  glutted  with  their  throng ; 

Scarce  things  take  most,  first  fruits  please  those  are  nice, 

Roses  in  winter  bear  the  highest  price : 

Penras*  one  book 's  more  celebrated  far 

Than  Manas'  bulky  Amasonkn  War. 

Reading  a  book  of  mine,  feign  there 's  no  more; 

11ms  ofmy  wit  thou  It  make  the  greater  stcre.  Anon.  189fi. 

XXX.     TO  A  nSHBBMUT,  THAT  KB  HAY  SPABS  DOMITIAJr's 

FISH. 

Withdraw,  fisherman,  I  warn  yon,  far  from  the  Baiaalake, 
fly,  that  you  may  not  retire  with  guilt  on  your  head, 
(these  waters  are  inhabited  by  sacred  fish,  who  know  their 

1  Made  of  the  wool  of  sheep  fed  on  the  banks  of  the  Gsiasus,  a  ri?sx 
near  Tareatma.    See  B.  iii.  Ep.  43. 
sDomm(*.  Coins  with  the  head  of  the  emperor  on  them. 
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sovereign,  and  lick  his  hand,  a  hand  than  which  the  world 
contains  nothing  more  powerful.  They  eren  have  each  its 
name,  and  each  comes  up  at  the  voice  of  its  master,  when 
called.  Once,  in  this  deep  pool,  as  an  impious  LQriran  was 
drawing  up  his  prey  with  quivering  rod,  he  was  suddenly  struck 
with  bfinanesa,  and  unable  to  see  the  captured  fish ;  and  now, 
abhorring  his  sacrilegious  hooks,  he  sits  a  beggar  on  the  banks 
of  the  Baian  lake.1  But  do  you  withdraw  while  you  may,  and 
while  you  are  yet  innocent,  casting  into  the  waters  only  harm- 
less morsels  of  food,  and  respecting  the  tender  fish. 

Prom  the  Baian  lake,  with  awe, 
Angler,  I  advise,  withdraw : 
Lest,  of  hallow**  blood  unspilt 
Thou  ahouldst  rath  incur  the  fluih. 

Sacred  flfhj**,  f  y  immwig  M*TiH» 

Hail  their  lord,  and  lick  his  hand: 
Hand  whose  greater  cannot  wave, 
Or  to  sacrifice  or  save. 
Name  respective  know  they  all, 
And  attend  their  master*s  calL 

Once  a  Libyan  rued  the  deed, 
When  he  play  d  the  trembling  reed. . 
Sudden  light  his  eyes  forsook,  • 
Nor  display'd  the  fish  he  took. 
Now  he  well  the  hook  may  hate, 
Clothed  with  so  dire  a  bait ; 
Where  he,  by  the  Baian  pool. 
Sits  a  blinded  begging  fool 
Then,  dear  angler,  suH  by  law 
Innocent,  do  thou  withdraw* 
Throwing  first  a  simple  dish, 
Venerate  devoted  fisni  Elphwstotu 

XXXI.  .   TO  HtTPOBAHUS. 

Am  to  your  desire  to  be  named  and  read  of  in  my  books, 
and  your  belief  that  it  would  be  something  of  an  honour 
to  you,  may  I  be  confounded,  if  your  wish  is  not  most  agree- 
able to'  me;  and  I  am  most  anxious  to  give  you  a  place  in 
my  verse.  But  you  have  a  name'  imposed  upon  you  un- 
favourable to  the  inspiration  of  the  Muses;  *  name  which  a 

J  Attorypevl^whoUyuMiitTenuenoftliepoet;  or  perhaps  rumour 
may  hare  afforded  some  foundation  for  it  Amot  supposes,  that  Martial 
may  allude  Jo  tome  wretch  whose  eyes  were  put  out  by  Domitiaa,  for 
fishing  in  the  pond*. "  Gams  of  Latin  Poetry/'  p.  21 L 
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barbarous  mother  gave  you,  and  which'  neither  Melpomene, 
nor  Polyhymnia,  nor  pious  Calliope,  nor  Phoebus,  could  pro* 
nounee.  Adopt,  then,  some  name  which  is  acceptable  to  the 
Muses;  "Hippodamus"  can  never  be  introduced  with  good 
effect1 

Game  thou  desirest  to  be  read  and  named 

80  in  my  books,  as  by  it  to  be  famed, 

Let  me  not  lire  the  thing  much  pleases  me, 

And  in  my  lines  I  would  insert  thee  free, 

But  that  thy  name  is  so  averse  to  all 

The  Muses,  which  thy  mother  did  thee  call, 

Which  nor,  Melpom'ne  nor  Polymnia  may, 

Nor  sweet  Calliope  with  Phcebus  say. 

Adopt  thee  then  some  grateful  name  to  us; 

How  wretchedly  this  sounds!  Hippodamus!    FUtcbr. 

IIIM.     Qff  ▲  BIX  SHCLOBXD  IS  AMBEB. 

The  bee  is  enclosed,  and  shines  preserved,  in  a  tear  of  the 
sisters  of  FhaSton,  so  that  it  seems  enshrined  in  its  own 
nectar.  It  has  obtained  a  worthy  reward  for  its  great 
toils;  we  may  suppose  that  the  bee  itself  would  have  desired 
such  a  death. 

Here  shines  a  bee  closed  in  an  amber  tomb, 

As  if  interred  in  her  own  honey-oomb. 

A  fit  reward  fete  to  her  labours  gave  $ 

No  other  death  would  she  have  wish'd  to  have.     Jfity. 

The  bee  enclosed,  and  through  the  amber  shown, 
Seems  buried  in  the  juice  which  was  his  own. 
So  honoured  was  a  life  in  labour  spent: 
Such  might  he  wish  to  have  his  monument.        Hoy. 

mm.    tq  aostBijjnra. 
As  your  desk,  Sosibianus,  is  full  of  elaborate  compo- 
sitions, why  dp  ycm  publish  nothing?  "My  heirs,"  you  say, 
"will  publish  my  verses."  When?  It  is  already,  Sosibianus, 
time  that  yon  should  be  read. 

Thou  say*st  thf  hast  poems  by  thee  of  great  worth: 
Why  dost  thou  not,  Soaibian,  brine  them  forth  P 
Thy  heirs,  thou  say'st,  wfllcause  them  to  be  read  1 
T  u  pity  tris  not  done,  and  thyself  dead.       Amm.16^5. 

1  If  artial,  we  may  suppose,  disliked  the  sound  of  this  name.  It  is 
used  frequently,  as  an  epuhet,in  Homer. 

1  The  tears  which  the  sisters  of  PhaeHhon  shed  at  his  death,  are  said 
to  hart  been  changed  into  amber.    Ovid,  Hetam.  b  iL 
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II I  IT,    TO  ATTJXITS. 

Although,  Attains,  jrour  toga  is  very  dirty,  wloerer  says 
that  you  hare  a  snow-like  toga  speaks  the  troth.1 

Though  thy  gown  '■  dirty,  he  says  true,  I  know, 

Who  says  thou  hart  a  gown  that  looks  like  snow.  L.ILS. 

XXXf.     OK  A  OOMBAT  OF  BOBS  Ut  THJ  THEATB1. 

We  hare  seen  gentle  does  engage  in  fight  with  opposed 
horns,  and  fall  under  the  impartial  stroke  of  fate.  The 
hounds  gazed  on  their  prey;  and  the  proud  huntsman  stood 
amazed  that  nothing  remained  for  his  knife  to  do.  "Whence 
are  feeble  minds  warmed  with  so  great  furyP  Thus  fight 
bulls;  thus  fall  heroes. 

Wee  saw  feint  deere  with  furious  butts,  of  late. 

Each  other  meet,  and  dye  with  mutuall  fate. 

The  dogs  beheld  their  prey,  the  huntsman  proud 

Admired  no  worke  was  to  his  knife  alloVal 

Whence  should  faint  hearts  such  furie  entertaine  • 

So  fight  sterne  bulls,  so  Yaliant  men  are  slaine.        Maty. 

The  timorous  deer  against  themselres  make  head, 

The  fight  forsake  not,  till  they  both  lie  dead: 

The  dogs  look'd  on,  huntsmen  amazed  appear, 

No  prey  employment  found  for  either  here. 

In  softest  breasts  what  moved  a  rage  so  high? 

Bulls  rush  on  bulls,  and  stoutest  men  so  die.  Anon.  1695. 

zxzn.    TO  OLUS. 
Your  beard  is  white,  Olus,  your  hair  is  black.   The  reason 
is,  that  you  cannot  dye  your  beard,  though  you  can  dye  your 
hair. 

Thy  beard  is  hoarr ;  but  thy  locks  are  black : 
To  tinge  the  beard  thou  hast  not  yet  the  knack. 

Elphmt&on. 

rrxrn.    to  am. 
"Coranus  owes  me  a  hundred  thousand  sesterces,  Man- 
emus  two  hundred  thousand,  Titius  three  hundred  thousand, 
Albinus  six  hundred  thousand,  Sabinus  a  million,  and  Ser- 

1  QidiquUUnimam  dixit  habeniogam.  The  commentators  hare  been 
much  perplexed  about  the  signification  of  attfam  in  this  passage,  and  in 
a  similar  one  in  B.  ix.  Ep.  50,  Qmm  (togam)  pouit  nwmm  dicmrtjm 
tmo.  Some  think  the  meaning  is  that  the  toga  hung  in  tatters,  like  flakes 
of  snow ;  others,  that  its  colours  were  bleached  to  dirty  white* 
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nuns  another  million";  from  my  lodging-houses  and  &nm  I 
receive  three  millions,  from  my Tarmesan  flocks  six  handled 
thousand,"  Such  are  the  words,  Afer,  that  yon  daily  din  into 
my  ear;  and  I  know  them  better  than  my  own  name.  Ton 
must  pay  me  something,  to  enable  me  to  bear  tins..  Dispel 
my  daily  nausea  with  a  round  sum :  I  cannot  listen  to  your 
catalogue,  Afer,  for  nothing. 

"Coranus  does  a  hundred  to  me  owe; 
Manoinus  three ;  Albinos  twice  this;  so 
Sabinus  doth ;  Serranus  ten  j  I  know 
A  sixth,  ten  more :  then  from  my  lands  do  come, 
My  flocks  and  city  rents,  a  Taster  sum." 
This  thou,  whole  days,  relatfst,  and  I  retain 
With  that  exactness  as  I  do  my  name. 
Say  not  to  what  thy  income  does  amount, 
But  something  tell  which  turns  to  my  account: 
I  cannot  hear  thee,  gratis,  thus  excite, 
Be  thy  tales  true  or  false  my  needy  appetite.  <4fM».1696. 

*  Ten  thousand  pounds  in  bank  and  South-Sea  funds ; 
Twenty  in  India  stock,  and  India  bonds ; 
Five  thousand  more  have  you  in  three  per  cents. ; 
A  thousand  are  your  Kent  and  Essex  rents  t 
Those  from  Bar  Dadoes  are  of  late  the  same." 
All  this  I  know,  as  well  as  my  own  name* 
The  daily  tale  is  grown  extremely  dull: 
I  cannot  hear  it  gratis,  on  my  souL 
For  every  time  give  me  a  guinea  stul ; 
Bepeat  it  then  as  often  as  you  W3L  2&y. 

XXKYm.     TO  OALLA. 

Galla,  say  "No: "  love  is  soon  sated,  unless  our  pleasures 
are  mixed  with  some  pain ;  but  do  not  continue,  Galla,  to 
say  "No"  too  long. 

Oalla,  deny;  and  render  passion  strong: 

But,  prudent  Oalla,  do  n't  deny  too  long.     J3pkm$tom. 

!■«■«-  TO  OHAJLUfUS. 
Ton  have  bought  up  all  sorts  of  silver  plate;  you  alone 
possess  the  old  masterpieces  of  Myro,  and  the  handiwork  of 
Praxiteles  and  Scopas ;  you  alone  have  the  productions  of 
Phidias' graver,  and  the  labours  of  Mentor.  Nor  are  genuine 
Gratiuses  *  wanting  in  your  collection,  nor  vases  inlaid  with 

1  QraHma  vera,  the  workmanship  of  one  Giattus:  Plin.  H.  N 
xxxiii.  11. 
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Callaic1  gold,  nor  embossed  ones  from  the  tables  of  jour 
ancestors.  Yet,  amidst  all  your  silver,  I  wonder,  Channua, 
that  yon  possess  none  pure/ 

Charinus,  thou  'it  a  rare  collection  made 
Of  silver  works,  both  many  and  o'erlaid 
Alone  dost  Myron's,  Scopar  pieces  show, 
What  Mentor  and  Praxiteles  could  do ; 
Alone  dost  Phidias'  noble  prayings  Taunt, 
Alone  the  true  Gratianus  dost  not  want} 
Enchased  goblets  of  pure  Spanish  ore, 
All  double  gilt,  thy  father's  table  bore. 

What 's  to  these  wonders  to  be  wonderM  most, 
A  penny  current-coin  thou  canst  not  boast 

Anon.  1896. 
Wrought,  grayed,  embossM,  of  old  and  modern  date, 
In  the  best  taste,  how  great  your  stock  of  plate ! 
Here  Phidias,  there  Praxiteles  doth  stand : 
Here  the  sole  piece,  that 's  left,  of  Mentor's  hand. 
This  cistern  did  a  Jerninaham  invent: 
That  bowl  and  cup  were  Doth  design'd  by  Kent 
'Mongst  all  the  things  where  art  and  fancy  join, 
I  wonder  you  no  silver  have  in  coin.  Say. 

XL.     TO  P08TU1CTJ8. 

When  the  halls  of  the  Pisos,  and  the  thrice-fllustrioua 
house  of  the  learned  Seneca,  were  displaying  Ion?  lines  of 
pedigrees,  I  preferred  yon,  Postumus,  to  all  such  high  per- 
sonages ;  yon  werepoor  and  but  a  knight,  but  to  me  you 
were  a  consul.  With  you,  Postumus,  I  counted  thirty 
winters;  we  had  one  couch  in  common  between  us.  Now, 
full  of  honours,  and  rolling  in  wealth,  you  can  give,  you  can 
lavish.  I  am  waiting,  Postumus,  to  see  what  you  will  do 
for  me.  Ton  do  nothing;  and  it  is  late  for  me  to  look  about 
for  another  patron.  Is  this,  Fortune,  your  act  P  Postumus 
has  imposed  upon  me. 

Though  Piso's  stem  speaks  great  nobility, 

Seneca  shows  a  threefold  pedigree, 

And  both  their  courts  to  my  access  are  free  j 

1  Vases  manufactured  by  the  Callaci  or  Gallicism  in  Spain,  or  of 
metal  brought  from  their  country. 

*  A  play  on  the  word  pmr§.  Martial  means  that  Charmus's  table  was 
defiled  with  debauchery.  The  translators  in  verse  have  not  had  regard 
to  this  meaning.   Compare  B.  i.  Ep.  77. 

o3 
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Yet  my  salutes  to  thee  I  first  did  bring, 
Poor,  and  a  knight,  bat  unto  me  a  king : 
Ten  years,  twice  told,  in  amity  we  led, 
One  table  served  us,  and  one  common  bed. 

Thou  'rt  noble  now  and  rich,  canst  throw  away  | 
What  to  our  ancient  friendship  wilt  thou  pay  P 
I  may  expect:  but  thou  hast  nought  to  say. 
Grown  old,  a  patron  I  can't  seek,  though  poor 
On  me,  or  faitn,  hast  thou  imposed  more  P      Anon.  1695 

xli.    to  ▲  post  BioiTnre  badly. 

Why,  when  about  to  recite,  do  you  wrap  your  neck  in 
wool  P  That  wool  would  be  more  proper  for  our  ears. 

Why,  wrapt  about  your  neck,  wool  do  you  wearP 
That  wool  would  better  serve  to  stop  our  ear.     Wright. 

When  thou  thy  poems  dost  recite,  for  fear 
Of  catching  cola,  far  'bout  thy  neck  dost  wear. 
This  fitter  were  for  thv  ears  of  them  that  hear. 

Anon.  1695. 

XLH.     TO  PLJ.CCUS,  OK  BIB  FAVOI7BIT1  JJUX0HICU8. 

If  any  one  could  possibly  grant  my  wishes,  hear,  FIaccus* 
what  sort  of  favourite  I  would  desire.  The  youth  should, 
first,  be  born  on  the  banks  of  the  Nile;  no  land  knows  bettor 
how  to  bestow  attractions.  Let  him  be  whiter  than  snow; 
for  in  dusky  Egypt  that  colour  is  more  beauteous,  aa  more 
rare.  Let  his  eyes  rival  the  stars,  and  his  floating  locks  play 
upon  his  neck ;  I  do  not  love,  Flaccus,  carefully  arranged 
locks.  Let  his  forehead  be  small,  and  his  nose  slightly 
aquiline;  and  let  his  lips  rival  Psetan  roses  in  redness. 
Let  him  often  seek  my  caresses  when  I  refuse  them;  refuse 
his  when  I  seek  them;  and  let  him  be  often  more  sportive 
than  his  master.  Let  him  be  jealous  of  other  youths,  and 
ever  keep  young  damsels  at  a  distance ;  and,  while  a  man  to 
all  else,  let  him  be  a  youth  to  me  alone.  "I  understand," 
say  you;  "you  do  not*deceive  me;  for  I  can  testify  that  your 
description  is  exact.  Such  was  my  Ajnajranicus." 

If  I  could  such  obtain,  as  I  desire, 

Hear  then  what  beauty.  Flaccus,  I  admire. 

One  born  in  Egypt,  i'tn'  first  place,  Td  choose  9 

Such  artificial  charms  none  else  douse: 

I  'd  have  her  skin  white  as  the  driven  snow,— 

From  that  swarth  dime  the  fair  do  fairest  show  $ 
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Her  eyes  with  start  should  vie,  her  flowing  hair 

Fall  on  her  neck,  which  I  to  curls  prefer; 

Her  forehead  should  be  smooth,  well  shaped  her  nose* 

Her  lovely  lips  a  rosy  red  disclose  | 

Sometimes  Id  hare  her  kind,  and  sometimes  coy, 

In  no  man's  courtship,  but  mine  own,  to  joy  j 

Young  men  to  hate,  eVn  her  own  sex  to  fear} 

To  others  ice,  to  me  a  maid  appear. 

Now,  Flaccus,  I  foreknow  what  thou  wilt  say. 

Geelia,  my  Geelia,  thou  dost  here  display.     Ano*.  1695. 

TTiTTT.     TO  C0BA0HTU8. 

I  did  not  call  you,  Goracmua,  an  unnatural  debauchee;  I 
am  not  so  rash  or  daring;  nor  am  I  a  person  to  utter  false- 
hoods willingly.  If  I  so  spoke  of  you,  Coracinus,  may  I  find 
the  flagon  of  rontia  and  the  cup  of  MetQus  *  hostile  to  me; 
I  swear  to  you  by  the  extravagance  and  madness  of  the  rites 
of  Isis  and  Cybele.  What  I  said,  however,  was  of  a  light 
and  trifling  nature,— a  something  well  known,  and  which 
you  yourself  will  not  deny ;  I  said,  Coracinus,  that  you  are 
strangely  fond  of  the  female  i 


XMT.    OH  MOTOT  YMTTVTUS. 

This  is  Vesuvius,  lately  green  with  umbrageous  vines ;  here 
the  noble  grape  had  pressed  the  dripping  coolers.  These  are 
the  heights  which  Bacchus  loved  more  than  the  mils  of  Nysa ; 
on  this  mountain  the  satyrs  recently  danced.  This  was  the 
abode  of  Venus,  more  grateful  to  her  than  Laced&mon ;  this 
was  the  place  renowned  bv  the  divinity  of  Hercules.1  All  now 
nes  boned  in  flames  and  sad  ashes.  Even  the  gods  would 
have  wished  not  to  have  had  the  power  to  cause  such  a  catas- 
trophe.* 

Vesuvius,  shaded  once  with  greenest  vines, 
Where  pressed  grapes  did  yield  the  noblest  wines ; 
Which  hill  far  more  than  Nvsa  Bacchus  lov'd, 
Where  satyrs  once  in  mirthmU  dances  mov*d, 
Where  Venus  dwelt,  and  better  loVd  the  place 
Than  Sparta,  where  Abides  temple  was, 
Is  now  burnt  downe,  rak'd  up  in  ashes  sad. 
The  gods  are  gruTd  that  such  great  power  they  had. 

May. 
1  Two  poisoners  of  that  day. 

*  There  were  temples  of  Venue  and  Hercules  on  the  mountain. 

*  This  wis  the  eruption  of  Vesanos  in  which  Pliny  the  elder  lost  his 
life.    Plin.  Ep  vL  16. 


108  kabsial'i 

Vesuvius,  ooverM  with  the  fruitful  vine. 

Here  flourish'd  once,  and  ran  with  flcods  of  wines 

Here  Bacchus  oft  to  the  cool  shades  retired, 

And  his  own  native  Nysa  less  admired: 

Oft  to  the  mountain's  airy  tops  advanced, 

The  frisking  Satyrs  on  the  summits  danced: 

Alddes  here,  here  Venus,  graced  the  shore, 

Nor  loved  her  favourite  Lacedsmon  more. 

Now  piles  of  ashes,  spreading  all  around 

In  undistinguish'd  heaps,  deform  the  ground : 

The  rods  themselves  the  ruin'd  seats  bemoan, 

And  blame  the  mischiefs  that  themselves  have  done. 


XLT.     TO  APOLLO. 

To  thee,  Phoebus,  Parthenius,  the  chamberlain  of  Domitian 
makes  these  offerings,  in  behalf  of  his  son  Burros,  joyfully 
and  with  full  censer;  that  he,  who  this  day  marks  his  first 
five  years  by  entering  a  second  lustrum,  may  live  many  Olym- 
piads of  years.  Grant  accomplishment  to  the  prayers  of  a 
lather;  so  may  thy  Daphne  delight  in  thee,  and  thjr  sister 
rejoice  in  unspotted  virginity ;  so  mayst  thou  glory  in  per- 
petual youth ;  so  may  Bacchus  never  possess,  Pnoebus,  locks 
as  long  as  thine. 

Accept,  peat  Apollo,  the  censer  of  joy, 
Parthenius  the  Palatine  lights  for  his  boy ; 
That  Burros,  who  hails  his  first  lustre  complete, 
Olympiads  unnumbered  of  glory  may  greet 
Oh,  sanction  the  vow :  so  be  loved  by  thy  tree  j 
So  guard  thy  fair  sister  virginity's  glee; 
So  bloom  thou  perennial,  with  radiance  divine ; 
Not  Bromine1  own  head  boasting  honours  like  thine. 

XLTT.     OH  SABILLUS. 

The  Saturnalia  have  made  Sabellus  a  rich  man.1  Justly 
does  Sabellus  swell  with  pride,  and  think  and  say  that  there 
is  no  one  among  the  lawyers  better  off  than  himself.  All 
these  airs,  and  all  this  exultation,  are  excited  in  Sabellus  by 
half  a  peck  of  meal,  and  as  much  of  parched  beans ;  by  three 
half  pounds  of  frankincense,  and  as  many  of  pepper;  by  a 
sausage  from  Lucania,  and  a  sow's  paunch  from  Falerii ;  by 

1  It  was  customary  for  clients  and  dependents  to  nuke  presents  to  thaw 
patrons  st  the  Saturnalia,  celebrated  in  December. 
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*  Syrian  flagon  of  dark  mulled  wine,  and  some  figs  candied 
in  a  Libyan  jar,  accompanied  with  onions,  and  shell-fish,  and 
cheese.  From  a  Pioenian  client,  too,  came  a  little  cheat  that 
would  scarcely  hold  a  few  olives,  and  a  nest  of  seven  cups 
from  Safrnntum,  polished  with  the  potter's  rude  graver,  the 
day  workmanship  of  a  Spanish  wneel,1  and  a  napkin  va- 
riegated with  the  laticlave.  More  profitable  Saturnalia  Sa- 
bellus has  not  had  these  ten  years. 

Of  Satnrnian  ioyi  a  Sabellus  may  tell, 
And  display  the  new  riches  that  give  him  to  swell. 
He  may  think,  'mid  the  pleaders,  and  safely  declare 
That  himself  is  most  blessed  beyond  a  compare. 

Say,  my  Muse,  what  makes  Belly  so  proud  and  so  vain9 
Of  split  beans  half  a  peck,  half  a  bushel  of  grain ; 
Of  frankincense  and  pepper,  thrice  half  a  pound  stanch  j 
A  Lucanian  sausage,  Faliacian  panch  j 

Or  of  deep  must  decocted  a  Syrian  flask ; 

Superfine  candied  figs,  a  fair  Libyan  cask ; 

With  some  scalUons,  perwinkles,  some  choicest  of  cheese  | 

And  whatever  a  high-pamper'd  palate  can  please. 

Nor,  amid  Saturnalian  boons,  be  forgot 

Of  old  half-shrivell'd  olives,  no  overgrown  pot: 

Nay,  of  crockery  smooth'd  with  the  potter's  rough  tool, 

'See  a  sweet  set  of  seven,  says  the  Saguntine  school. 

Though  his  plate  burnish  neither  the  silver  nor  steel, 
T  is  the  weu-temper'd  clay  of  a  good  Spanish  wheel. 
On  a  board  so  supplied  universally  spread, 
With  a  cloth  of  broad  border,  white  striving  with  red. 

Now  can  envy  unburst  eye  the  cloth,  plate,  or  cates, 
If  but  half  be  the  troth,  that  Sabellus  relates  P 
Can  she  deem  that  Sabellus,  or  lawyer  alive, 
Tasted  richer  flatnnrians  these  twelvemonths  twice  five  f 

ElphuuUm. 

XLVTX    OS  A  1TOT&E  07  PHilTOK. 

An  encaustic  figure  of  Phaeton  is  depicted  upon  this 
tablet  What  do  you  mean,  painter,  by  burning  Fnaeton  a 
second  time? 

Behold  poor  Phaeton  again  sublime ! 

Ah!  why  burn  Phaeton  a  second  time?      ElphtMto*. 

1  jk  potter's  wheel.  The  earthenware  manufacture  of  Spain  was  of  a 
very  inferior  character. 
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XLVlil.  TO    PAPILVS* 

Percidi  gaudea :  peruana,  Pajrile,  plorae. 

Cur,  qua  ris  Sen,  Papile, facta  doles  P 
P<Bnitet  obeccBn®  pruriginia  P  an  magi*  Olad 

Flee,  quod  percidi,  Papile,  desieris  r 

Ta  sodi  d'essere  immembrato :  e  dopo  d'esserlo  stato,  to,  o  Pa 
pflo,  piangL  Perch*,  o  Pipflo,  ti  lagm  ta  di  do  die  vuoi  che  ti  si 
iacciaP  ti  penti  ta  dell*  oaoeao  prantoP  orrero  piangi  to,  Papilo, 
per  deaiderario  maggiormente  P  Qraglia. 

TTiTT.     TO  TLLQOTJZ. 

He  knowa  not,  Flaocua,  believe  me,  what  ^ignms  really 
are,  who  calla  them  mere  triflea  and  firirolitiea.  He  ia  much 
more  frivolous,  who  writea  of  the  feaat  of  the  cruel  Tereus; 
or  the  banquet  of  the  unnatural  Thyeetes ;  or  of  Dadalua  fitting 
melting  wings  to  hia  son's  body ;  or  of  Polyphemus  feeding  hia 
Sicilian  flocks*  From  my  effiiaiona  all  tumid  ranting  ia  ex- 
cluded ;  nor  does  my  Muse  swell  with  the  mad  garment 
of  Tragedy.  "  But  everything  written  in  such  a  style  ia 
praised,  admired,  and  adored  by  alL"  I  admit  it  tilings 
m  that  style  are  praised ;  but  mine  are  read. 

Thou  knoVst  not  trott  me,  what  are  Epigrams, 
Flaocua,  who  think'st  them  jests  and  wanton  games. 
He  wantons  more,  who  writes  what  horrid  meat 
The  plagu'd  Thyestes  and  vex*d  Tereus  eat, 
Or  Dedalus  fitting  his  boy  to  fly, 
Or  Polyphemus'  flocks  in  Sicily. 
My  booke  no  windy  words  nor  turgid  needes, 
Nor  swells  my  Mute  with  mad  smothurnal  weedes. 
Yet  those  things  all  men  praise,  admire,  adore. 
True  |  they  praise  those,  bat  read  these  poems  more. 

Ton  little  know  what  Epigram  contains, 
Who  deem  it  but  a  jest  in  jocund  strains. 
He  rather  jokes,  who  writes  what  horrid  meat 
The  plagued  Thyestes  and  vexM  Tereus  eat; 
Or  tells  who  robed  the  boy  with  melting  wings; 
Or  of  the  shepherd  Polyphemus  sings. 
Our  muse  disdains  by  fustian  to  excel, 
By  rant  to  rattle,  or  in  buskins  swelL 
Though  turgid  themes  all  men  admire,  adore, 
Be  well  assured  they  read  my  poems  more. 

WmbmntUr  Eevimo,  Apr.  1851 
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L.    TO  THAI*. 

Why,  Thais,  are  yon  constantly  saying  that  1  am  old  t 
One  is  never  too  old,  Thais,  for  what  you  require. 
My  age,  yon,  Tims,  often  spell : 
One'tnerertoo  aged— todo  welL      Elpkmdon. 

LL    TO  0A0ILXAOT8. 

When  yon  had  not  six  thousand  sesterces,  CeBcilianus,  you 
used  to  be  carried  about  ostentatiously  in  avast  litter  borne 
by  six  men.    But  since  the  blind  goddess  has  given  you  two 
millions,  and  your  coins  have  overflowed  your  coffers,  behold 
you  have  taken  to  go  on  foot.  What  prayers  ought  I  to  offer 
on  your  behalf  for  such  merit,  such  praise-worthy  modesty  P 
May  the  gods  restore  you,  CecQianus,  your  litter! 
When  six  thousand,  Oswilian,  exeseded  thy  store, 
Thee  to  bus* nets  or  pleasure  six  huge  fellows  bore. 
When  her  thousands  twice  ten  the  bund  goddess  bestowM, 
And  thy  coin  bunt  the  budget,  thy  foot  took  the  road. 
For  a  merit  so  modest,  what  wish  can  be  feirP 
May  the  gods,  poor  OsxaKan,  restore  thee  thy  chair  t 

Blphindon. 
£11.    TO  HXTJTLU8. 

If  you  do  not  leave  oE,  Hedylus,  being  drawn  by  a  yoke 
of  goats,  you,  who  were  recently  a  jicui,  will  become  a  ca~ 
prtfieuf.1 

lih.  to  cosinrs,  ov  jar  tllitxbatx  fellow  PBETBxnnre 

TOBli  CTBTIO. 

Yonder  person,  Cosmus,  whom  you  often  see  in  the 
recesses  of  the  temple  of  our  Pallas,  and  on  the  threshold  of 
the  new  temple,*— an  old  man  with  a  stick  and  a  wallet ; 
whose  hair  bristles  white  and  dirty,  and  over  whose  breast 
a  filthy  beard  descends ;  whom  a  wax-coloured  cloak,  sole 
partner  of  his  bare  bed,  covers ;  and  to  whom  the  crowd  that 
encounters  him  gives  food  forced  from  them  by  his  impor- 
tunity,— him,  I  say,  you  take  for  a  Cynic,  out  you  are 
deceived  by  a  false  appearance;  he  is  no  Cynic,  Cosmus. 
What  then  P— a  dog.1 

1  AmmtnnsUublepnooiitkewordsoqpir  tDd^eut.  Fiem$  signifies  the 
piles,  or  a  person  afflicted  with  them ;  caprifitxu,  a  wild  fig  tree. 

*  The  temple  of  Minerva  Flavians,  recently  built  by  Domitian.  See  H 
tx.Ep.2. 

•  The  name  Cyme,  "dog-like,"  is  derived  from  **•*, "  a  dog. 
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He  who  f  th  temples  you  to  often  meet, 

Inpublic  porches,  Cosmos,  and  the  street, 

With  bag  and  star?,  nasty,  and  antique  dress'd, 

Bis  hair  an  end,  beard  hanging  down  his  breast  f 

Who,  for  a  cloak,  a  coverlet  does  use; 

Barks  for  his  meat,  the  givers  off  abuse ; 

A  Cynic  to  be  thought  does  make  this  stir : 

But  he  no  Cynic  is.   What  then  P   A  cur.     Anon.  1895. 

LIT.     TO  OOLLTYU8. 

O  Collinus,  to  whom  it  has  been  granted  to  obtain  the 
crown  of  oak  in  the  Capitol,1  and  to  surround  thy  deserving 
locks  with  its  foliage  first  of  all  thy  race,  make  the  most,  u 
thou  art  wise,  of  every  day,  and  always  imagine  that  thy 
last  ia  come.  No  one  ever  succeeded  in  moving  the  three 
wool-spinning  sisters ;  *  they  observe  rigidly  the  day  which 
they  have  fixed.  Though  thou  be  richer  than  Crispus,  more 
firm-minded  than  Thrasea's  sel£  more  magnificent  than  the 
splendid  Melior,  Lachesis  adds  nothing  to  the  thread ;  she 
unwinds  the  spindles  of  her  sisters,  and  one  of  the  three 
always  puts  a  stop  to  the  prolongation  of  it. 

You,  whom  your  country's  honours  high  do  raise, 

And  crown  with  merited  but  early  praise  | 

If  you  are  wise,  make  use  of  every  hour, 

And  never  think  another  in  your  power. 

No  man  could  ever  soften  cruel  fate  j 

But  what  that  once  decrees  must  be  our  date. 

Were  you  polite  as  Sidney,  or  as  great, 

Had  Gate's  soul,  or  Marlborough's  estate, 

Stall  is  life's  line  by  the  three  sisters  sped : 

Not  one  prolongs,  but  one  stall  cuts,  the  thread.     Hay. 

LT.     TO  THE  POST  LUCIUS. 

O  Lucius,*  glory  of  thy  age,  who  dost  not  allow  old 
Gains4  and  our  Tagus  to  yield  the  palm  to  eloquent  Arpi,1 
let  him  who  has  been  born  among  the  cities  of  Greece  sing 
of  Thebes  or  Mycen©  in  his  lay,  or  famous  Ehodes,  or  the 

1  In  the  Quinquennial  games,  instituted  by  Domitian  to  Jupiter  Capito- 
onus.  *  The  Fates. 

*  Lucius  *as  a  native  of  Spain,  contemporary  with  Martial. 

4  Oaiot  was  ariver  of  Spam,  sometimes  called  Old  Gams,  say  the  com- 
mentators, when  it  was  afterwards  named  Gravtas. 

•  Lucius  imitated  Horace,  who  was  born  in  Apulia,  in  which  Arpi  was 
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Ledsan  palnetas1  of  licentious*  Lacedaamon.  Tor  us, 
born  among  the  Celts  and  Spaniards,  let  us  not  be  ashamed 
of  repeating  in  grateful  verse  the  harsher  names  of  our  own 
land ;  Bflbuis,  renowned  for  its  mines  of  cruel  iron,  a  town 
which  surpasses  in  this  respect  the  Chalybea  and  the  Norici ; 
Platea,  resounding  with  the  working  of  its  own  steel,  a  town 
which  the  river  Sab,  that  tempers  arms,  surrounds  with  shal- 
low but  unquiet  waters ;  TuteU;  the  danoes  of  "Riiamm ;  the 
joyful  festivities  of  Gardua ;  Peterua,  red  with  intertwined 
roses;  Bigs,  and  its  ancient  theatres  constructed  by  our 
ancestors ;  the  Sflai,  unerring  in  the  use  of  the  light  dart ; 
the  lakes  of  Turgontus  and  Perugia ;  the  pure  waters  of  the 
humble  Yetonissa ;  the  sacred  oak-grove  of  Buradon,  through 
which  even  the  tired  traveller  wafts ;  •  and  the  fields  of  the 
vale  of  Yativesca,  which  Manlius  tills  with  lusty  steers. 
Do  these  rough  names  excite  a  smile,  fastidious  reader  P 
Smile,  if  you  please;  I  prefer  them,  rough  as  they  are,  to 
ButuntL4 

Lucius,  thou  glory  of  thy  times, 

Who,  by  th'  enchantment  of  thy  rhymes, 

Nor  lett'st  old  Gains  quit  the  field, 

Nor  Tagus*  praise  to  Arpi's  yield : 

By  bards,  *nud  Argive  cities  sprung, 

Be  Thebes  or  great  Mycens  sung ; 

Or  Rhodes  renown'd,  or  Leda's  schools, 

Where  lustful  Lacedtemon  rules. 

From  Celts  and  bold  Iberians,  we 

Shall  twang  the  stubborn  names  with  glee  j 

Nor  deem  it  shame,  in  duteous  verse, 

Parental  honours  to  rehearse. 

Be  thou,  my  BilbOia,  proclaimed, 
For  might  of  savage  metal  famed. 
Nor  Ghslybs  nor  Noricians  try 
With  thy  superior  sons  to  vie. 
Hark!  how  thy  Platen's  blows  astound 
The  echoes,  with  her  iron-sound! 
Her  Safo  locks,  the  lord  of  arms, 
With  gentle  grasp,  but  potent  charms. 

1  Palavfrss,  wrestling -grounds,  called  Ledsjan  because  Castor  and  Pol* 
ix,  the  sons  of  Leda,  distinguished  themselves  in  athletic  exercises. 
9  In  allusion,  probably,  to  the  wrestling  and  running  of  girls  in  the 
gymnasia. 
*  Attracted  by  its  beauty  and  myiting  shade. 
4  A  town  of  Apulia.    B.  ii.  Ep.  48. 
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Tutela,  come  j  and  bring  along 

The  Bixamars,  with  dance  and  scngi 

The  Carduans,  with  their  fettal  joys  j 

And  Peteros,  who  never  cloys, 

As  blushing  still  with  wattled  rose; 

And  Rige,  seat  of  ancient  shows. 

Silaans,  sure  with  slender  shaft  \ 

Te  ffladdest  lakes,  that  ever  laugh'd ! 

Both  Turgens  and  Petnsia,  hear : 

Te  rills,  who,  ravishing  the  ear 

Of  little  Vetonissa,  rove ; 

And  Baradon's  holm-ballowM  grove. 

Where  Sloth  herself  would  ceaseless  stray, 

Nor  lose  her  patience,  or  her  way. 

But  never  shall  the  Muse  forget 

The  winding  vales,  unequalled  yet, 

That  Matinessa's  toil  endears 

To  Manlius,  by  her  sturdy  steers. 

Nice  reader,  at  each  rustic  name, 

Thy  stomach  stirring,  not  thy  blame, 

Thou  laugh'st;  laugh  on:  soil  be  they  mine, 

And  be  the  sweet  Bitunti  thine.  ElphmOom. 

LYI.     TO   &ABGILIAiro8. 

Do  you  wish  me,  Gargilianus,  because  you  Bend  large  pre* 
tents  to  old  men  and  widows,  to  call  you  munificent  J 
There  is  nothing  on  earth  more  sordid  or  meaner  than  you 
are,  who  call  your  snares  gifts.  In  like  manner  is  the 
guileful  hook  bountiful  to  fishes,  and  the  crafty  bait  a  boon 
to  the  silly  inhabitants  of  the  forests.  What  the  difference  is 
between  giving  liberally,  and  making  such  presents,  I  will 
teach  you,  if  you  do  not  know.  Make  them,  Gargilianus, 
tome. 

Gifts  f  old  rich  men  thou  send'st,  and  widows  all, 

Yet  would'st  be  thought,  Gargilian,  liberal! 

Fhere  's  nought  more  sordid,  nought  more  base  than  thee, 

To  call  thy  snares  a  liberalitie. 

Soto  the  greedy  fish  the  hooke  is  krnde: 

Such  favour  beasts  from  cousening  bates  do  finde. 

But  wouldst  thou  know  true  liberalitie  ? 

IH  teach  thee  then;  bestow  thy  gifts  on  me.    -May. 

Rich  presents,  to  old  men  and  widows  sent, 
Ton  hope  may  prove  you  are  munificent 
What  can  your  sordid  baseness  more  declare, 
When  for  a  present  thus  you  send  a  snare? 
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Such  presentj  makes  the  angler  to  the  trout  i 
Such  presents  in  a  mouse-trap  are  set  out 
If  yon  would  learn  what  'a  generous  and  free, 
A  real  present  is  one  sent  to  me*  Sap 

lyu.    to  TATTsrnnrB. 

Whilst  I  am  detained  bj  the  voluptuous  waters  of  the 
attractive  Lucrine  lake,  and  the  caves  warmed  with  fountains 
issuing  from  the  rocks  of  pumice-stone,  you,  laustinus,  are 
dwelling  in  the  domain  of  the  Argive  colonists,1  whither  the 
twentieth  milestone  from  the  city  brings  you.  But  the 
bristly  chest  of  the  Neinaan  lion1  is  now  inflamed  with  heat, 
and  Bai®  glows  with  more  than  its  own  warmth.  80,  then, 
farewell,  ye  sacred  fountains  and  grateful  shores,  the  home 
alike  of  Nymphs  and  of  Nereids  1  In  the  cold  winter  you 
were  preferable  to  the  mountains  of  Hercules :  *  but  now  you 
must  yield  to  the  cool  shades  of  Tibur. 

While  near  the  Lucrine  lake,  consumed  to  death, 

1  draw  the  sultry  air,  and  gasp  for  breath, 

Where  streams  of  sulphur  raise  a  stifling  heat, 

And  through  the  pores  of  the  warm  pumice  sweat, 

You  taste  the  cooling  breeze,  where,  nearer  home, 

The  twentieth  pillar  marks  the  mile  from  Borne: 

And  now  the  sun  to  the  bright  lion  turns, 

And  Baiai  with  redoubled  fury  burns ; 

Then,  briny  seas  and  tasteful  springs,  farewell, 

Where  fotmtain-nymphs  confused  with  Nereids  dwell  1 

In  winter  you  may  all  the  world  despise, 

But  now  tisTrroli  that  bears  the  prise.  Addison. 

LYm.     TO  OALLA. 

You  lament  in  secret,  Galla,  the  loss  of  your  husband ; 
you  are  ashamed,  Galla,  I  suppose,  to  weep  for  a  man. 

Thy  husband  lost,  thou  wail'st  in  gloom,  I  ween. 

Thou  blushest,  Galla,  to  make  sorrow  seen*    Elphmtton. 

six.   ojt  a  Tmm  ikclosid  nr  -AJgpiB. 
Whilst  a  viper  was  crawling  on  the  weeping  boughs  of  the 

1  Tibur,  built  br  OtuHus,  suture  of  Argos.   Hot.  Od.il  6. 

*  The  ronsteuation  Leo; 

•  The  lills  near  Tibur,  where  Hercules  was  worshipped.  See  B.  i 
Ep.  13 
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Heliades,1  an  amber-drop  flowed  upon  the  reptile  as  it  lay  in 
its  wajr.  While  wondering  aft  being  fettered  by  the  gammy 
exudation,  it  suddenly  grew  stiffs  immured  in  the  congealing 
mass.  Bride  not  thyself  Cleopatra,  on  thy  royal  sepulchre; 
for  a  riper  reposes  in  a  tomb  still  nobler. 

Greening  among  the  boughs,  where  gums  doe  drop, 
The  flowmg  amber  did  a  Yiper  stop : 
Amased  awhile  how  in  that  dew  she  'a  held* 
That  straight  turn'd  ioe,  and  shee  in  it  congesl'd. 
Of  your  Tsst  shrine  bee  n%  Cleopatra,  proud, 
Since  Yipers  now  are  nobler  tombs  sllow'd. 

oums.  leacw. 

As  'momj  the  poplar  boughs  a  yiper  crawls, 
The  liquid  gum  upon  him  straggling  mils : 
With  drops  alone  while  wond'nng  to  be  held, 
He  straight  within  the  amber  was  congeal'd. 
Then  of  thy  tomb,  proud  queen,  think  not  too  high : 
A  worm  fax  nobler  here  entomb'd  doth  lie,        Amu 


1696. 
IX.     ov  OTBIATnrS. 

Let  us  in  the  summer  solstice  retire  to  Ardea  and  the  conn- 
try  about  Psetum,  and  to  the  tract  which  burns  under  the 
Cieonaan  constellation ;  *  since  Curiatius  has  condemned  the 
air  of  Tivoli,  carried  off  as  he  was  to  the  Styx  notwithstand- 
ing its  much-landed  waters.  From  no  place  can  yon  shut 
out  fate:  when  death  cornea,  Sardinia*  is  in  the  midst  of 
Tiroli  itself. 

When  Leo  rages  with  the  summer's  sun, 

From  pestilential  climates  never  run  j 

Since,  in  the  wholesom'st  and  the  purest  sir, 

The  destinies  Croatius  did  not  spare. 

When  thy  time's  come,  death  from  no  place  is  bound, 

Sardinia  m  the  midst  of  Hour  's  found.  Anon,  1695. 

in.  to  Kucrrnrs. 
A  little  while  ago,  Mancinus,  you  joyfully  boasted  to  us, 
in  an  exulting  tone,  that  some  friend  of  yours  had  made  you  a 
present  of  two  hundred  thousand  sesterces.  Only  four  days 
ago,  as  we  were  talking  in  the  assembly-room  of  the  poets, 
you  told  us  that  your  cloak,  which'  had  cost  ten  thousand 

1  Daughters  of  thesnn;  sisters  of  PhaSton;  who  were  metamorphose*, 
into  poplars.   See  Ep.  25  and  32.  *  The  Constellation  Lto. 

*  Sardinia  was  thought  a  very  unhealthy  island. 
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sesterees,  was  the  gift  of  Pompulla;  yon  swore  that  Bass* 
and  Colia  had  given  yon  a  real  sardonyx,  a  brilliant  opal, 
and  two  gems  green  as  the  waves  of  the  sea.  Yesterday, 
when  yon  suddenly  left  the  theatre  while  Follio  was  singing, 
you  remarked,  as  you  ran  off,  that  three  hundred  thousand 
sesterces  had  just  come  to  you  by  a  legacy ;  this  morning 
you  spoke  of  another  hundred  thousand,  and  this  afternoon 
of  a  hundred  thousand  more.  What  extraordinary  injury 
have  we,  your  companions,  wrought  yonP  Have  pity  on 
us,  unfeeling  mortal,  and  at  length  hold  your  peace.  Or,  if 
your  tongue  cannot  be  silent,  tell  us  now  and  then  some: 
.thing  that  we  should  like  to  hear. 

Two  hundred  bountied  by  a  friend* 

Maneinus,  then  didst  late  pretend. 

In  poets'  corner  proved  our  walk  j 

Pompula't  present  was  thy  talk : 

Robes  worth  ten  thousand,  robes  so  fine! 

The  sardonyx  with  treble  line, 

And  the  two  gems,  so  like  the  wave, 

Bassa,  thou  swar'st,  and  Cttlia  gave. 

Last  night,  while  charming  Polno  sung, 

Succession  shook  thy  flippant  tongue. 

No  theatre  thy  foot  could  stay ; 

Three  hundred  fell  that  very  day; 

And  one  at  morn,  and  one  since  noon. 

Have  mercy  on  us,  vile  buffoon. 

From  thy  poor  friends  what  canst  thou  dread, 

That  with  thy  wealth  thou  strik'st  them  dead? 

Or  if  thy  clack  can  never  tire, 

Say,  sometimes,  what  thy  friends  desire.      EtphmsUm. 


LZH.      OH  LTOOBIS. 

Swarthy  Lycoris  has  left  Borne  for  Tivoli,  sacrea  to  Her- 
cules; for  she  imagines  that  everybody  becomes  white 
there.1 

To  heights  Herculean  Lyoo  would  repair, 

Assured  that  eVry  black  was  whiten'a  there.   JSlphmdtm. 

LXIH.     OK  GMBXLLLL. 

While  CttrelKa,  the  mother  of  a  family,  was  sailing  from 
Bauli  to  Baisa,  she  perished,  drowned  by  the  malice  of  the 
raging  flood.  What  glory  have  ye  lost,  ye  waters!   Such  a 

1  As  H  was  a  cooler  place  than  Rome,  and  people  were  thought  to  bo 
less  scorched  by  the  sun  in  it. 
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monstrous  catastrophe  ye  did  not  of  old  allow  to  Nero,  even 
though  commanded  to  do  so.1 

From  Baulian,  while  she  seeks  the  Baian  coast; 

A  mother '•  murderM  by  the  madding  mam. 
No  more,  ye  waves,  your  wonted  dory  boast : 

Such  horror  once  a  Nero  begg'd  in  Tain.       Klpkbufcm. 

EXIT.     OJT  THB  0AKDIV8  OI  JULIUS  XASTIAI28. 

On  the  long  ridge  of  the  Janiculan  Hill  lie  the  few  acres 
belonging  to  Julias  Martialis;  land  more  blessed  than  the 
gardens  of  the  Hesperides.  Secluded  retreats  are  spread 
over  the  hills,  and  the  smooth  summit,  with  gentle  un- 
dulations, enjoys  a  cloudless  sky,  and,  while  a  mist  covers 
the  hollow  valleys,  shines  conspicuous  in  a  light  all  its  own* 
The  graceful  turrets  of  a  lofty  villa  rise  gently  towards  the 
stars.  Hence  you  may  see  the  seven  bills,  rulers  of  the  world, 
and  contemplate  the  whole  extent  of  Borne,  as  well  as  the 
heights  of  Alba  and  Tusculum,  and  every  cool  retreat  that 
lies  in  the  suburbs,  with  old  Fidensa  and  little  Rubra,  and  the 
fhnt-bearinfc  grove  of  Anna  Perenna,  which  delights  in  vir- 
gins' blood.*  Thence  may  be  seen  the  traveller  on  the  Flami- 
nian  and  Salarian  roads,  while  his  carriage  is  unheard,  so  that 
its  wheels  are  no  interruption  to  gentle  sleep;  neither  is  it 
broken  by  the  cry  of  the  boatswain,  or  the  noise  of  hawsers, 
although  the  Mulvian  bridge  is  near,  and  ships  are  seen  glid- 
ing swiftly  along  the  sacred  Tiber.  This  country  box,  but 
which  ought  rather  to  be  called  mansion,  is  rendered  addition- 
ally agreeable  by  the  welcome  of  its  owner;  you  will  imagine 
it  to  be  your  own;  so  ungrudringly,  so  liberally,  is  it  thrown 
open  to  you,  and  with  such  reined  hospitality.  You  would 
deem  it  the  pious  abode  of  Aldnoua,  or  of  Molorchus  re- 
cently made  rich,*  You  now,  who  think  all  these  attrac- 
tions insignificant,  cultivate  with  a  hundred  spades  cool 

1  Nero  had  contrived  that  his  mother  should  be  shipwrecked  on  the 
toyage  to  Bauli,  but  the  project  did  not  succeed.  By  drowning  Csnellia, 
the  waters  lost  the  honour  which  they  had  gained  by  sparing  Agrippina. 

s  Quod  virgin*)  eruon  ootid**,  whether  it  is  meant  that  virgins  were 
In  old  times  sacrificed  there,  is  uncertain.  Such  sacrifices  to  Anna 
Perenna  are  nowhere  else  mentioned. 

s  Molorchus  was  a  shepherd  worshipped  for  having  entertained  Her- 
cules when  he  was  seeking  the  Nenusan  lion.  He  is  said  to  have  been 
recently  made  rich,  because  Domitian  had  built  a  temple  to  him  neat 
that  of  Hercules. 


HOOK  IV.]  BPIGBJJfS.  209 

Tivoli  or  Froneete,  and  me  the  slopes  of  Setia  to  one  single 
husbandman;  whilst  I,  for  my  part,  prefer  to  all  jour  poa- 
eeaaiona  the  few  acres  of  Julius  Martiklia. 

Martiall's  few  acres  pleasanter 
Than  the  Hesperian  gardens  are : 
Along  the  ridge  of  hiUs  which  crooke 
With  many  a  large  and  hollow  nooke, 
The  topp,  with  little  swelling  there, 
Yett  puyne,  enjoys  a  sky  more  cleare ; 
And  whilst  foggs  spread  the  winding  Tales, 
There  only  lightsome  ayre  ne'er  fayles ; 
And  gentler  stars  with  happyness 
This  little  lofty  Tillage  bless, 
Whence  the  seVn  hills  distinctly  wee, 
And  the  world's  lord,  great  Rome,  do  see , 
The  Tosculan  and  Alban  mount, 
And  the  suburban  springs  may  count ; 
The  old  Fidene,  Rubra's  short  bounds, 
Perenna's  am)le*bearina;  grounds, 
Which  much  in  virgin  blood  delight. 
There  in  the  highways  to  our  sight 
The  whirling  chariots  oft  appeare  j 
Butt  their  sound  cannot  reach  our  eare. 
To  break  soft  sleenes,  nor  joyned  voyce 
Of  seamen  or  the  boatemen's  noyse, 
Though  by  the  Milvian  bridge  so  nigh 
On  Twer's  flood  the  ships  sayle  by. 
This  lorely  farme,  or  rather  seate, 
Its  master's  bounty  makes  compleate ; 
With  courteous  frankeness  still  \  is  showne, 
So  ope  to  guests  they  'd  thinke  't  their  owne* 
It 's  like  the  howse  o'  th*  king  or  swayne, 
Who  heroes  once  did  entertayne. 

Ton  now  who  all  too  little  count 
Cold  Tiber  or  Prameste,  or  Mount 
Setia  (which  hundred  teenies  can*  t  plow), 
May  all  unto  their  Fame  allow  j 
Whilst  Martiall's  acres  I  prefer, 
Fewer,  t  is  true,  but  pleasanter.       Old  MS.  16M  Cent 

LXV.     OK  PHXLJENT8. 

Fhitanis  is  always  weeping  with  one  eye.  Do  you  ask  how 
that  can  be  P  She  has  but  one. 

With  but  one  eye  Philamis  weeps.    How  done 

If  you  inquire,  know  she  hath  got  but  one.        Wright* 
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lxvt.  to  Lnros. 
Ton  have  always  led  the  life,  Linus,  of  a  country  gentle- 
man ;  an  existence  than  which  none  can  be  more  inexpen- 
sive. It  was  only  on  the  ides,  and  occasionally  on  the  kalends 
of  the  month,1  that  you  put  on  your  toga ;  and  one  robe  of 
ceremony  lasted  you  ten  summers.  The  forest  sent  you  wild 
boars,  and  the  field  sent  you  .hares,  without  cost ;  the  well- 
searched  wood  gave  you  rat  thrushes.  The  fish  came  easily 
snatched  from  the  watery  pool ;  and  the  red  cask  poured  forth 
wines  of  native  growth.  No  attendant  of  Grecian  birth  stood 
at  your  orders,  but  a  rustic  assemblage  from  the  farm.  As 
often  as  your  amorous  fancies  were  warmed  and  excited  by 
wine,  the  housekeeper,  or  the  wife  of  your  hardy  labourer, 
sufficed  to  appease  them.  Fire  hurt  not  your  house,  nor  Sirius 
your  lands :  no  ship  of  yours  was  ever  sunk  in  the  deep ;  nor 
is  any  one  now  at  sea.  In  your  house  dice  never  supplanted 
the  quiet  tali  ;*  but  all  your  stake  was  a  few  nuts.  Tell  us, 
then,  where  is  the  million  sesterces  which  your  parsimonious 
mother  left  you.  Nowhere.  You  have  accomplished  a  diffi- 
cult thing,  Linus. 

Tour  life  has  ever  in  the  oountry  been 

And  in  a  way  that  nothing  was  so  mean. 

Scarce  at  a  wedding  a  new  bob  did  wear: 

Tour  coat  an  old  acquaintance  of  ten  year. 

From  your  estate  your  pork  and  venison  came : 

Tour  ponds  supplied  your  fish,  your  woods  your  game. 

And  not  a  glass  of  wine  throughout  the  year  j 

Tour  cellar  stock'd  with  only  your  own  beer. 

No  French  valet  appeared  in  spruce  attire : 

Only  John  trots  about  your  kitchen  fire. 

You  ne'er  had  drunken  frolic  in  your  life, 

That  ever  aim'd  above  a  farmer's  wife. 

No  loss  by  fire,  or  by  tempestuous  skies, 

Of  ships,  insurance,  freight,  or  merchandise. 

Tou  never  playM  or  ventured  deep  at  White's : 

The  most  was  shilling  whist  on  winter  nights. 

How  is  your  mother's  vast  estate  run  out  P 

Tou  've  brought  a  most  surprising  thing  about !     ifoy. 

LXVU.     TO  PAATOB. 

The  poor  Ganrus  begged  of  Frsstor  a  hundred  thousand 
1  Days  of  public  business,  ceremony,  and  sacrifices. 
*  Bones,  with  which  children  and  country  people  played 


book  it. J  meiim.  911 

sesterces,  well  known  to  him  as  he  was  by  long-standing 
friendship,  and  told  him  that  he  wanted  that  sum  alone 
to  add  to  his  three  hundred  thousand,  to  qualify  him,  as  a 
full  knight,  to  applaud  the  emperor.1  Says  Prater:  "  Tou 
know,  I  shall  hare  to  give  a  sum  of  money  to  Scorpus  and 
Thallus  ;*  and  would  that  I  had  only  a  hundred  thousand 
sesterces  to  give  them ! "  Ah !  shame,  shame  on  your  un- 
grateful  coffiars,  filled  to  no  good  purpose  1  That  which  you 
refuse  to  a  knight,  Praetor,  will  you  bestow  upon  a  horse  P 

Gaums,  in  '•  need,  did  of  the  Prstor  pray 
A  hundred  pound,  grown  in  his  friendship  grey: 
And  isid,  that  turn  would  give  him  a  just  right 
To  all  the  honours  of  a  Roman  knight. 
But  he  repr/d :  "  An  hundred  pound  I  use 
r  th'  nee  to  spend,  nor  this  will  me  excuse.* 
Ah,  shames  it  not,  ingrate,  thy  friend  to  alight  P 
To  give  a  horse  what  thou  den/st  a  knight  P 

Anon.im. 

LXTTH.     TO  SIXTHS. 

You  invite  me  to  a  dinner  that  costs  but  a  hundred  farth- 
ings, while  you  yourself  dine  magnificently.  Am  I  invited  to 
dine  with  you,  Sextos,  or  to  envy  you  P 

My  mess  cost  cheap,  thine  the  profusest  sum; 

To  sup,  not  envy,  Sextos,  I  did  come.         Amm.  1006. 

LUX.     TO  PAMPHILUS. 

Tou  always,  it  is  true,  Pamphilus,  place  Setine  wine,  or 
Massic,  on  table ;  but  rumour  says  that  they  are  not  so  pure 
as  they  ought  to  be.  You  are  reported  to  have  been  four 
times  made  a  widower  by  the  aid  of  your  goblet.  I  do  not 
think  this,  or  believe  it,  Pamphilus ;  out  I  am  not  thirsty. 

Pure  Maatie  wine  thou  dost  not  only  drink, 

But  giv*st  thy  guests :  though  some  this  do  not  think. 

Four  wires,  rt  is  said,  thy  flagon  caused  to  die; 

This  I  believe  not,  yet  not  thirst  to  try.       Aho*.  1685. 

With  the  best  wines  of  France  you  entertain : 

Yet  that  your  wine  is  bad  the  world  complain: 

That  you  have  lost  four  wives  by  it;  but  I 

Neither  believe  it,  sir, — nor  am  a-dry.  Hay. 

1  To  sit  in  the  theatre  hi  the  seats  appointed  for  the  knkhts;  an  order 
to  which  no  one  was  admitted  who  had  not  a  fortune  of  at  least  foot 
hundred  thousand  sesterces.  •  Names  of  charioteers. 

r  a 
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LZX.     TO  XABTTLLIHTJS. 

The  father  of  Ammianus,  when  dying,  left  him  by  his  will 
nothing  but  a  dry  halter.  Who  would  have  thought  it  pos- 
sible, Marullinus,  that  Ammianus  could  have  been  made  to 
wish  his  .father  still  alive  f 

Jack's  father *s  dead :  and  left  him  without  hope : 
For  he  hath  nothing  left  him,  but  a  rope. 
By  a  strange  torn  did  fortune  thus  contrive 
To  make  Jack  wish  his  father  were  alive.        Hay. 

LXXI.     TO  SATBOKIXTS  BUFTT8. 

I  have  been  long  seeking,  Ssfronius  Rufus,  throughout  the 
city,  for  a  maiden  that  says  No :  but  not  one  says  No.  Just 
as  if  it  were  not  right,  as  if  it  were  disgraceful,  as  if  it  were 
prohibited,  No  maiden  says  No.  Is  there  then  no  maiden 
chaste  P  There  are  a  thousand.  What  then  does  the  chaste 
one  do  ?  She  does  not  say  Yes,  certainly,  but  still  she  does 
not  say  No. 

Lonff  have  I  search'd,  my  Soph,  the  town, 

To  mid  a  damsel  that  would  frown. 

But  not  a  damsel  will  deny, 

As  if  a  shame  *t  were  to  be  shy  j 

As  if  a  sin,  will  no  one  dare : 

I  see  not  one  denying  fair. 

"Then  of  the  fair  is  no  one  chaste?* 

A  thousand,  Soph :  yon  urge  in  haste. 

"  What  does  the  chaste  P  Enlarge  my  views." 

She  does  not  grant,  nor  yet  refuse.  JBlphmtton. 

LXX1I.     TO  QTOHTU8. 

You  beg  me,  Quintus,  to  present  you  my  works.  I  have 
not  a  copy,  but  the  bookseller  Trypho  has.  "Am  I  going 
to  give  money  for  trifles,"  you  say,  "and  buy  your  verses 
while  in  my  sober  senses  P  I  shall  not  do  anything  so  ridi- 
culous." Nor  shall  I. 

You  ask  me  for  my  books  of  poems  still : 
1  have  not  one ;  but  Dodsleys  shop  they  fill. 
"What!  spend  my  money !  and  such  trifles  buy ! 
I  am  not  such  a  fool,**  say  you :— nor  L  Haw. 

mm.   ok  vestifits. 
Wben  Testinus,  overcome  with  disease,  was  at  bis  last  hour, 
and  just  on  the  point  of  crossing  the  Stygian  waters,  he 
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prayed  to  the  sisters  who  were  spinning  his  last  threads  that 
they  would  bring  their  dark  twine  to  an  end  with  little  delay. 
While,  dead  for  himself,  he  lived  a  few  moments  for  his  dear 
friends,  such  affectionate  prayers  moved  the  stern  goddesses. 
Then,  having  divided  his  great  wealth,  he  retired  from  the 
light  of  day,  feeling,  after  this  was  done,  that  he  died  an  old 
man. 

When  on  time's  nredpice  AHworthy  stood, 

Beady  to  launch  into  th'  eternal  flood, 

The  cruel  fates  addressing  thus  he  said, 

"  Ye  (goddesses,  one  moment  spare  my  thread : 

Lost  though  I  am,  let  friends  my  bounty  prove." 

His  pious  prayers  the  rigid  sisters  move. 

He  his  vast  wealth  divides ;  then  quits  the  stage  $ 

And  in  that  moment  lived  a  Nestor's  age.  May, 

LIUV.    TQ  OBSAB,  OK  SOlOt  DOES  FIGHTDTG. 

Do  yon  see  what  fierce  combats  the  unwarlike  does  at- 
tempt, and  how  great  rage  there  is  in  these  timid  animals  P 
They  burn  to  rush  together  upon  death  with  their  narrow 
brows.  Do  you  desire  to  spare  the  does,  Caesar  P  Let  the 
hounds  loose  upon  them. 

See  how  the  tmTrous  herd  in  fight  engage ! 
How  fearful  deer  express  the  fiercest  rage ! 
Death  from  themselves  they  are  not  seen  to  fear! 
Cesar,  set  on  the  dogs,  to  save  the  deer.      Anon.  1695. 

LXXV.     TO  WIOBIKA. 

0  Nigrina,  happy  in  thy  beauty  of  soul,  happy  in  thy 
consort,  chief  glory  of  the  daughters-in-law  of  Latium, 
it  delights  thee  to  share  with  thy  husband  the  wealth  inhe- 
rited from  thy  father,  rejoicing  to  associate  and  participate 
with  him  in  all  things.  Though  Evadne  may  have  cast  herself 
upon  the  funeral  pyre  of  her  husband,  and  have  been  burned ; 
and  though  a  feme  in  no  respect  inferior  exalt  Alcestis  to  the 
stars ;  thou  hast  done  better ;  thou  hast  gained,  by  visible 
evidence,  such  reputation  for  affection,  that  thy  love  needs 
not  to  be  attested  by  death. 

Blest  in  thy  spirit,  in  thy  husband  blest, 
O  thou  of  wives  most  honoured,  and  the  best ; 
Who  your  whole  fortune  to  your  consort  spare ; 
And  know  no  joy  in  which  he  bears  no  share, 
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Bvadne  died  in  her  lord's  funeral  flame ; 

Not  leas  immortal  is  AloetuV  name  | 

Yet  leea  did  they,  when  they  reaign'd  their  breath : 

Late  ia  the  proof  of  love,  when  after  death.  Hay* 

Bleat  in  yourself  and  in  your  husband  too, 

The  mirror  of  our  Roman  dames  are  you, 

Nigrina,  that  so  generously  impart 

Your  fortune  where  you  wisely  gave  your  heart 

Evadne  and  Aleestis  we  admire, 

Who  martyrs  of  chaste  wedlock  did  expire : 

Whereas  in  life  tout  merits  shine  so  clear, 

You  need  not  die  to  make  your  love  appear.       Anon. 

LHTL     TO  AJT  ATABIOIOUI  FBDEKD. 

You  hare  sent  me  six  thousand  sesterces,  when  I  asked  yon 
for  twelve :  to  obtain  twelve,  I  moat  ask  you  for  twenty-four. 
I  aak'd  twelve  thousand  sesterces ;  six  you  gave  j 
Henceforth  1 11  double  ask  what  I  would  have.     WrighU 
Ten  pound  I  beggM;  with  half  thou  didst  me  speed : 
Next  time  1 11  ask  thee  twice  what  I  have  need. 

Anno.  1686. 

Lxrrn.  ok  soilus,  ah  xkyious  haw. 
I  have  never  hitherto  asked  riches  of  the  gods,  being  con* 
tent  with  moderate  enjoyments,  and  happy  in  what  I  possess. 
— But  now,  poverty,  1  wish  you  (pray  excuse  me)  to  re- 
tire. What  is  the  cause  of  this  new  and  sudden  prayer  P  I 
long  to  see  Zoilus  hang  himself. 

I  ne'er  begfftt  riches  from  the  gods  before, 

Well  pleas*!!  with  what  I  had,  and  to  be  poor : 

But,  want,  now  set  thee  hence :  Heaven  grant  me  store. 

Whence  comes  wis  sudden  new  desire  of  pelf  P 

I M  fain  see  envious  Zoilus  hang  himself.        Anon.  1695. 

I  never  did  the  gods  importune, 

To  grant  to  me  a  monstrous  fortune ; 

Contented  with  my  little  store: 

But  now  I  own  I  wish  for  more. 

Whence  comes  this  sudden  love  of  pelf  P 

That  Zoilus  may  hang  himself.  Hay. 

LXXVlil.     TO  AFER. 

Although  you  have  seen  sixty  harvests  gathered  in,  and 
your  face  glistens  with  many  a  white  hair,  you  run  hither 
and  thither  wildly  throughout  the  city,  and  there  is  no 
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great  man's  chair  to  which  yon  do  not  every  morning  assi- 
duously pay  your  respects,  without  you  no  tribune  is  allow- 
ed to  leave  his  house,  nor  is  either  of  the  consuls  excused  from 
your  dutiful  attendance  upon  him.  Ten  times  a  day  you  re- 
turn to  the  palace  on  the  sacred  hill,  and  talk  unceasingly  of 
your  friends  Sigerius  and  Farthenius.  Let  young  men  act 
thus — but  than  an  officious  old  man,  Afer,  there  is  nothing 
more  offensive. 

Thriee  twenty  yean  you've  teen  your  grata  made  hay; 

Tour  eyebrows  too  proclaim  your  hair  u  grey s 

Yet  through  all  quarters  of  the  town  you  run ; 

At  every  ball,  and  levee,  you  make  one. 

No  great  man  stirs,  hut  you  are  at  his  heels  ? 

And  never  fail  both  them  who  have  the  seals. 

You  never  miss  St  James's ;  ever  chat 

Of  Lord  or  Bishop  this,  or  General  that 

To  youth  leave  trifles :  have  you  not  been  told, 

That  of  all  fools  no  fool  is  like  the  old  P  Hay. 

lxxec.    to  Kino. 
Ton  were  constantly,  Matho,  a  finest  at  my  villa  at  Tivoli. 
Now  you  buy  it. — I  have  deceived  you ;  I  have  merely  sold 
you  what  was  already  your  own. 

So  constant  guest  unto  my  farm  ye  "re  known, 

You  buying  it,  I  cheat,  and  sell  your  own.        Wright. 

You  still  were  welcome  at  my  country  seat 

You  buy  it    It  was  yours  before. — You  "re  bit    Ano*. 

LXKX.     TO  MJLBO. 

You  declaim,  Maro,  when  you  are  ill  with  a  fever.  If  you 
are  ignorant  that  this  is  frenzy,  you  are  not  in  your  right 
senses,  friend  Maro.  You  declaim  when  out  of  order;  you 
declaim  while  a  victim  to  the  semitertian  ague.  If  you  cannot 
excite  perspiration  by  any  other  means,  well  and  good.  "Ob! 
but  it  is  a  great  thing  to  do."  You  are  mistaken;  when  fever 
is  burning  your  vitals,  the  great  thing  is  to  be  quiet,  Maro. 

Tfaugh  fever-struck,  thou  pleaffst  atOL    Dost  nott  know 

This  madness  isP    That  doth  thy  madness  show. 

8kk  of  an  ague,  still  you  bawle  1'  th'  court; 

If  H  bee  to  make  you  sweat,  y*  have  reason  fort 

T  is  much  to  speake  (you  11  say),  when  fires  like  these 

The  entrails  burn.— No ;  much  to  hold  one's  peace. 

OidMklHkCm'. 
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inn.  ok  fabulla. 
When  Fabulla  had  read  that  epigram  of  mine,  in  which  I 
complain  that  no  maiden  Bays  No,  she,  although  asked  once, 
twice,  and  thrice,  disregarded  the  prayers  of  her  lover.  Now, 
Fabulla,  say  Yes :  I  advised  you  to  say  No,  but  not  to  say 
No  for  ever. 

When  Fabulla  heard  the  strain, 

Where  the  poet  dares  to  plain 

That  no  damsel  will  deny ;  . 

Once,  nay  twice  or  thrice,  the  sigh 

Of  her  lover  she  despised : 

Now,  Fabulla,  be  advised, 

Yield  a  promise,  and  be  clever : 

Do  deny ;  but  not  for  ever.  Eiphmdon. 

LXXXII.    TO  EUPU8,  WITH  TWO  BOOKS  OF  EPIGRAMS 
JOB  VBOTLBITTB. 

Becommend  also,  Bufus,  these  little  books  of  mine  to  Ve» 
nuleius,  and  beg  him  to  grant  me  some  few  moments  of  his 
leisure,  and,  forgetting  awhile  his  cares  and  occupations,  to 
examine  my  trifles  with  indulgent  ear.  But  let  him  not  read 
them  after  either  his  first  or  his  last  glass,  but  when  Bacchus 
is  in  his  glory,  and  delights  to  witness  convivial  excitement. 
If  it  be  too  much  to  read  two  volumes,  let  him  roll  up  one 
of  them ;  and  the  task,  thus  divided,  will  seem  shorter. 

These,  Ruffes,  to  our  Venuleius  commend  ; 
And  be*  him  a  moment  with  me  to  unbend. 
Forget  he  must  totally  cares  and  designs, 
Not  critic  severely  my  libertine  lines. 
Nor  let  him  read  after  the  first  or  last  cup, 
But  when  middle  Bacchus  bids  spirits  be  up. 
If  two  be  too  much,  double  one  parcel  down ; 
So  half,  perhaps,  better  the  pleasure  will  crown. 

Elphmiton. 

T.TTTTTT.     TO  K2V0L178. 

When  you  are  devoid  of  care,  Nsvolus,  nobody  is  more 
disagreeable  than  you ;  when  you  are  in  trouble,  Nsvolua, 
nobody  is  more  pleasing.  When  devoid  of  care  you  answer 
nobody's  salutation,  you  look  down  on  every  one,  you  seem 
to  think  every  one  a  slave,  and  no  man  living  worthy  of 
your  regard.  When  you  are  in  trouble,  you  make  presents 
to  one  person,  you  pay  your  respects  to  another  as  your  lord 
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and  patron,  and  invite  everybody  to  your  house.    Pray  be 

always,  Ifavolus,  in  trouble. 

Nothing  more  insolent  than  jou  in  place ; 

And  nothing  more  obliging  in  disgraoe. 

Inplace,  you  bow  to  none ;  scorn  every  soul : 

"  This  fellow  is  a  scrub ;  and  that  is  dull." 

T  is  M  dine  with  me;"  " your  servant! n  in  disgraoe : 

Is  it  then  proper  you  should  have  a  place  P         May. 

LXXXTV.     OK  1HAI8. 

There  is  no  one  among  the  people,  or  in  the  whole  town, 
who  will  assert  that  Thais  has  granted  him  favours,  although 
many  desire  and  entreat  them.  Is  Thais  then,  I  ask,  so  pure  t 
By  no  means ;  she  has  an  evil  tongue. 

LXXXV.     TO  POKTIOUS. 

We  drink  out  pf  glaw,  Ponticua;  you,  out  of  porcelain.1 
Why?  Lest  a  transparent  vessel  should  betray  the  better 
quality  of  your  wine. 

We  drink  in  glass,  but  you  in  stone ;  and  why  P 
Lest  clear  glass  should  your  better  wine  descry.     Wright 
Thy  cup 's  of  china,  ours  of  glass.    Why  so  P 
'  That  we  thy  sordid  usage  may  not  know : 
One  glass  two  sorts  of  wine  would  plainly  show. 

^mm.  1693. 

LXXXVT.     TO  HIS  BOOK,  SHOT*  TO  APOLLHTJJU8. 

If  thou  wishest  to  be  approved  by  Attic  ears,  I  exhort 
and  advise  thee,  my  little  book,  to  please  the  learned  Apol- 
linaria.*  No  one  is  more  acute  than  he,  or  more  learned, 
nor  is  any  one  more  candid  or  more  indulgent.  If  he  shall 
receive  thee  to  his  heart,  and  repeat  thee  with  his  lips,  thou 
wilt  neither  have  to  dread  the  sneers  of  the  malignant,  nor 
wilt  thou  furnish  parchment  coverings  for  anchovies.  If  he 
shall  condemn  thee,  thou  mayst  run  forthwith  to  the  stalls  of 
the  salt-meat  sellers,  to  have  thy  back  scribbled  upon  by  their 
boys.1 

Wouldst  thou,  by  Attic  taste  approved, 

By  all  be  read,  by  all  be  loved, 

1  Literally  Mwrhim  ware,  made  of  floor  spar.      »  See  B.  til  Ep.  26. 

f  Supposed  to  mean,  who  may  improre  themsehres  in  writing,  by  prac- 
tising on  the  back  of  the  parchment ;  or  who,  after  wrapping  up  the  flab 
in  it,  might  inscribe  prices,  or  the  addresses  of  customers,  on  it 
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To  learned  Hams'  curious  eye, 

By  me  advised,  dear  Muse,  apply. 

In  him  the  learned  judge  you  Tl  find, 

In  him  the  candid  mend  and  kind* 

If  he  repeats,  if  he  approves, 

If  he  the  laughing  muscles  mores, 

Thou  nor  the  critic's  sneer  shalt  mind, 

Nor  be  to  pies  or  trunks  consign'd. 

If  he  condemns,  away  you  fly, 

And  mount  in  paper  kites  the  sky, 

Or,  dead,  "monff  Grub-street's  records  lie. 

Dr  Hoadiey.  Addressed  to  the  author  of  Hermet 

ULXJLV11.     TO  FABULLU8. 

Your  wife  Bass*,  Fabullus,  has  always  a  child  at  her  aide, 
which  she  calls  her  delight  and  her  darling.  And,  that  yon 
may  have  the  greater  cause  for  wonder,  she  is  not  at  all  fond 
of  children.  What  is  her  reason,  then  P  She  is  troubled 
with  wind. 

Bassa,  a  little  child  has  ever  near, 
Which  she  does  call  her  playfellow  and  dear : 
For  such  yet  cares  not,  if  you  11  credit  fame. 
How  then  P  She's  rude,  and  the  child  bears  the  blame. 

Anon.  1605. 
Thy  Bassa,  Fabullus,  a  child  bears  about, 

On  whom  she  strives  ev*ry  sweet  name  to  bestow : 
Before  made  she  never  with  children  a  rout : 
Some 'scapes  she  may  blushless  on  innocence  throw. 

Elphimton* 

Lxxxyin.   to  okb  who  did  hot  acknowledge  thx 

BXOXIPT  OF  MABTIAX'8  PBX8B5T. 

You  have  sent  me  nothing  in  return  for  my  little 
and  five  of  the  days  of  the  Saturnalia  are  passed, 
tms  neither  have  six  scruples  of  Septician  silver1  been  sent  to 
me,  nor  a  table-cloth,  fit  present  for  a  complaining  client, 
nor  a  jar  red  with  the  blood  of  the  Antipolitan  tunny,  nor 
one  containing  small  prunes,  nor  a  little  basket  of  wrinkled 
Picenian  olives,  so  as  to  enable  yon  to  say  that  you  have  not 
forgotten  me.  Yon  may  deceive  others  by  your  words  and 
your  smiling  countenance ;  to  me  you  will  be  henceforth  an 
unmasked  deceiver. 

For  the  little  boon  that  went. 
You,  regardless,  nothing  sent : 
1  See  note  on  B.  viii.  Ep.  71. 
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And,  what  heightens  my  amass, 

Fire  hat  Saturn  seen  hit  days. 

Scruples  one  of  Septy's  name, 

Nor  a  cloth  from  client  came; 

Not  a  jar  so  sweetly  red 

With  the  blood  poor  tunny  sheas 

Nor  the  texture  of  the  twigs  j 

Fraught  with  tiny  Coctan  figs, 

Nor  the  wisely  wattled  frail, 

With  Pioenian  wrinkles  pale : 

That  you  should  prefer  the  plea, 

Tou  had  once  remember'd  me. 

Others,  then,  you  may  beguile 

With  your  silken  words  and  smile : 

Tou  to  me  have  shown  your  plan ; 

So  are  half  an  honest  man.  Btphmtton. 

LTTT1T.     TO  HIS  BOOK. 

Enough,  enough!  little  book!  we  have  already  reached 
the  end  of  the  parchment.  You  would  still  go  on,  and  add 
to  your  balk,  ana  cannot  confine  yourself  within  due  limits ; 
just  as  if  you  had  not  done  enough,  when  you  had  com- 
pleted the  first  page.  The  reader  is  now  quite  (juerul- 
ous,  and  out  of  patience ;  the  librarius1  himself  now  ones  out, 
"  Enough,  enough,  little  book.'9 

Oh,  "t  is  enough,  it  is  enough,  my  book ; 

Upon  the  utmost  page  thou  now  dost  look. 

Would'st  thou  swell  further  yet?  yet  larger  be  P 

Not  leave  thy  paragraphs  and  margins  free  P 

As  if  to  some  known  period  thou  didst  tend, 

When  evVy  epigram  may  be  thy  end. 

Header  and  printer  tired,  no  more  can  brook ; 

T  is  time  thyself  pronounce  the  last  line  strook. 

Oh,  't  is  enough,  on,  't  is  enough,  my  book.    Anon.  1G9& 

may  be  either  librarian,  bookseller,  or  transcriber. 


22C  XABTIAl't 


BOOK  V. 


I.     TO  DOMITLUr,  WITH  THE  AUTHORS  BOOK. 

This  offering,  0  Cesar,  whether  thou  art  residing  upon  the 
hills  of  Palladian  Alb*,  and  looking  thence  on  the  one  side 
upon  the  temple  of  Diana,  and  on  the  other  upon  the  waters  of 
Thetis,— or  whether  the  truth-telling  sisters  are  learning  thy 
oracular  responses,1  where  the  smooth  waters  of  the  straits 
bathe  the  suburban  meadows;  or  whether  the  nurse  of 
JSneas,*  or  the  daughter  of  the  Sun,1  or  Anxur,  white  with 
health-giving  waters,  attracts  thee ; — this  offering  I  send  to 
thee,  auspicious  support  and  protection  of  our  empire,  by 
whose  continued  preserration  we  believe  that  Jupiter  shows 
his  gratitude.4  Do  thou  but  receive  it ;  I  will  imagine  that 
thou  hast  read  it,  and  proudly  indulge  in  Gallic  *  credulity. 

Whether  i' th'  Alban  Mount  thy  station  be, 

Where  thou  the  prospect  hast,  on  one  side,  sea, 

Diana's  Grove  on  th'  other ;  or  before 

This,  if  Gnieta's  bay  delight  thee  more, 

The  hill  named  from  the  daughter  of  the  sun, 

Or  where  the  Amur's  wholesome  streams  do  run. 

O  health  and  safety  of  the  public  state ! 
Whose  evils,  as  our  own,  we  deprecate ; 
And  whom,  when  prosperous  and  we  happy  see, 
Grateful  we  then  believe  the  gods  to  be, 
Receive  this  little  book  I  to  thee  send, 
Only  a  gracious  hand  vouchsafe  V  extend ; 
1 11  think  thou  read'st  it,  though  thou  cast  it  by. 
Pleased  with  a  Gallic,  rude  credulity.  Anon.  1696. 

1  Whether  thou  art  residing  at  Antium,  where  Fortune  was  worshipped 
aider  the  form  of  two  sisters,  representing  good  and  eril  fortune. 

*  Caieta,  so  called  from  the  nurse  of  JEneas,  said  to  hare  been  buried 
there. 

8  Circeii,  which  had  its  name  from  Circe. 

*  Por  the  restoration  of  the  Capitol  after  it  had  been  destroyed  by  fire. 
Suetonius,  Domit  c  5.    Comp.  B.  vii.  Ep.  59. 

9  The  Gauls  had  the  character,  among  the  Romans,  of  being  credata*M. 
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H.  TO  HIB  B1ADIBJ. 

Ye  matrons,  youths,  and  virgins,  to  you  is  our  page  dedicat- 
ed. But  you  who  delight  in  wanton  sallies  and  licentious 
jests  may  read  my  first  four  books,  which  are  of  a  more 
free  character.  The  fifth  book  is  for  the  amusement  of  the 
lord  of  the  world ;  and  is  such  as  Germanicus  may  read 
without  a  blush  in  the  presence  of  the  Cecropian  virgin- 
goddess.1 

Te  matrons,  boys,  and  virgins  neat, 

To  you  my  page  I  dedicate. 

Thou  whom  more  shameless  sports  delight, 

And  naked  pleasant  wit,  invite 

Thy  fancy  to  my  four  first  books: 

This  fifth  shall  sport  with  Cnsar*s  looks; 

Which  great  Domitian  may  be  bold 

Before  hie  goddess  to  unfold.  Fletcher. 

m.   to  douttiak. 

Deris,*  who  now,  0  Qermanicus,  lives  on  the  banks  of  our 
river,'  having  come  to  thee  from  the  placid  waters  of  the 
Ister,  is  said  in  his  delight  and  overjoyment  at  having  just 
seen  the  guardian  of  the  world,  to  have  addressed  his  com- 
panions thus : — "  How  much  better  is  my  fate  than  that  of 
mv  brother,  since  I  am  allowed  to  behold  so  closely  that  god 
whom  he  adores  at  so  great  a  distance ! " 

When  Degis,  sent  from  Ister*s  subject  waves, 

Hail'd  the  blest  bank  victorious  Tiber  laves ; 

Astonish'd,  as  o'erjoy'd,  the  stranger  saw 

The  man,  from  whom  mankind  beseeches  law ; 

And  thus,  on  either  hand,  address* d  his  mate : 

How  raised  is  ours,  beyond  our  brethren's  fate! 

To  us  is  giv*n  to  gaze  th'  empyreal  star, 

Which  they  are  humbly  proud  t?  adore  afar.     NphmiUm, 

IV.     TO  PUTLTTS,  OK  KTBTAL1. 

Myrtaleis  wont  to  smell  of  deep  draughts  of  wine;  but,  to 

1  Meaning  that  Domitian,  who  loved  to  be  called  Germanicus,  from 
bis  expedition  into  Genrany,  might  read  this  book  in  the  pretence  of 
chjbte  Minerva,  a  goddess  whom  he  especially  worshipped.  Suet  Domit. 
c.4. 

*  Supposed  to  hare  been  the  brother  of  Decebalus,  long  of  the  Dadsnt, 
and  u  hare  come  to  Borne  as  an  ambassador.         *  The  Tibet. 
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deceive  us,  she  eats  bey-leaves,  and  cautiously  mingles  them 
in  her  cups  .instead  of  water.  Whenever,  Paulus,  you  observe 
her  with  flaming  free  and  swollen  veins  approaching  you,  you 
may  well  say, u  Myrtale  drinks  bays."  * 

Myrtale  often  smells  of  wine,  but,  wise. 
With  eating  bay-leaves  thinks  it  to  disguise : 
80  nott  with  water  tempers  the  wine's  heats, 
But  covers  it    Henceforth  if  her  you  meets 
With  red  face  and  sweU'd  veynes,  modestly  say, 
"Sure  Myrtale  hath  drunk  o'th'  bsyes  to  day/' 

Old  M8.l(Uh  Cent. 

Y.     TO  8.BXTU8. 

Sextus,  eloquent  keeper  of  the  Palatine  library,  ^  who 
enjoyest  the  immediate  presence  of  the  god  that  inhabits  it 
(for  it  is  thy  privilege  to  learn  the  cares  of  the  emperor  at 
they  rise  within  him,  and  to  know  the  secret  soul  of  our 
ruler),  make  room  somewhere  for  my  little  books  also,  near 
those  of  Pedo,  of  Marsus,  of  Catullus.  Near  the  heaven* 
inspired  lav  of  the  Capitoline  war,8  place  the  lofty  epic  of  the 
sublime  V lrgiL 

Sextus,  whose  winning  Muse  presumes  f  explore 

The  Palatine  Minerva/a  matchless  lore, 

Tis  thine  tf  approach  her  friend,  the  earthly  god ; 

T  imbibe  his  graces,  and  attend  his  nod. 

Tis  thine  to  scan  and  soothe  each  springing  care ; 

To  mark  the  hue  his  inmost  secrets  wear. 

Oh !  to  thy  friend  some  little  nook  assign, 

Where  Pedo,  Marsus,  and  Catullus  shine : 

But  place  the  heavenly  Capitolian  strains 

Fast  by  the  buakm'd  Maro's  grand  remains.      JBlphuuta*. 

TT.     TO  THB  KU8X8.     ▲  BBQTOB8T  TO  PABTHSKltiS. 

If  it  is  not  too  much  to  ask,  or  too  troublesome  to  you,  ye 
Muses,  make  this  request  of  your  favourite  Partbenius : — 
So  may  a  long  and  happy  old  age,  under  the  rule  of  CsBsar, 
bring  thy  last  hour;  so  mayst  thou  prosper,  even  envy  her* 
self  looking  favourably  on  thee;  and  so  may  Burros  soon  ap- 

1  An  allnsion  to  oertam  poetasters,  who 
eating  lanreMeayes. 

*  Some  poem  on  the  war  rawed  by  the  party  of  Vitellros  is  evidently 
meant;  written  cither  by  Domitun  or  by  Sextos.  This  war  is  called 
Bdhm  VittlUmtm.  Suetonius,  Domiu  o.  1. 
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predate  the  virtues  of  his  father,  as  thon  shalt  admit  this 
timid  and  small  collection  within  the  sacred  precinct*  of  the 
prince's  privacy.  Thou  knowest  the  times  when  onr  Jove  is  at 
ease,  when  he  oeams  on  na  with  his  own  henignant  counten- 
ance, with  which  he  is  wont  to  refuse  nothing  to  suppliants. 
Thou  hast  no  reason  to  fear  that  our  request  is  extraf  agant ;  a 
book  which  is  decorated  with  cedar  and  purple,  and  swells 
proudly  with  dark  bosses,  never  makes  too  great  or  inconveni- 
ent demands.  Yet  do  not  put  these  compositions  too  forward ; 
but  hold  them  a^if  thou  wert  offering  and  contemplating  no- 
thing. If  I  know  the  rotary  of  the  nine  sisters,  he  will  of  his 
own  accord  ask  for  the  purple-covered  book. 

If  what  I  ask  appears  to  you  not  great, 
0  Muses !  your  Partheniua  thus  entreat : — 

May  thy  old  age  come  late,  and  happy  end : 
Cesar  be  safe,  and,  to  the  last,  your  mend  j 
80  above  envy  may  you  ever  be, 
Your  son  a  scheme  if  all  your  virtues  see, 
As  you  this  timorous,  basnful  book  shall  grace 
When  in  the  sacred  presence  'tis  in  place. 
To  you  the  prince's  gracious  moods  are  known, 
When  with  serenest  looks,  and  most  his  own, 
He  shines  on  all  who  to  his  throne  address, 
And  measures  bounty  out  to  each  distress. 
Nor  apprehend,  this  trifling*  gilded  book 
Aims  at  high  things,  does  for  great  matters  look  1 
You  need  not  offer 't,  hold  it  in  your  hand, 
As  one  designing  nothing  to  demand: 
If  the  nine  sisters'  patron  I  do  know, 
Himself  will  you  command  the  book  to  show.  Anon.  1695. 

VH.    TO  TTTLOUr,  OH  THE  B3ST0EA.TI0V  O*  THE  OITT  AJT1B 
BUBO  PABTIAXLT  DMTBOYID  BY  FIB1. 

As  the  flames  renew  the  nest  of  the  Assyrian  phoenix,  when 
ever  the  solitary  bird  has  lived  through  its  ten  centuries 
so  Borne,  renewed,  has  put  off  her  former  old  age,  and  has 
herself  assumed  the  looks  of  her  guardian.  Forget  at  length, 
I  beseech  thee,  Vulcan,  thy  cause  of  complaint  against  us,1 
and  snare  us:  we  are, it  is  true,  descendants  of  Mars,  but  we 
are  also  descendants  of  Venus.    Spare  us,  mighty  lord ;  so 

1  As  being  the  o&pring  of  Mars,  to  whom  Vulcan  war  an  eneuy  a 
account  of  the  liberties  which  he  had  taken  with  Venus. 
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may  thy  sprightly  consort  pardon  the  nets  forged  at  Lemnos,1 
ana  resign  herself  to  lore  thee. 

As  rains  renovate  thf  Assyrian  nests, 
When  twice  fire  ages  the  Sol's  bird  hath  spent  j 

So  Borne  her  old  decrepitness  digests, 
DressM  in  the  visage  of  her  president 

Now,  Vulcan,  I  beseech,  forget  and  spare 
Our  grie£  w*  are  Mars  and  Venus  progeny : 

So  thy  loose  wife  shall  pass  the  Lemnian  snare, 
And  in  chaste  love  affect  thee  patiently.        Fletcher. 

Till.     OK  FHAJ9I8. 

The  edict  of  our  supreme  lord  and  ruler,  by  which  the 
seats  in  the  theatre  are  more  exactly  defined,  and  the  knight 
is  allotted  a  place  free  from  contact  with  the  vulgar,  was  lately 
the  theme  or  Phasis'  approbation  in  the  theatre,  where,  flaming 
with  purple  robes,  he  was  boasting  proudly,  and  in  a  pompous 
tone :  "  At  length  we  can  sit  more  at  our  ease ;  the  dignity 
of  the  knighthood  is  now  restored ;  we  are  not  pressed  or 
contaminated  by  the  mob."  These  and  such  remarks  was 
this  upstart  uttering,  when  Leitus*  ordered  his  arrogant 
purple  robes  to  change  their  seat. 

While  Phasis  in  the  theatre  of  late, 

Phasis,  in  purple  shining,  did  dilate 

On  th'  emperors  edict,  which  each  order  graced, 

And  'cording  to  their  dipnity  them  placed, 

These  swelling  words,  big  with  conceit,  he  spake : — 

"  At  length  we  nobles  here  our  ease  may  take ; 

Regard's  had  of  us,  and  our  seat 's  set  out, 

We  Ve  neither  presVd,  nor  dirty'd  by  the  rout" 

While,  lolling,  thus  he  did  the  rout  despise, 

The  lictor  bias  his  saucy  purple  rise.         Anon.  1695. 

EL     TO  8YMMACHUS.8 

I  was  indisposed;  and  you  straightway  came  to  see  me, 
SymmachuB,  accompanied  by  a  hundred  of  your  pupils.   A 

1  Nets  im  which  Venus  and  Mars  were  caught  by  Vulcan.  See  Odyss. 
B.  viii.  . 

*  Leitus,  having  the  charge  of  the  equestrian  seats,  ordered  Phasis  to 
quit  them,  as  not  being  qualified  by  his  fortune  to  be  in  the  order  of 
knights. 

3  A  physician,  who  came  to  visit  Martial,  accompanied,  according  to  the 
fashion  of  those  times,  by  his  pupils. 
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hundred  hands,  firoxen  by  the  northern  Mart,  felt  my  pulse.   1 
had  not  them  an  ague,  Symmachus,  but  I  have  now. 
I  droopMj  straight  Symmachus  to  me  does  hie, 
An  hundred  quacks  bearing  him  company  \ 
An  hundred  frozen  hands  my  pulse  did  crave  : 
Before  I  had  no  ague,  now  I  hare.  Amm.  1695. 

X.     TO  BIOTL1TS. 

For  what  reason  shall  I  say  it  happens,  that  fame  is 
refused  to  writers  while  living,  and  that  but  few  readers  love 
the  compositions  of  their  own  day  P  It  is  doubtless  the  cha- 
racter of  envy,  Begulus,  ever  to  prefer  the  ancients  to  the 
moderns.  Just  so,  ungrateful  as  we  are,  do  we  frequent  the 
ancient  portico  of  Pompey;1  just  so  do  old  men  extol  the 
mean  temple  of  Catulus.*  Ennius  was  read  by  thee,  0  Borne, 
while  Virgil  was  alive;  and  Homer  was  derided  by  his  own 
age.  Barely  did  the  theatres  applaud  and  crown  Menander ; 
Grid  was  Imown  only  to  his  Corinna.  Do  not,  however,  ye 
little  books  of  mine,  be  in  haste  for  fiune:  if  glory  comes 
only  after  death,  I  am  in  no  hurry  for  it. 

What's  this  P  that  feme  to  living  men  *s  denied  P 

And  readers  their  own  times  seldom  affect? 
Begulus,  these  are  tricks  of  envious  pride, 

The  present  still  for  old  things  to  reject. 
So  most  injrrate  we  seek  old  Pompey's  shades, 

And  praise  the  totterM  fane  of  Catulus. 
While  Maro  lived,  Ennius  whole  Borne  invades, 

And  Homer's  age  kugh'd  him  ridiculous. 
Crowned  Menander  seldom  heard  a  shout, 

Corinna  her  own  Naso  knew  alone. 
O  my  small  books,  ne'er  hasten  to  go  out: 

If  praise  come  after  death,  I  'U  not  go  on.    FUtcfor. 

XL     TO  8EYIRU8,  OK  TH1  P01T  STBLLA.* 

My  friend  Stella,  Severus,  wears  on  his  fingers  sardonyzes, 
emeralds,  diamonds,  jaspers.  Though  there  are  many  gems 
on  his  fingers,  there  are  more  in  his  verses,  whence,  I  con- 
clude, his  nand  is  so  decorated. 

My  Stella  does  upon  his  fingers  wear 
EnVralds  and  diamonds,  sapphires,  rubies  fair; 

1  Preferring  it  to  tho  newer  ones  of  Domitian  and  otheif 
*  Built  by  Lutatms  Catalns.    It  was  mean  in  companion  with  moni 
modem  temples.  *  See  Ep.  8. 

a 
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Many  bright  gem*  upon  his  hands  we  see, 

More*  tad  more  radiant,  in  his  verses  be. 

The  briSent  fancies  in  his  lines  which  stand, 

Seem  to  proceed  from  his  adorned  hand.    Amm.  1696. 

in.      OH  STELLA* 

That  Maathlion  proudly  carries  nodding  burdens  upon  his 
sturdy  head,  or  that  the  gigantic  Ninus  holds  seven  or  eight 
boys  on  each  ana,  seems  to  me  by  no  means  difficult,  when 
my  friend  Stella  bears,  upon  any  one  of  his  fingers,  ten  girls.1 

That  the  haughty  Maathlion  now 

Wields  such  weights  on  perched  brow ; 

Or  that  Linus  finds  his  praise, 

With  each  hand  eight  boys  to  raise 

Cannot  seem  a  matter  hard, 

Or  attract  supreme  regard ; 

When  mj  Stella,  without  pother, 

On  one  finger,  this  or  tf  other, 

Can,  by  so  enchanting  aids, 

Carry  half  a  score  ot  maids.  Eiphmston. 

xm.  to  CAiAUTZu/nrs. 
I  am,  I  coulees,  Gallistratus,  and  have  always  been,  poor; 
yet  I  am  not  an  obscure  or  unknown  knight,  but  am  read 
throughout  the  world,  and  people  say  of  me,  "That  is  he!" 
and,  what  death  has  awarded  to  but  few,  has  become  mine 
during  my  lifetime.  •  But  you  have  halls,  resting  upon  a 
hundred  columns;  your  coffers  with  difficulty  contain  the 
wealth  which  you  hare  gained  as  a  freedman ;  vast  farms 
in  Egyptian  Syene  are  yours ;  and  Gallic  Parma  shears  for 
you  innumerable  flocks.  Such  are  you  and  I ;  but  what  I 
am,  you  cannot  be;  what  you  are,  any  one  of  the  multitude 
maybe. 

I  am,  I  own,  and  ever  have  been,  poor, 

But  yet  a  gentleman,  and  not  obscure. 

Spread  through  the  world  my  writings  and  my  name  \ 

Few  in  the  crave  have  reaeh'd  my  living  feme. 

You  have  a  house  on  a  vast  colonnade ; 

More  wealth  man  merchant  ever  gain'd  in  trade ; 

Tour  farms  in  Evesham  Vale  rich  harvests  crown  \ 

Many  your  flocks  which  feed  on  Bansted  Down. 

1  The  rapresentatiaas,  perhaps,  of  the  nine  Moses,  and  of  his  mistress 
Hisntk     See  B.  vi  B»  21 
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Such  you  and  I :  like  me  you  cannot  be  | 

Fortune  inayinak*  a  oobbler  like  to  thee.  Hay. 

Yet,  I  am  poor,  Galhstratus,  1  own  j 

And  ao  waa  ever  j  yet  not  quite  unknown : 

Graced  with  a  knight*!  degree;  nor  thii  alone, 

But  through  the  world  my  Terse  is  frequent  rang  j 

And  u  That  is  he  I"  sounds  bussM  from  erery  tongue : 

And  what  to  few,  when  dust,  the  fates  assign, 

In  bloom  and  freshness  of  my  daya  ia  mine. 

Thy  oeilingt  on  a  hundred  columns  rest; 

Wealth,  aa  of  upstart  freemen,  bursts  thy  chest  j 

NOe  flows  in  fatness  o'er  thy  ample  fields ; 

Cisalpine  Gaul  thy  silky  fleeces  yields. 

Lo  I  such  thou  art,  and  such  am  I :  like  me, 

GaQistratus,  thou  canst  not  hone  to  be  j 

A  hundred  of  the  crowd  resemble  thee.  EUon. 

HT.      OH  FJlNITSTTTB. 

Nanneius,  having  been  always  accustomed  to  sit  in  the 
front  row,  at  the  time  when  anybody  was  allowed  to  take 
a  place,  moved  his  quarters,  after  being  twice  or  thrice 
requested  to  do  so,  yet  still  seated  himself  on  the  benches 
of  the  knights,  almost  immediately  behind  Gains  and  Lucius. 
Thence  for  awhile,  with  his  head  shrouded  in  a  hood,  he  re- 
mains a  spectator  of  the  games ;  ungracefully  peeping  with 
but  one  eye.  Being  again  ejected,  the  unhappy  wight  crossed 
to  tiie  standing  way,  and,  leaning  over  the  end  of  a  seat,  halt 
kneeling,  he  endeavoured  to  make  it  appear  to  the  knights  that 
he  was  sitting,  and  to  Leitua  that  he  waa  standing. 

Nanneius  used  in  the  first  rank  to  sit, 
"While  so  the  sleeping  edict  did  permit: 
But,  that  revived,  thrice  routed,  up  be  trussed 
Mis  camp,  and  to  the  lowest  seat  was  thrust, 
Ev"n  behind  Cains,  Lucius,  straithr  pent : 
Where,  wrapping  up  his  head,  and  there  content 
IH-mvoWdhr  to  see  but  with  one  eye, 
The  lictor  did  the  wretch  no  sooner  spy, 
But  thence  he  chased  him  to  the  farthest  space, 
Between  the  cells ;  where,  taking  up  his  place, 
Half  standing,  and  half  leaning  \ainst  the  end 
Qf  the  knights'  form,  which  did  his  stress  befriend, 
Free  from  exceptions  here  on  eVry  hand, 
To  some  he  boasts  to  sit;  to  some,  to  stand.  Amm.  169& 
at 
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XT.     TO  DOIOTIAK. 

Thifl  is  the  fifth  book,  Augustus,  of  m j  sportive  effusions, 
Mid  bo  one  complains  of  having  been  injured  by  inj  verse. 
But  many  a  reader  rejoices  in  an  honoured  name,  to  whom 
lasting  fame  is  secured  by  mv  gift.  "And  yet  of  what  use  are 
these  trifles,  however  much  they  respect  personal  character  t " 
Granted  that  they  are  of  no  use  to  many,  still  they  amuse  me. 

Thk  is  the  fifth  book  of  my  drolling  Muse, 
Yet  none  complain  my  verses  them  abuse  $ 
But  many  given  they  nave  a  noble  name, 
Who  by  my  pen  enjoy  immortal  fame. 

What  profits  this,  some  say,  though  so  it  be  P 
If  none  it  profits,  yet  it  pleases  me.  Anon.  1696* 

XVI.      TO  THE  BIADEB. 

That,  although  I  could  write  on  serious,  I  prefer  to  write 
on  amusing  topics,  is  your  fault,  kind  reader,  who  read  and 
repeat  my  verses  all  over  Borne.  But  you  do  not  know  how 
much  your  favour  costs  me.  If  I  were  to  plead  causes  at  the 
temple  of  the  scythe-bearing  god,1  and  to  sell  my  words  to 
persons  trembling  under  accusation,  many  a  seaman  whom  I 
had  defended  would  send  me  iars  of  Spanish  wine,  and  the 
lap  of  my  toga  would  be  stained  with  all  sorts  of  coin.  But,  as 
it  is,  my  book  is  merely  a  guest  and  sharer  of  revels,  and 
my  page  affords  amusement  for  which  I  receive  no  nay. 
Not  even  the  poets  of  old  were  content  with  empty  praise ; 
in  those  days  the  smallest  present  made  to  the  immortal 
bard  (Virgil)  was  Alexis.  "  You  write  charmingly,"  you  say, 
"and  we  will  reward  you  with  praises  for  ever."— JDo  you 
pretend  not  to  understand  my  hints  ?  You  will,  I  suspect, 
make  mo  a  lawyer. 

That  I,  who  could  be  serious,  thus  doe  write, 
Dears  reader,  t  is  for  your,  not  my  delight, 
Who  my  lines  thro'  the  towne  reade  and  repeats: 
But  what  I  lose  by  this  you  know  not  yet 
For  would  I  plead  for  prisoners  waiting  death, 
Or  unto  careful  clients  sell  my  breath, 
That  many  a  piece  of  Spanish  wine  would  yield, 
And  with  much  gold  my  bosoms  would  be  filTd. 
But  now  I  and  my  bookes  are  only  guests, 
And  gratis  make  you  merry  at  your  feasts. 

1  Sttmsvateapletf  waoa  wo  near  the  forum.    Macrob.b.  i  c.8 
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But  former  poeti  were  notpayM  with  prayse  j 
Alexis  was  least  meed  for  Vhwe  laves. 
Now  yoii  cry,  "Good."  That'salL  Nay  then  I  tee 
You  not  conceiTe  me.  I  most  lawyer  bee. 

OidMAimCkni 

XVn.     TO  Q-KLLLL. 

While  you  were  telling  us  of  your  ancestors,  and  their 
ancestors,  and  the  great  names  of  your  family,  while  yon 
looked  down  on  our  equestrian  order  as  a  mean  rank,  and  while 
you  were  asserting  that  yon  would  marry  no  one  who  did 
not  wear  the  broad  border  of  the  senator,  you  married, 
GeJEa,  a  porter. 

Of  rank,  descent,  and  title  proud, 
Mere  gentry  Lady  Susan  could  not  bear  j 

She  M  wed  but  with  a  duke,  she  vow*d— 
And  so  absconded  with  a  player.  ff.  B.  Hoiked. 

xvxil    to  QimrTiAVua. 

Since,  in  this  month  of  December,1  in  which  napkins,  and 
elegant  shoe-fastenings,1  and  wax-tapers,  and  tablets,  and 
tapering  Tases  filled  with  old  Damascene  plums,  fly  about  in 
all  directions,  I  have  sent  you  nothing  bnt  my  little  books, 
the  ommrinff  of  my  study,  I  may  seem  to  yon  stingy  or 
rude.  But  I  hate  the  crafty  and  mischievous  arts  ofpre- 
sents.  Gifts  are  like  fish-hooks ;  for  who  does  not  know 
that  the  greedy  char  is  deceived  by  the  fly  which  he  swal- 
lows P  Whenever  the  poor  man  abstains  from  making  pre- 
sents to  his  rich  friend,  Quintianus,  he  shows  a  liberal  spirit. 

Now  in  December  that  the  napkins  fly 
About,  spoons,  caudles,  paper,  plums,  that  I 
Only  my  home-born  books  a  present  make, 
For  rude  or  covetous  thou  may'st  me  take. 
But,  know,  I  hate  the  vile  ensnaring  trade, 
By  which  a  gift  a  baited  hook  is  made; 
Which  is  not  east  to  feed  the  hungry  fish, 
But  for  a  prey  to  fill  the  fisher*s  dish. 
Then,  Qumcttsnus,  to  his  wealthy  friend, 
A  poor  man  *s  lnVral  when  he  nought  does  send. 

Anon,  1606. 

1  In  which  presents  were  made,  dining  the  Saturnalia. 

*  Ligtim.  It  is  uncertain  whether  Kguh  here  means  a  ahoe-fcatamng,  at 
m  B.  iL  Bp.  29,  or  a  small  ladle  or  spoon,  as  in  B.  viii.  Bp.  33,  sad  B.  xiv. 
Bp.190. 
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xix.   to  oasab. 

If  any  reliance  is  to  be  placed  on  true  report,  no  age, 
Cssar,  can  be  preferred  to  yours.  When  have  men  had 
the  privilege  of  beholding  triumphs  better  deserved  t  When 
have  the  Palatine  gods  done  more  to  merit  our  gratitude  P 
Under  what  ruler  nas  Man's  Borne  shown  herself  fairer  or 
greater  t  Under  what  prince  was  there  ever  so  much 
liberty  t  This  vice,  however,  exists,  and  not  a  small  one, 
although  it  be  but  one,  that  the  poor  man  cultivates  friends 
who  simply  treat  him  with  ingratitude.  Who  bestows  any 
portion  of  his  wealth  upon  his  old  and  faithful  friend,  or 
whose  train  is  accompanied  by  a  knight  whom  he  has  helped 
to  create  P  To  have  sent  at  the  time  of  the  Saturnalia  a 
silver  spoon  of  small  weight,  or  a  gaudy  toga  worth  ten 
scruples,  is  extravagant  liberality ;  and  our  proud  patrons 
call  such  things  presents.  Perhaps  there  may  be  one,  who 
will  chink  out  a  tew  gold  pieces.  But  since  these  men  are 
not  our  friends,  be  thou,  Caesar,  a  friend  to  us ;  no  virtue  in 
a  prince  can  be  more  pleasing  than  generosity.  But  be- 
fore you  have  read  thus  far,  Germsnicus,  you  will  have 
teen  laughing  at  me  to  yourself  for  giving  you  advice  which 
a  for  my  own  benefit. 

IF  truth  make  e'er  her  mandates  heard, 
No  times  to  thine  can  be  preferr'd. 
Greet  Cesar,  who  could  triumphs  see 
Equal  to  those  displayed  by  thee? 
Or  can  the  period  be  assign'd, 
That  boasted  palace-gods  more  kind? 
More  great  or  glorious,  under  whom 
Eflhlged,  high  sir,  imperial  Rome? 
And  under  what  auspicious  reign 
Had  liberty  so  large  domain? 

Yet  one  defect  I  must  confess ; 
Nor  can  I  cloak  or  make  it  less. 
The  widgeon,  in  dependent  state, 
Mast  oft  th'  ungrateful  cultivate. 
Who  to  an  old  and  faithful  Mend 
'Will  now  his  faculties  extend? 
Or  where  is  now  the  patron  knowa, 
Attended  by  a  knight  his  own  ? 
To  send  a  ladle  of  six  ounces, 
Aarid  the  Satumalian  flounces} 
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Or,  In  the  hope  of  high  renown, 

Ten  eeraples*  worth  of  laming  gown 

Thk  is  a  huflr  worthy  king*, 

Who  princely  hold  to  peter  thing*, 

An  oddity  may  be  to  sehoord, 

As  down  to  chink  tome  bits  of  gold 

Still,  at  tneh  inttancet  are  rare, 

Be  bounty,  Cesser,  more  thy  cere. 

No  virtue  can  more  tweedy  thine, 

Or  in  a  prince  be  more  divine. 

But  now  I  tee  Germanic  ttint 

The  tmile:  and  to  I  drop  the  hint.    Elphiniton. 

XX.     TO  JT7IOT8  XABTUIJB. 

It  you  and  I,  dear  Martialis,  might  enjoy  our  days  to- 
gether free  from  care, — if  it  rested  with  us  to  dispose  of  our 
leisure  time,  and  to  spend  in  each  other's  company  a  life  of 
true  ease, — we  should  know  no  halls  or  mansions  of  lordly 
patrons,  nor  vexatious  lawsuits  and  troubles  of  courts,  nor 
proud  family  busts;  but  carriage  airings,  conversation,  read- 
ing, the  Campus  Martius,  the  shady  porticoes,  the  Virgin 
water,1  the  warm  baths;— -such  places  would  be  our  constant 
resorts,  and  such  our  daily  occupation.  Asit  is,  neither  of  us 
lives  for  himself  but  sees  his  good  days  flee  from  him  and 
vanish ;  days  which  are  ever  being  lost  to  us,  and  set  down  to 
our  account.  Should  any  one,  then,  delay  to  live,  when  he 
knows  howP 

Ift  dearest  friend,  it  my  good  fate  might  be 
T  enjoy  at  once  a  quiet  life  and  thee, 
If  we  for  happiness  could  leisure  find. 
And  wand'ring  time  into  a  method  bind, 
We  should  not,  sure,  the  great  men's  favour  need, 
Nor  on  long  hopes,  the  court's  thin  diet,  feed  j 
We  should  not  patience  find  to  daily  hear 
The  calumnies  and  flatteries  spoken  there ; 
We  should  not  the  lords'  tables  humbly  use, 
Or  talk  in  ladies'  chambers  love  and  news ; 
But  books  and  wise  discourse,  gardens  and  fields, 
And  all  the  joys  that  unmixt  Mature  yields. 
Thick  summer  shades,  where  winter  still  does  lie, 
Bright  winter  fires  that  summer's  part  supply. 
Sleep  not  eontroll'd  by  cares  eonfin'd  to  night, 
Or  bound  in  any  rule  but  appetite* 

1  Water  so  called,  which  Agrippa  brought  by  ax  aqueduct  from 
Prsmeste. 
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Free,  but  not  savage  or  ungracious  mirth, 

Rich  wines  to  give  it  free  and  easy  birth. 

A  few  companions,  which  ourselves  should  choose} 

A  gentle  mistress,  and  a  gentler  muse. 

Such,  dearest  friend,  such,  without  doubt,  should  be 

Our  place,  our  business,  and  our  company. 

Now  to  himself,  alas !  does  neither  live, 

But  see  good  suns,  of  which  we  are  to  give 

A  strict  account,  set  and  march  thick  away. 

Knows  a  man  how  to  live,  and  does  he  stayP    Cbtafea 

XXL     TO  1SOTLUB,   OK  APOLLODOTTXS,  A  PBESOH  O* 
WEAK  MEMORY. 

The  rhetorician  Apollodotus,  Begulus,  need  formerly  to 
salute  Decimal  by  the  name  of  Quintets ;  Crassus,  by  that  ot 
Maoer.1    Now  he  returns  the  salutation  of  each  by  his  own 
name.    How  much  can  care  and  labour  effect!    He  had 
written  the  names  down,  and  learned  them  by  heart. 
Instead  of  Decimus  thou  didst  Qnintus  greet, 
And  Macros  name  when  thou  didst  Crassus  meet  $ 
'What  wonders  we  to  labour  may  impute  j 
Writing  and  conning,  thou  canst  both  salute ! 

Anon.  1696. 
XXII.      TO  PAXTXU8. 

If  I  did  not  wish,  as  well  as  deserve,  to  find  you  at  home 
this  morning  may  your  Esquiline  mansion,  Faulus,  be  re* 
moved  still  farther  from  me!  But  I  live  close  to  the  Ti- 
burtine  column,  near  the  spot  where  rustic  Flora  looks 
upon  ancient  Jove.  I  must  surmount  the  steep  path  of  the 
Suburran  hiO,  and  the  pavement  dirty  with  footsteps  never 
dry ;  while  it  is  scarcely  possible  to  get  clear  of  the  long 
trains  of  mules,  and  the  Hocks  of  marble  which  you  see 
dragged  along  by  a  multitude  of  ropes.  Worse  than  all  this 
is  it,  that,  after  a  thousand  toils,  your  porter  tells  me,  fa- 
tigued as  I  am,  that  you  are  not  at  home.  This  is  the  end 
of  my  useless  labour  and  dripping  toga:  even  to  have  seen 
Faulus  at  home  in  the  morning  was  scarcely  worth  so  much* 
The  most  attentive  client  always  meets  with  most  neglect 
from  his  friends.  "Unless  you  sleep  longer  in  the  morning,1 
you  cannot  be  my  patron. 

»  Decimus,  "tenth,"  he  called  Qnintus,  " fifth;"  Cr 
Macer.  "lean." 
9  So  that  1  may  find  you  at  home  when  I  call  on  you. 
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Thee  at  home,  honourM  Paul,  in  the  morn, 
If  I  wish'd  not,  and  earn'd  not,  to  see) 

Be  my  glory  debased  to  my  scorn, 
And  thine  Esqniline  farther  from  me. 

Fast  by  Hour's  famed  pillar  I  rhyme, 
Where  rude  Flora  contemplates  old  Jove  \ 

Then  the  steepy  Subunm  most  climb, 
And  the  rocks  never  dry  most  I  rove. 

Of  the  moles  I  must  break  the  long  train, 

And  of  marbles  bedrags/d  for  the  dome. 
Worst  of  all,  after  labour  so  Tain, 

Thy  gruff  porter  denies  thee  at  home. 
This  I  pay,  the  great  Psoras  to  miss : 

This  atones  both  the  rain  and  the  wind. 
Let  me  die,  if  a  price  such  as  this 

I  'd  afford,  the  best  patron  to  find. 

Thus  the  drudges  of  duty  may  weep, 

And  protectors  extol  aa  divine. 
But,  my  Paul,  if  thou  canst  nerer  sleep, 

Thou  canst  ne'er  be  a  soVreign  of  mine.    Elpkinttm. 

rxm.  to  bassus,  pbbtotding  to  bb  a  knight. 
Ton  used  to  wear  garments  of  the  colour  of  eras*,1 
Bassus,  while  the  laws  concerning  the  seats  in  the  theatre 
were  a  dead  letter.  But  since  the  care  of  a  discreet  censor1 
has  bid  them  revive,  and  the  knight,  more  certain  of  his 
position,  obeys  the  directions  of  Oceanus,*  yon  shine  forth 
m  a  garb  dyed  either  with  saffron-colour  or  vermilion,  and 
think  you  deceive  others  by  such  a  dress.  No  cloak,  Bassus, 
is  worth  four  hundred  thousand  sesterces,4  or,  before  all  men, 
my  friend  Cordus  would  have  been  a  knight.6 

In  the  hoe  of  fair  nature  plain  Bassus  was  dress'd, 
While  the  statutes  theatric  continoed  at  rest 
But,  the  moment  the  censor  benign  bade  them  wake, 
And  the  knight  ascertain'd  heard  an  Ocean  that  spake. 
Only  scarlet  and  purple  betinctnTed  thy  clothes. 
Thus  thou  fanciest,  shrewd  Bassus,  on  fools  to  impose. 

1  Too  wore  a  dress  of  preen,  or  of  whatever  colour  yon  pleased,  while 
the  Rosdan  law,  which  allotted  the  knights  seats  distinct  from  the  othei 
spectators,  was  disregarded.  Now  yoo  dress  splendidly,  that  yoo  mav 
appear  to  have  a  right  to  the  equestrian  seats. 

*  Domitiaa.  '  Holding  the  same  office  as  Leitus,  Ep.  8. 

4  The  fortune  requisite  for  a  knight.    *  For  he  has  at  least  a  fine  rob* 
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But  ne  robes  era  four  hundred  thousand  hate  cost! 
Else  my  Oordus  a  steed,  before  silt  had  embossVL 

JStpkmdo*. 

XXIV.    OH  HBKMBS,  AJT  XXHriHT  OIADUlTOB. 

Hermes  is  the  pride  of  his  age  in  martial  contests; 
Hermes  is  skilled  in  all  kinds  of  arms;  Hermes  is  a 
gladiator  and  a  master  of  gladiators ;  Hermes  is  the  terror 
and  awe  of  his  whole  school ;  Hermes  is  he  of  whom  alone 
Helms  is  afraid;  Hermes  is  he  to  whom  alone  Advolans 
submits ;  Hermes  is  skilled  in  conquering  without  a  blow ; 
Hermes  is  his  own  body  of  reserve;1  Hermes  makes  the 
fortunes  of  the  letters  of  seats;  Hermes  is  the  object  of  care 
and  anxiety  to  the  actresses ;  Hermes  walks  proudly  with  the 
warlike  spear;  Hermes  threatens  with  Neptune's  trident; 
Hermes  is  terrible  with  the  helmet  shading  the  face;  Hermes 
is  the  glory  of  Mars  in  every  way ;  Hermes  is  everything 
in  himself  and  thrice  a  man.1 

Hermes,  the  martial  dory  of  the  age. 

Skilful  in  all  the  combats  of  the  stage ; 

Hermes,  master  of  fence,  and  fencer  too ; 

The  cock  and  tenor  of  the  sword-men's  crew ; 

Hermes,  whom  HeHus  fears,  but  fears  alone, 

Advolans  Yields  to,  yet  to  him  but  one; 

Hermes,  that  knows  to  conquer  without  blows, 

The  second  to  himself  against  all  foes ; 

Hermes,  the  stage's  mint  and  endless  gain, 

The  love  and  strife  of  all  their  female  train ; 

Hermes,  that  proudly  shakes  the  warlike  spear, 

And  fiercely  threaftunir  does  the  trident  bear; 

Hermes,  when  cashed  for  the  blindfold  fight, 

When  moped  and  drooping  seems,  does  then  affright; 

Hermes  engrosses  aU  men?  gifts  in  one, 

And  Trismegistus9  name  deserves  alone.  '   Am*.  1095. 

XXV.     OK  OKMBX8TRATUB,  A  KNIGHT  Iff  BBSUOXD 
CIROUUBTMXOBB. 

M  You  have  not  four  hundred  thousand  sesterces,  Chnres- 
tratus;  rise,  Leitus*  is  coming;  quick;  away  with  you ;  run, 
hide  yourself."   Does  any  one  call  him  back,  and  restore 

1  Other  gladiators  were  succeeded  by  fresh  ones,  when  they  were 
tired;  Hermes  was  nerer  tired. 

»  In  allusion  to  Hermes  Trismegistus.  This  Hermes  is  ss  great  in  the 
uena  as  the  other  was  b  science.  '  SeeEp.  8. 
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him  to  the  teat  he  is  leaving  P  Does  any  patron  offer  him 
a  share  of  his  lordly  riches  P  Ib  there  such  person  whose 
name  we  may  commit  in  verse  to  fame  and  the  applause 
of  the  people.  Where  is  he,  who  does  not  wish  to  sink 
in  obscurity  to  the  waters  of  Styx  P  Would  not  such  ge- 
nerosity, I  ask,  be  better  than  to  sprinkle  the  stage  with 
a  rufous  cloud,1  and  to  be  drenched  with  a  shower  of  saf- 
fron-water P  Or  than  to  spend  four  hundred  thousand  ses- 
terces upon  a  horse  which  will  not  appreciate  it ;  or  that  the 
nose  of  Scorpus1  may  glisten  everywhere  in  gold  P  O  rich 
man,  rich  to  no  purpose,  and  faithless  to  thy  friend,  dost 
thou  read  and  approve  these  verses  P  What  glory  dost  thou 
allow  to  escape  thee! 

Wanting  a  knight's  estate,  you  want  the  style  i 
The  lictor  comet :  "  Stand  up,  void,  stay  a  while." 

Does  any  the  degraded  knight  call  baekP 
O  noble  deed!  Is  any  friend  not  slack 
Out  of  vast  wealth  his  title  to  restore, 
Not  lost  by  any  vice,  but  being  poor  P 
His  genVons  name  we  will  commit  to  verse, 
Which  all  succeeding  ages  shall  rehearse! 
Who 's  thus  retolvedhii  better  part  to  save, 
And  not  descend  entire  into  the  grave  P 

And  were  t  not  nobler  so  great  wealth  bestow, 
Than  on  a  vain,  ambitious,  public  show  P 
On  brass  unfeeling  statues  it  expend, 
Although  the  artifice  the  charge  commend  P 
Orion  in  vain!  O  falsely  seeming  wise!# 
Who  read,  approve,  and  yet  true  fame  despise. 

Anon.  1695. 

XXVT.    TO  OOSDTTS. 

If  in  calling  you  lately,  Cordus,  in  one  of  my  jocose  effu- 
sions, the  alpha  of  Cloaks,  the  expression  happened  to  move 
your  indignation,  you  may  call  me  m  return  the  beta  of  Togas.* 

That  Alpha  I  dubb'd  thee,  proud  Cordus,  of  cloaks, 
When  late  I  behight  thee  a  prince  in  my  jokes, 

1  The  stage  and  theatre  used  to  be  sprinkled  with  saffron.  See  De 
8pectac  Ep.  3.  •  A  charioteer. 

*  See  B.  ii.  Ep.  57.  The  words  in  the  original  are  alpha  mmmtlaiontm 
and  fate  togatorum.  The  pmrnuta  seems  to  have  been  won  chiefly  by  the 
tipper  dm*  of  people;  the  togati  denotes  those  who  attended  on  the r 
patrons  as  clients. 
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M>  freedom  perchance  has  attracted  thy  frowns : 

If  so,  thou  may'st  dub  me  the  Beta  of  gowns.     Elphindon 

XXVII.    TO  A  KNIGHT  BT  BIRTH,  DXPICnOTT  DT  TUB 
ZOBTTOE  BEQUIBBD  BT  LAW. 

You  have,  I  admit,  a  knight's  intelligence,  education 
manners,  and  birth ;  your  other  qualities  you  have  in  com- 
mon with  the  multitude.1  The  fourteen  rows  of  seats  *  are  not 
of  so  much  consequence  to  you,  that  you  should  seat  your* 
self  there  to  grow  pale  at  the  sight  or  Oceanus.* 

For  garb,  for  parts,  all  thee  would  noble  rate, 

If  thou  plebeian  were  *t  not  in  estate. 

To  sit  'mongst  knights 't  is  not  a  pace  so  high, 

To  make  thee  pale,  whene'er  the  fictor  's  nigh.  Anon.  1095. 

XXV  ill.     TO  AT7LU8. 

By  no  excellence  of  character,  Aulus,  could  you  induce 
Mamercus  to  think  or  speak  well  of  you,  even  though  you  sur- 
passed the  two  Curtii  in  piety,  the  Nerv®  in  monensiveneas, 
the  Eusones  in  courtesy,  the  Macri  in  probity,  the  Maurici 
in  equity,  the  Beguli  in  eloquence,  the  Fauli  in  wit.  Mamer- 
cus gnaws  everything  with  his  foul  teeth.  Perhaps  you  think 
him  envious;  I  may  think  him,  whom  no  one  can  please,  a 
wretch. 

Mainercus'  good  conceit  or  word  to  gain, 

The  best  endeavours,  Aulus,  are  in  vain. 

Excel  the  Curii  in  a  pious  fame, 

'Bove  Nerva,  Rufus,  get  a  courteous  name, 

In  justice  Macros,  Mauricus  outdo ; 

Renowned  Resultis  and  Paulas  too 

For  mirth  ana  eloquence :  yet  all  he  bites 

With  canker*  d  teeth,  and  to  asperse  delights. 

You  judge,  perhaps,  that  envy  fa  his  disease ; — 

I  think  unhappiness,  whom  none  does  please. 

Anon.  1695. 
To  the  best  character  he  can't  afford 
One  favourable  thought  or  civil  word. 
Could  you  a  man  pious  as  Granmer  find, 
Humble  as  Tillotson,  as  Hough  resign'd ; 

1  Ton  are  deficient,  like  them,  in  the  fortune  requisite  for  a  knight. 

«  See  Ep.  23. 

*  See  Ep.  23.  As  you  have  not  the  required  pecuniary  qualification, 
you  will  not  take  a  seat  on  any  of  those  benches,  lest  Oceanus  should 
question  tour  title  to  it. 
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Benevolent  m  Berkeley,  wore  then  one* 
Upright  m  Holt,  polite  m  Addison  \ 
Could  one  in  eloquenoe  with  Somen  vie  | 
Had  Dorse? s  wit,  or  Pelham's  probity  | 
Or  oonld  to  one  all  theae  endowments  fall, 
Still  would  he  snarl,  traduce,  and  censure  aL. 
Seems  he  to  yon  satirical  at  worst  P 
I  think  that  man,  whom  none  can  please,  is  cursed. 

Bay. 

TTTT.     TO  G1LLLL. 

Whenever  you  send  me  a  hare,  Gellia,  you  say,  "Marcus, 
you  will  be  handsome  for  seven  days." 1  If  you  are  not  joking, 
my  darling,  and  if  what  you  say  is  true,  you,  Gellia,  have 
never  eaten  hare. 

When  thou  present? st  me,  Gellia,  with  a  hare, 

Marcus,  thou  say'st,  't  will  make  thee  seven  days  fair. 

If  hare  be  such  a  beautifying  meat, 

Thou  ne'er  of  one  in  all  thylife  didst  eat       Anon.  1605. 

XXX.     TO  TASBO,  WITH  A  PBISEHT  07  THE  AVTHOS'S 
WORKS. 

Yarro,  whom  the  tragic  muse  of  Sophocles  would  not  re- 
fuse to  recognise,  and  who  are  not  less  admirable  in  Calabrian 
lays,  put  aside  vour  work,  and  let  not  the  scene  of  the  elo- 
quent Catullus  *  detain  you,  or  Elegy  with  her  graceful  locks. 
But  read  these  verses,  which  are  not  to  be  despised  in  smoky 
December,  and  are  accordingly  sent  to  you  in  that  month ; 
sent  to  you  in  that  month ;  unless  perchance  you  think  it 
fitter  and  more  agreeable,  Yarro,  to  lose  nuts  at  the  Satur- 
nalia.* 

Varro,  whom  envy  must  allow 
A  soul  of  Sophoclean  fire ! 
Whom  coy  Calabria  deigns  t*  avow 

The  lord  of  her  exalted  lyre ! 
Defer  each  talk :  nor  let  the  scene 

Of  magical  Catullus  stay 
Thine  eyes  |  or  elegy  serene, 

With  tresses  soft,  in  trim  array. 
The  produce  of  December's  smoke, 

Thou  mayst  (0  strange !)  superior  choose  j 
Unless  it  seem  the  higher  joke, 
With  Saturn's  self  thy  nuts  to  lose.     Elphintton. 

1  According  to  a  superstitious  notion.  See  Plin.  H.  N.  xxviU.  19. 
*  Supposed  to  be  a  writer  of  facet,  mentioned  by  Jurenal,  Sat  riii- 
1  To  play  for  nuts  was  a  common  amusement  at  the  8aturnaUa. 
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xxxl  ok  a  show  of  bot8  spobttjto  with  bulls. 
See  with  what  hardihood  yon  troop  of  children  spring 
upon  the  quiet  bulls,  and  how  the  gentle  animals  delight 
in  their  burdens.  One  hangs  upon  tne  tips  of  the  horns  { 
another  runs  at  pleasure  along  the  back,  and  brandishes 
his  arms  oyer  the  whole  body.  Bat  their  ssYageness  is  un- 
aroused  and  at  rest;  the  arena  would  not  be  safer;  a  plane 
surface  might  even  be  more  dangerous.  Nor  do  the  gestures 
of  the  children  betray  any  trepidation;  but  each  of  them 
appears  sure  of  gaining  the  victory,  and  each  of  the  bulls 
seems  to  be  anxious  not  to  prevent  it. 

See  how  th'  advenfrous  boys  insult  secure, 

While  the  mild  built  their  weight  and  sport  endure : 

One  hangs  upon  a  horn,  while  others  run 

O'er  their  broad  backs,  skirmish,  assault,  and  shun 

Bach  others  blows :  the  bulls,  as  frozen,  stand  $ 

Combat  they  could  not  firmer  on  the  land. 

The  children  strive  for  th'  palm,  without  all  fear ; 

The  bulb,  alone,  solicitous  appear.  Anon.  1695. 

IHII.     TO  TAUBTTBTUB. 

Grispus,  by  his  last  will,  Faustinus,  did  not  give  a  farthing 
to  his  wife.    To  whom  then  did  he  give  it?  To  himself.1 

Grispus  by  will  no  doit  of  all  his  pelf 

Gave  to  his  wife :  whom  thenP  even  to  himself 

Fletcher. 
Grispus  one  doit  of 's  wealth  to  none  did  leave. 
What  came  of 't,  then  P   Who  did  his  land  receive  t 
Alive,  to 's  belly  he  did  all  bequeath.  Anon.  1695. 

mm-     TO  A  LAWT2B. 

A  certain  lawyer  is  said  to  carp  at  my  verses.    I  do  not 
know  who  he  is.    If  I  find  out,  lawyer,  woe  to  you  1 

A  lawyer's  said,  unknown,  my  book  to  flout, 
*  Bat  woe  be  to  thee,  if  I  find  thee  out!  Fletcher. 

XXJTV.     IK  IPTTAPH   ON   BB0TI02T,  WHO  PIXD  AT  FKABLY 
SIX  YBAB8  OLD,  ATOEB  HXB  PABEVTS. 

To  thee,  0  Fron to  my  father,  and  to  thee,0  Floccilla*  my 

1  He  bad  squandered  it  ail  in  luxury  before  his  death. 

•  The  Latin  is,  Hone  tibi  Fronto  pater,  otnitrix  FloedBa,  pueOam, 
which  leave  the  sense  ambiguous.  See  Smith's  Diet  :f  Gr.  and  Bom. 
Biogr.  art.  Mortiatie. 
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mother,  I  commend  this  child,  the  little  Brotion,  my  joy  and 
'  -  •     -     — shades 


rht»  that  she  may  not  be  terrified  at  the  dark 
^d  at  the  mcmstrcnifl  mouth  of  the  dog  of  Tartarus.  She  would 
just  have  passed  the  cold  of  a  sixth  winter,  had  she  lived  but 
six  days  longer.  Between  protectors  so  venerable  may  she 
sport  and  play,  and  with  lisping  speech  babble  my  name.  Let 
no  rude  turf  cover  her  tender  bones,  and  press  not  heavy 
on  her,  O  earth ;  she  pressed  but  lightly  on  thee. 

Te  parents  Fronto  and  Floocilla  here, 

To  you  I  do  commend  my  girl,  my  dear, 

Lett  pale  Erotton  tremble  at  the  shades, 

And  the  foul  dog  of  hell's  prodigious  heads. 

Her  age  fulfilling  just  six  winters  was, 

Had  she  but  known  so  many  days  to  pass. 

'Mongst  you,  old  patrons,  may  she  sport  and  play, 

And  with  her  lisping  tongue  my  name  oft  say. 

May  the  smooth  turf  her  soft  bones  hide,  and  be, 

O  earth,  as  light  to  her  as  she  to  thee!  Fletcher. 

XXXY.     OK  SUOLIDB8,  A,  PBETOKDXD  KNIGHT,  BETBAYXD 
BT  DBOPPIKe  HIS  EXT. 

While  Enclides,  clad  in  purple  robes,  was  exclaiming  that 
bis  income  from  each  of  his  farms  at  Patras  was  two  hundred 
thousand  sesterces,  and  from  his  property  near  Corinth  still 
more,  and  while  he  was  tracing  down  his  long  pedigree  from 
the  beautiful  Leda,  and  resisting  Leitus,  who  was  trying  to 
make  him  leave  his  seat,1  suddenly  there  dropped  from  the 
toga  of  this  knight^  so  proud,  so  noble,  so  rich,  a  large  key 
Never,  Eabullus,  was  a  key  a  worse  friend.1 

While  Euclid,  clad  in  purple,  loud  did  brawl, 
And  near  together  by  the  ears  did  fall 
With  Leitus,  bidding  him  his  seat  to  leave, 
Protesting  proudly,  that  he  did  receive 
Two  thousand  yearly  patrimonial  rent, 
And  more,  which  his  Corinthian  manor  sent  j 
Produced  an  ancient  goodly  pedigree, 
Derived  from  Leda,  by  which  all  might  see 
He  was  in  truth  a  knight,  rich,  potent,  great; 
A  huge  foul  key,  the  badge  of  slaves,  F  th'  heat 

1  He  had  seated  himself  in  the  seats  of  the  knights.  See  Ep.  8  and  14 
*  The  key  showed  that  he  was  a  slave ;  as  it  was  the  office  of  every 
r  of  that  department  of  the  household  of  which  he 


4ave  to  carry  the  key  < 
h*d  the  charge- 
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Unfortunately  from  hit  bosom  felL 

Did  f  e'er  of  such  a  spiteful  key  hear  tell?     Anon.  168ft 

XXXVI.     TO  FAUBTIVUB. 

A  cortain  individual,  Faustinas,  whom  I  had  praised  in  a 
book  of  mine,  affects  not  to  know  the  fact,  aa  though  he  owed 
me  nothing ;  he  has  deceived  me.1 

Sim,  whom  I  We  prais'd  in  Terse,  ignores  the  feat, 
Unwilling  to  be  gratefuL— Sim 's  a  cheat.        W.S.B. 

XXXYH.     OIT  TH>  YOUK0  SBOTIOff. 

Child,  more  sweet  to  me  than  the  song  of  aged  swans, 
more  tender  than  a  lamb  of  Phalantine  Gatesus,*  more 
delicate  than  a  shell  of  the  Lucrine  lake ;  thou  to  whom  no 
one  could  prefer  the  pearls  of  the  Indian  Ocean,  or  the  newly 
polished  tooth  of  the  Indian  elephant,  or  the  newly  fallen 
snow,  or  tho  untouched  lily ;  whose  hair  surpassed  the  fleece 
of  the  Spanish  flock,  the  knotted  tresses  of  the  dwellers  on 
the  Bhine,  and  the  golden-coloured  field-mouse;8  whose 
breath  was  redolent  with  odours  which  rivalled  the  rose-beds 
of  Pawtum,  or  the  new  honey  of  Attic  combs,  or  amber 
just  rubbed  in  the  hand ;  compared  to  whom  the  peacock 
was  ugly,  the  squirrel  unattractive,  the  phoenix  a  common 
object ;  0  Erotion,  thy  funeral  pyre  is  yet  warm.  The  cruel 
law  of  the  inexorable  Fates  has  carried  thee  off,  my  love,  my 
delight^  my  plaything,. in  thy  sixth  winter  vet  incomplete. 
Yet  my  friend  ratus  forbids  me  to  be  sad,  although  he  smites 
his  own  breast  and  tears  his  hair  equally  with  myself.  "Are 
you  not  ashamed  (says  he)  to  bewail  the  death  of  a  little  slave? 
I  have  buried  a  wife, — a  wife  distinguished,  haughty,  noble, 
rich,  and  yet  am  alive."  What  fortitude  can  be  greater  than 
that  of  my  friend  Partus? — He  inherits  (by  the  death  of  his 
wife)  twenty  millions  of  sesterces,  and  yet  can  live. 

The  girl  that  was  to  ear  and  sight 
More  soft  of  tone,  of  skin  more  white, 
Than  plumaged  swans,  that  yield  in  death 
The  sweetest  murmur  of  then*  breath ; 
Smooth  as  Gala^sus*  soft-fleeced  flocks  j 
Dainty  as  shells  on  Lucrine  rocks  j 

1  By  making  me  no  return. 

s  A  rirer  near  Tarentum,  which  was  founded  by  Phalantus.  Sea  B.  aV 
Ep.  43.  *  Her  hair  was  auburn. 
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As  Red-sea  pearls  j  bright  ivory's  glow  j 

Unsullied  lilies  j  virgin  snows 

Whose  looks  were  tipp'd  with  ruddy  gold, 

lake  wool  that  elothes  the  Betie  fold  j 

Like  braided  hair  of  girls  of  Rhine  | 

As  tawny  field-mouse  sleek  and  fine} 

Whose  vermeil  month  breathed  Pastum's  rose, 

Or  balm  fresh  honey-combs  disclose; 

Or  amber  yielding  odour  sweet 

From  the  chafing  hand's  soft  heat  j 

By  whom  the  peacock  was  not  fair  j 

Nor  squirrels,  nets  j  nor  phoenix,  rare : 

Erotion  crumbles  in  her  urn  j 

Warm  from  the  pile  her  ashes  burn : 

Ere  yet  had  closed  her  sixteenth  year, 

The  Pates  accursed  have  spread  her  bier  | 

And  with  her  all  I  dotted  on, 

My  loves,  my  joys,  my  sports,  are  gone. 

Yet  Pastas,  who,  like  me  distress^. 

Is  fain  to  beat  his  mourning  breast, 

And  tear  his  hair  beside  a  grave, 

Asks, "  Blush  vou  u,.  to  mourn  a  slave  P 

I  mourn  a  hign,  rich,  noble  wife \ 

And  vet  I  bear  my  lot  of  life." 

Thy  fortitude  exceeds  all  bounds : 

Thou  hast  two  hundred  thousand  pounds : 

Thou  bear*st,  't  is  true,  thy  lot  of  life  j 

Thou  bear*st  the  jointure  of  thy  wife.  Etom. 

xxrrm.    to  sxxttts,  on  oalliodobus,  whoss  peombtt 

WITH  THAT  OF  HIS  BBOTHIB   AMOOTfTSD    TOOSTHXB  TO 
THS  FOBTUUJB  OF  A.  XVIOHT. 

Calliodorus,  friend  Sextos,  possesses  (who  does  not  know 
it?)  the  fortune  of  a  knight;  bat  Calliodorus  has  also  a 
brother.  He  who  divides  four  hundred  thousand  sesterces 
would  halve  a  fig.  Do  you  think  that  two  men  can  sit  on  one 
horse  P  What  want  you  with  a  brother,  a  troublesome  Pollux  P 
tf  y ou  had  no t  this  rollux,  you  would  be  a  Castor.1  While  you 
are  one,  you  require,  Calliodorus,  two  seats.  You  are  com- 
mittmff  a  solecism,  Calliodorus.  Bise,  or  else  imitate  the  sons 
of  Leda,  and,  as  you  cannot  sit  along  with  your  brother, 
Calliodorus,  occupy  the  seat  by  turns. 

1  You  would  have  been  a  complete  and  acknowledged  knight  Gaff* 
psvdiff  equis,  Ac    Hot.  A.  P. 
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Galliodor  hat  a  kafchfr  estate,  all  know, 

The  mischief  is,  he  has  a  brother  too, 

Who  claims  one  halt  th*  fig  la  twain  does  split; 

And  on  one  horse  two  knights  are  fain  to  sit. 

How  can  thy  brother's  aim  and  thine  agree  P 

No  Pollux  hadst  thou,  thou  mightfst  Castor  be  j 

But  being  one,  as  two  if  you  take  place, 

A  solecism's  plainly  in  the  case. 

Leda's  kind  offspring  imitate  you  may, 

8it  knights  by  turns,  not  both  on  the  same  day. 

Anon,  1696. 

TTTTT.     TO  CHABTJTU8. 

Thirty  timet  in  this  one  year,  Charinus,  while  yon  hare 
been  arranging  to  make  your  will,  have  I  sent  you  cheese- 
cakes dripping  with  Hyblsean  thyme.  I  am  ruined:  have 
Sity  on  me  si;  length,  Charinus.  Make  jour  will  lees  often,  or 
o  that  once  for  all,  for  which  tout  cough  is  ever  falsely  lead- 
ing us  to  hope.  I  have  emptied  my  coffers  and  my  purse. 
Had  I  been  richer  than  Crasus,  Charinus,  I  should  become 
poorer  than  Irus,  if  yon  so  frequently  devoured  my  poor 
repast 

TJove  thirty  wills  a  year  thou  dost  subscribe, 

Oft'ner  I  send  thee  junkets  for  a  bribe: 

I  am  exhaust,  Charinus,  pity  me; 

The  bottom  of  the  chest  ana  nurse  I  see. 

Delude  no  more,  make  thy  wul  once  and  die, 

To  show  thy  oouffh  was  real,  not  a  lie. 

Though  I  in  wealth  like  Crowns  did  abound, 

Than  Irus  I  should  yet  be  poorer  found, 

Should'st  thou,  I  say  not  tarts,  daily  devour, 

But  of  vile  beans  and  pompions  such  a  pow*r.  Am*.  1095. 

XL.     TO  ABTHOD0BU8,  UlTSUOOISSFTTIiLY  BAOBUICIHe  TO 
TBI   0RACI8. 

You  have  painted  Venus,  Artemidorus,  while  Minerva  is 
the  object  of  your  veneration,  and  do  you  wonder  that  your 
work  has  not  given  pleasure  ? 

Dost  thou  admire,  when  Pallas  is  thy  saint, 
That  but  a  sorry  Venus  thou  dost  paint  F 
When  rigid  virtue  has  thy  study  been, 
For  wanton  verse  wouldst  thou  the  laurel  win  F 

Ant*.  1600 
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XII.    TO  DIPTMUS. 

Though  you  are  more  enervated  than  a  languid  eunuch, 
and  weaker  than  the  Celamean  minion  of  the  mother  of  the 
Rods,  to  whom  the  mutilated  priests  of  that  inspiring  goddess 
howl,  you  prate  of  theatres,  and  rows  of  seats,  and  edicts,1 
and  purple  robes,  and  Ides*  and  buckles,*  and  equestrian 
incomes ;  and,  with  a  hand  polished  with  pumice-stoife,  point 
out  the  poor.    I  shall  see,  Didymus,  whether  you  are  en- 
titled to  sit  on  the  benches  allotted  to  the  knights ;  you  cer- 
tainly are  not  to  sit  on  those  of  the  married  men. 
Ton,  than  emssenlste,  still  leu  a  man ; 
Soft,  as  the  Celenesn  boy,  we  scan  j 
Whom  the  mad  mother's  msimlings  mourn  the  most 
Of  theatres,  degrees,  and  laws  you  boast} 
Of  flowing  robes,  and  brilliant  broaches  tall, 
Of  Ides  renown'd  and  valuations  fell : 
And  for  yon  poor,  your  wealth  to  ascertain, 
Your  pumiced  hand  displays  the  due  disdain. 
If ,  'mid  the  kniffbts,  your  seat  we  soon  shall  see  j 
'Mid  husbsnds,  iMdymus,  you  cannot  be.     Btphmiton. 

XLn.  what  is  error  to  ybxemdb  is  hot  lost. 
A  cunning  thief  may  burst  open  your  coffers,  and  steal 
your  coin ;  an  impious  fire  may  lay  waste  your  ancestral  home ; 
your  debtor  may  refuse  you  tioth  principal  and  interest; 
your  corn-field  may  prove  barren,  and  not  repay  the  seed  you 
have  scattered  upon  it;  a  crafty  mistress  may  rob  your 
steward ;  the  waves  may  ingulf  your  ships  laden  with  mer- 
chandise. But  what  is  bestowed  on  your  friends  is  beyond  the 
reach  of  fortune ;  the  riches  you  give  away  are  the  only  riches 
you  will  possess  for  ever. 

Thieves  may  break  locks,  and  with  your  cash  retire ; 

Your  ancient  seat  may  be  consumed  by  fire : 

Debtors  refuse  to  pav  you  what  they  owe  j 

Or  your  ungrateful  field  the  seed  you  sow ; 

You  may  be  plundered  by  a  jilting  whore ; 

Your  ships  may  sink  at  sea  with  all  their  store : 

Who  gives  to  friends,  so  much  from  fate  secures; 

That  is  the  only  wealth  for  ever  yours.  Hay. 

1  Alluding  to  the  edict  of  Domitian  about  the  seats  of  the  knights. 
Ep.  8. 

*  The  Ides  of  July,  whea  the  knights  rode  in  procession. 

•  Buckles  for  the  robe  worn  by  the  knights. 

B* 


244  MJlBTIAL'S 

Tour  slave  wOl  with  your  gold  abscond, 

The  fire  your  home  lay  low, 
Tour  debtor  wOl  disown  hit  bond, 

Tour  farm  no  crops  bestow : 
Tour  steward  a  mistress  frail  shall  cheat  j 
Tour  freighted  ship  the  storms  wOl  beat} 
That  only  from  mischance  you  11  save, 

Which  to  your  friends  is  given  j 
The  only  wealth  you  11  always  have 

Is  that  you  '  ve  lent  to  heaven. 

English  Journal  tf  Education,  Jan.  1856. 

XLIH.     OK  THAIS  UTD  LAGAVTA. 

Thais  has  black,  Lmcania  white  teeth ;  what  is  the  reason  f 
Thais  has  her  own,  Lacania  bought  ones. 

Thais  her  teeth  are  black  and  nought, 

Lecania's  white  are  grown : 
But  what's  the  reason?  these  are  bought, 

The  other  wears  her  own.  Ftotcher. 

Nell's  teeth  are  white;  but  Betty's  teeth  are  brown: 
Hemmetfi  Nell's  are ;  but  Betty's  are  her  own.  Hoy. 

Kate's  teeth  are  black ;  white  lately  Bell's  are  grown: 
Bell  buys  her  teeth,  and  Kate  still  keeps  her  own.   Hodgmm. 

HJV.     TO  DX9T0. 

How  has  it  come  about,  I  ask,  how  has  it  so  suddenly  come 
about,  Dento,  that  though  I  have  asked  you  to  dinner 
four  times,  you  have  (who  would  believe  it  P)  constantly  pre- 
sumed to  refuse  me  P  You  not  only  avoid  looking  back  wnen 
I  call,  but  you  flee  from  me  as  I  follow  you, — me  whom  you 
so  lately  used  to  hunt  for  at  the  baths,  at  the  theatres,  and  at 
every  place  of  resort  ?  The  reason  is,  that  you  have  been 
captivated  by  a  more  delicate  table,  and  that  a  richer  kitchen 
has  attracted  you  like  a  dog.  But  very  soon,  when  your  rich 
host  shall  have  found  you  out,  and  left  you  in  disgust,  you 
will  come  back  to  the  bones  of  your  old  dinner  with  me. 

What  it  the  cause  ?  whaj  new  thing 's  Men  out  t 
That  Dento,  oft  invited,  is  so  stout, 
(Beyond  belief)  my  table  to  refuse  P 
He,  who  through  all  the  porticos  did  use, 
The  baths,  the  theatres,  to  hunt  me  out, 
Flies,  when  I  call,  aid  will  not  turn  about 
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The  mystfry  is,  he 'as  found  a  fetter  treat  i 
lake  dogs,  it  drawn  by  strongest  soent  of  met;. 
But  soon  as  known,  the  great  he  will  disgust  j 
Then  for  my  scraps  he  11  leap,  and  for  a  crust  «4mom.1695. 

XLT.    TO  BJJSJL 

You  say,  Bassa,  that  you  are  beautiful ;  you  aay  that  you 
are  a  maiden.  She  who  is  not  bo,  Baasa,  is  generally  ready 
to  say  that  she  is. 

Thou  mak'st  thee  fair,  and  young  bidd'st  us  suppose. 

To  do  and  say  what  is  not,  Baasa  knows.  JSlphwdon. 

XLYI.     TO  DLAJHTimrUS.1 

As  I  dislike  all  kisses,  except  those  which  I  have  secured 
with  a  struggle,  and  as  your  anger,  Diadumenus,  pleases  me 
more  than  your  face,  I  often  flog  you  that  I  may  often  hare  to 
solicit  you.  The  result  is,  that  you  neither  fear  me  nor  love 
me. 

While  eVry  joy  I  soorn,  but  that  I  snatch  j 

And  me  thy  fury,  more  than  features,  catch  j 

I  often  condescend  to  ask  consent : 

That  thou  nor  fear'st  nor  lovest  me,  proves  the  event. 

J&phuuton. 
XLV1L     OK  PUILO. 

Fhflo  swears  that  he  has  never  dined  at  home,  and  it  is 
so;  he  does  not  dine  at  all,  except  when  invited  out. 

Thou  say*st,  thou  never  supp'st  at  home.  Tis  right, 
That  is,  thou  fastf st,  when  none  does  thee  invite, 

Anon.  1695. 
Ned  swears  he  never  sups  at  home :  then  Ned, 
Not  supping  out,  goes  supperless  to  bed.  Hay. 

Jack  boasts  he  never  dines  at  home, 

With  reason,  too,  no  doubt: 
In  truth,  Jack  never  dines  at  all, 

Unless  invited  out 


XLTTTt.     OK  SKOOLPT78.* 

To  what  does  not  love  compel  us  P  Eucolpus  has  shorn  his 
locks,  against  the  wish  of  his  master,  who  did  not  even  for- 
bid hira.  Padens  permitted,  though  lamenting  it.  Just  so  did 
the  father,  foreboding  evil,  give  up  the  reins  to  the  rash 
Phaeton.  Just  so  did  the  stolen  Hylas,  and  the  discovered 
i  B.  iii.  Ep.  65.  »  SeeB.LEp.32. 
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Achilles,  part  with  their  locks,  the  latter  gladly,  though  to 
the  grief  of  his  mother.    But  may  thy  beard  be  in  no  haste 
to  come,  or  presume  on  thy  shorn  hair;  but  may  it  be  late 
in  appearing,  in  return  for  so  great  a  sacrifice. 
Whither  wOl  not  all-duteous  love  compel ! 
Hit  tow  obtained,  Enoolpus'  honours  felL 
While  thus  the  thankful  boy  religion  kept, 
Though  not  forbidding,  feeling  Pudens  wept 
80  PncBbus  yielded  erst  th'  willing  rein 
To  the  rash  youth,  whom  he  forbade  in  ▼tin, 
80  ravish'd  Hylas  laid  his  glory  down : 
So  caught  Achilles  kindled  for  renown, 
When  he  denied  his  graceful  locks  to  flow, 
And  triumph'd  impious  in  a  mother's  woe. 
But  make  no  haste,  nor  trust  the  retire  hair; 
And  late,  thou  beard,  for  such  a  boon  repair.     ElphmsUm. 

XLTJL     TO  LABITOUS,  PA1TIALLY  BALD. 

When  I  happened  to  see  you  a  while  ago,  Labienus,  sitting 
alone,  I  thought  you  were  three  persons.    The  number  01 
the  divisions  of  your  bald  head  deceived  me.    You  hare  on 
each  side  locks  of  hair,  which  might  grace  even  a  youth.    In 
the  middle,  your  head  is  bare,  and  not  a  single  hair  is  to  be 
remarked  in  the  whole  of  that  extensive  area.  This  illusion  was 
of  advantage  to  you  in  December,  when  the  emperor  distri- 
buted the  presents  of  the  Saturnalia ;  you  returned  home 
with  three  baskets  of  provisions,     I  fancy  that  Geryon 
must  have  resembled  you.    Avoid,  I  advise  you,  the  portico 
of  PhilippuB ;  if  Hercules  sees  you,  it  is  all  over  with  you.1 
When,  Labiene,  by  chance  I  thee  did  see 
Sitting  alone,  I  thought  thou  hadit  been  three. 
The  number  of  thy  baldness  me  deceived, 
For  here  and  there  thy  hairs  I  then  retrieved, 
Which  a  boy's  head  wOl  hardly  well  become  1 
Upon  thy  crown  lies  a  large  vacant  room, 
A  floor  wherein  no  hair 's  observed  to  be. 
Yet  this  December's  error  yields  to  thee, 
That  when  the  empVor  keeps  his  solemn  day, 
Thou  carry'st  three  shares  of  his  alms  away. 
Geryon,  I  suppose,  was  such  a  one : 
But  when  thou  seest  Phuippus'  porch,  begone  ; 
If  Hercules  shall  spy  thee,  tn*  art  undone.        FUtchir. 

1  Hercules,  whose  statue  is  in  the  portico  of  Phtippus,  will  take  yea 
for  the  three-headed  Geryon. 
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I  ww  thee  lately  sitting  all  alone. 
And  that  thou  hadst  been  three  I  dnrtt  hare  sworn. 
Thy  teeming  num'rous  heads  to  me  deceived, 
Thy  pate  here  lock*d,  and  there  of  hair  bereaved) 
Not  with  lore-locks,  which  beauteous  bora  do  wear, 
But  some  parte  tufted  were,  much  broader  bare. 
Thy  Tarious  baldness  stood  thee  late  in  stead, 
When  Cesar  doled  the  people  meat  and  bread  j 
For  thou  bor'st  home  WW  did  belong  to  three : 
The  fam'd  Geryon,  sore,  was  such  as  thee. 
PhQippos*  portico  I  advise  thee  fry  s 
If  Herrales  spy  thee,  thou  srt  sure  to  die.    Amm.  1695. 

L.     TO  ACHBOTOTUB. 

Whenever  I  dine  at  home,  Charoninus,  and  do  not  invite 
you, your  anger  forthwith  exceeds  all  bounds;  yon  are  ready 
to  mn  me  through  with  a  drawn  sword,  if  you  discover  that 
my  kitchen  fire  Has  been  lighted  without  a  view  to  your  en- 
tertainment. What  then,  shall  I  not  be  allowed  for  once  to 
defraud  yon  of  a  dinner  P  Nothing  is  more  shameless,  Cha- 
ropinus,  than  that  throat  of  yours.  Cease  at  length,  I  pray 
you,  to  watch  my  kitchen,  and  allow  my  hearth  sometimes 
to  disappoint  you. 

If  I  e'er  sap  at  home,  and  not  chance  to  invite, 
My  poor  C&aroume  fills,  not  with  food,  but  with  spite. 
Nay,  his  rage  draws  the  whinyard  to  whip  my  lunge  through, 
When  he  learns  that  my  hearth  dared  to  neat  without  you. 
Is  my  ev*ry  such  theft  an  infringement  of  law  P 
Surely  nought  is  more  impudent  than  such  a  maw. 
Cease,  I  pray,  to  attend  to  my  culinar  chimes  j 
And  let  my  cunning  cook  put  upon  you  sometimes. 

£L    TO  lUTUS,  ON  A  FBSTBKDXD  LA.WXSJL 

Tfcat  person  yonder,  who  has  his  left  arm  heavily  laden 
with  manuscripts,  who  is  closely  pressed  by  a  beardless  band 
of  short-hand  writers,  who  fixes  a  grave  look  on  papers  and 
letters,  which  people  brine  him  from  various  quarters,  as- 
suming a  demeanour  like  that  of  Cato,  or  Cicero,  or  Brutus, 
that  person,  I  say,  Bofus,  even  should  torture  try  to  compel 
him,  cannot  properly  utter  "  good  morning,"  either  in  Latin 
or  in  Greek.  K  yea  think  I  am  joking,  let  us  go  and  address 
him. 
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He  whose  left  arm  loaden  with  books  70a  see, 
And  throns/d  with  busy  clerks  to  that  degree, 
Whose  free  composed  attentively  does  hear 
Causes  and  suits  poured  in  at  either  ear, 
Most  like  a  Cato,  Tully,  or  a  Brute, 
If  put  upon  the  rack,  could  not  salute 
In  Latin,  Ave,  or  XoZpt  in  the  Greek : 
And,  if  thou  doubt  the  truth,  let's  to  him  speak. 

.4*011.1696. 

LH.     TO  POSTUMUS. 

Tour  services  to  me  I  remember,  and  shall  never  forget 
Why  then  am  I  silent  about  them,  Postumus  ?  Because  you 
yourself  talk  of  them.  Whenever  I  be^in  to  speak  to  any  one 
of  your  favours,  he  immediately  exclaims,  "  He  has  told  me 
of  them  himself."  There  are  certain  things  which  cannot 
be  well  done  by  two  people ;  one  is  enough  in  this  case. 
If  you  wish  me  to  speai,  keep  silence  yourself.  Believe  me, 
Postumus,  gifts,  however  great,  are  deprived  of  their  value 
by  garrulity  on  the  part  ofthe  donor. 

What  thou  oonferr'st  on  me  I  do 

Remember,  and  shall  think  on  too. 

Why  therefore  do  I  hold  my  tongue  P 

Cause,  Posthumus,  thou  ne'er  hast  done. 

As  often  as  I  go  to  treat 

Of  these  thy  gifts  to  them  I  meet, 

T  is  presently  replied, "  Forbear, 

He  whisperVI  it  into  my  ear." 

Two  men  some  things  cannot  do  well :  • 

One  person  may  suffice  to  tell, 

And  do  this  work :  if  it  may  please 

That  I  shall  apeak,  then  hold  thy  peace. 

For  prithee,  Postumus,  believe, 

Though  that  thy  gifts  are  great  to  give 

All  thanks  must  perish,  and  are  lost, 

When  authors  their  own  actions  boast       JPfefeAsn 

Tour  favours  to  me  I  remember  well  1 

But  do  not  mention  them ;  because  you  telL 

Whenever  I  begin,  I  'm  answered  straight, 

u  I  heard  from  his  own  mouth  what  you  relate." 

Two  ill  become  the  business  but  of  one ; 

Be  you  but  silent,  I  will  speak  alone. 

Great  are  your  Rifts;  but  when  proclaim'd  around* 

The  obligation  dies  upon  the  sound.  Hay. 
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To  John  I  owed  great  obligation, 

But  John,  unhappily,  thought  fit 
TV)  publish  it  to  all  the  nation : 

Sure  John  and  I  axe  more  than  quit       Prior, 

LTIL    TO  BABBITS,  A.  WBIT1B  01  TBAOIDIXB. 

Wot,  my  good  air,  do  yon  write  about  the  Colchian 
queen  r  why  about  Thyestes  ?  what  have  you  to  do,  Bassus, 
with  Niobe,  or  Andromache  P  The  fittest  subject  for  your 
pen  is  Deucalion,  or,  if  he  does  not  pleaae  you,  PhaStonJ 

My  Banns,  why?  why  dost  thou  write 

Thyestes*  feast?  Medea's  flight  P 

What  hast  to  do  with  Niobe  P 

Or  Troy's  remains,  Andromache  P 

Deucahon's  feat's  a  theme  more  fit, 

OrFhaSthonvs,tosharethywit        Fldehor. 
Why  dost  thou,  Bassus,  of  Thyestes  write? 
Niche's  tears,  or  of  Medea's  flight  P 
A  fitter  subject  of  thy  verse  by  far, 
Phaethon's  burning,  or  the  Deluge,  were.    Anon.  1695. 

LIT.      ON  A.  BHXTOBI0IAF. 

My  friend,  the  rhetorician,  has  become  an  improTisatore ; 

he  had  not  written  down  Caipurnius'a  name,  yet  he  saluted 

him  correctly.* 

Extemporist  thou  *rt  now,  and  of  renown, 

Galpurnios  canst  salute,  not  writing  down.  Anon.  1695. 

LT.  OK  THE  DCaOl  OF  AX  1AOLX  OABBTTffO  JTOUEB. 

Tell  me  whom  thou  art  carrying,  queen  of  birds.  "The 
Thunderer."  Why  does  he  carry  no  thunderbolts  in  his 
grasp  P  u  He  is  in  lore."  For  whom  is  he  warmed  with 
passion  P  u  For  a  youth."  Why  dost  thou,  with  thy  mouth 
open,  look  round  so  mildly  on  Jupiter  P  "lam  speaking  to 
him  of  Ganymede." 

Say,  queen  of  birds,  whom  hast  thou  there  P 
"  The  mighty  thunderer  I  bear." 
I  see  no  bolts ;  and  that  seems  odd. 
"  No  bolts  become  a  loving  god." 
The  object  what  P   M  A  beauteous  boy : 
This  Ganymede  is  all  hii  joy"  Elphxntto** 

i  Intimating  flat  hit  tragedies  had  better  be  thrown  into  the  water  * 
the  fire.  >  See  Ep.  22. 
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lyi.    to  lttpit8. 

To  what  master  to  intrust  jour  son,  Lupus,  has  been  aa 
anxious  object  of  consideration  with  you  for  some  time. 
Avoid,  I  advise  you,  all  the  grammarians  and  rhetoricians;  let 


him  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  books  of  Cicero  or  Virgil ; 
let  him  leave  Tutilius !  to  his  fame.  If  he  makes  verses,  give 
him  no  encouragement  to  be  a  poet ;  if  he  wishes  to  study 
lucrative  arts,  make  him  learn  to  play  on  the  guitar  or  flute. 
If  he  seems  to  be  of  a  dull  disposition,  make  him  an 
auctioneer  or  an  architect. 

Whene'er  I  meet  you,  still  you  cry, 

"  What  shall  I  do  with  Bob  my  boy  P  » 

Sinoe  this  affair  you'd  have  me  treat  on, 

Ne'er  send  the  lad  to  Paul's  or  Eton. 

The  Muses  let  him  not  confide  in, 

But  leave  those  jilts  to  fate  or  Dryden. 

If  with  daxnn'd  rnimes  he  racks  his  wits, 

Send  him  to  Mevis  or  St  Kit's. 

Would  you  with  wealth  his  pockets  store  well  P 

Teach  him  to  pimp  or  bolt  a  door  well: 

If  he  'as  a  head  not  worth  a  stiver, 

Make  him  a  curate  or  hog-driver.  Tom  Brawn. 

You  on  one  great  oonoern  your  thoughts  employ  | 

Still  asking  how  to  educate  your  boy. 

first,  carefully  avoid,  if  you  are  wise, 

All  Greek  and  Latin  masters,  I  advise. 

Let  him  both  Cicero  and  Virgil  shun, 

Unless  you  wish  him  to  be  quite  undone. 

Then,  of  a  lad  vou  never  can  have  hope, 

Who  verses  makes,  or  reads  a  line  in  Pope* 

If  he  in  painful  business  would  engage, 

Teach  him  to  sing  or  play  upon  the  stage. 

Or  if  he  is  too  dull  to  be  a  player, 

Teach  him  to  job,  and  he  may  die  a  mayor.        Hay. 

lvtt.    to  cnrvi* 

When  I  can  you  "My  lor^'*  do  not  be  vain,  Cinna.   I  often 
return  your  slave's  salutation  in  a  similar  way. 

When  "Sir"  I  call  thee,  be  not  pleased;  for  know, 
Cinna,  I  often  call  thy  servant  so.  Wright 

1  A  rhetorician,  whose  daughter  Quintilian  married. 
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On  a  newly  made  Baronet 
Though  I  do  "Sir"  thee,  be  not  Tain,  I  pray: 
I  *8ir"  my  monkey  Jacko  erery  day. 

Cyru$  Bedding.  N.  M.  Mag.,  1828. 

LTm.  to  TOBTmnrs. 
You  teU  me,  Postumus,  that  you  will  live  to-morrow ;  you 
always  Bay  to-morrow,  Postumus.  Tell  me,  Postumus,  when 
will  that  to-morrow  arrive  P  How  &r  is  that  to-morrow  off  P 
Where  is  it  P  or  where  is  it  to  be  found  P  Ib  it  hidden 
among  the  Parthians  and  Armenians  P  That  to-morrow  al- 
ready counts  up  as  many  years  as  those  of  Priam  or  Nestor. 
For  how  much,  tell  me,  may  that  to-morrow  be  bought  P 
You  will  lire  to-morrow :  even  to-day  it  is  too  late  to  begin 
to  live*  He  is  the  wise  inan,  Postumus,  who  lived  yesterday. 

To  morrow,  Posthumus,  to-morrow  still 

Thou  sayst,  thoult  live :  but,  Posthumus,  when  will 

That  morrow  oome  P  how  far  P  where  to  be  found  P 

Is 't  in  the  Parthian  or  Armenian  ground  P 

Or  oan  that  morrow  Priam's  age  out-boast  P 

Or  Nestor's?  tell  what  will  that  morrow  oostP 

Thou  It  live  to-morrow  P— this  day's  life  vs  too  late: 

He *s  wise  that  lived  before  the  present  date.       Fletcher. 

To-morrow  you  will  live,  you  always  cry  j 

In  what  fair  country  does  this  morrow  fie, 

That  t  is  so  mighty  long  ere  it  arrive  P 

Beyond  the  Indies  does  this  morrow  live  P 

T  is  so  lar-fetch'd,  this  morrow,  that  I  fear 

T  will  be  both  very  old  and  very  dear. 

"To-morrow  I  will  live,*  the  fool  does  say ; 

To-day  itself 's  too  late,— the  wise  lived  yesterday.  Cowley. 

"  To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,*  stiH  you  say, 

"To-morrow  111  reform,  but  live  to-day." 

When  wfll  to-morrow  oome P  or  where  be  found? 

Lurks  it  on  Indian  or  Peruvian  ground  P 

T  is  now,  alas !  three  generations  old, 

And  at  no  price  is  that  to-morrow  sold. 

For  look !  the  hour  of  sale  has  paaa'd  away : 

He  who  is  wise  has  purchased  yesterday.         Hodgeon. 

LEE.     TO  BTBLLA, 

In  forbearing  to  send  you  either  silver  or  gold,  eloquent 
Stella,  I  have  acted  for  your  interest.  Whoever  makes  great 
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presents,  wishes  great  presents  to  be  made  him  in  return, 
By  my  present  of  earthenware  vases  you  will  be  released 
from  such  an  obligation. 

That  I  nor  gold  nor  silver  to  tnee  send, 

1  this  forbear,  for  thy  sake,  learned  friend. 

Who  gives  great  gifts,  expects  great  gifts  again ; 

My  cheap  ones  to  return  will  cause  no  pain.   Ana*,  1095. 

IX     TO  1  DBTBACTO&. 

Although  you  bark  at  me  for  ever  and  ever,  and  weary  me 
with  your  shameless  invectives,  I  am  determined  to  persist  in 
denying  you  that  fame  which  you  have  been  so  long  seeking, 
namely,  that  you,  such  as  you  are,  may  be  read  of  in  my 
works  throughout  the  whole  world.  For  why  should  any  one 
know  that  you  ever  existed  P  You  must  perish  unknown, 
wretched  man ;  it  must  be  so.  Still  there  will  not  be  want- 
ing in  this  town  perhaps  one  or  two,  or  three  or  four,  who 
may  like  to  gnaw  a  dog's  hide.  For  myself  I  keep  my 
hands  away  from  such  corruption. 

Snarl  on ;  you  never  shall  your  purpose  gain : 

What  long  you  seek,  you  still  shall  seek  m  vain, 

Who  aim  at  any,  rather  than  no  fame : 

I  will  not,  to  abuse  you,  use  your  name. 

It  never  in  my  writings  shall  be  seen, 

Or  the  world  know  that  such  a  wretch  hath  been. 

Try  to  make  others  angry  when  you  bellow, 

I  scorn  to  meddle  with  a  dirty  fellow.  Hay. 

LH.     TO  ICAftlAKTTS. 

Who  is  that  curly-pated  fellow,  who  is  always  at  the  aid* 
of  your  wife,  Marianus  P  Who  is  that  curly-pated  fellow  ? 
He  who  is  always  whispering  some  soft  nothing  into  my 
lady's  gentle  ear,  and  pressing  her  chair  with  his  right 
elbow  ?  He  on  all  of  whose  fingers  is  displayed  the  light  sum* 
mer  ring,  and  whose  legs  are  disfigured  by  not  even  a  single 
hair  P  Do  you  give  me  no  answer  r  "  He  attends,"  say  you, 
"  to  my  wife's  affairs."  Truly  he  is  a  trustworthy  gentle- 
man, and  looks  like  a  man  of  business, — one  who  bears  the 
character  of  agent  in  his  very  face ;  the  Ghian  Aufidius l  will 
not  be  more  energetic  than  he.  Oh  how  well,  Marianus, 
you  deserve  a  slap  from  Latinos!  I  imagine  you  will  be 

:  A  licentious  character  of  that  day,  mentioned  by  Juvenal,  is.  25. 
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the  successor  of  Panniculus.1  He  Attends  to  your  wife's 
affairs!  Does  that  curly-pated  fellow  attend  to  any  affairs? 
Yea,  he  attends,  not  to  your  wife's  affairs,  bat  yours. 

'Who  is  that  bean  ?  pray  tell  me,  for  you  know, 

Still  near  your  wireP  pray  tell  me,  who's  that  bean, 

Still  pouring  nonsense  in  her  glowing  ear; 

With  his  right  elbow  leaning  on  her  chair; 

Who  on  his  hand  the  sparkling  brilliant  wea 

His  hand  slmost  as  soft  and  white  as  hers? 

44  That  man  is,  though  he  now  so  gay  appears, 

A  lawyer  who  transaots  my  wife's  affairs. 

A  lawyer  that!  I  vow,  you  make  me  stare! 

Surely  Lord  Foppington  '•  turn'd  practUer. 

A  lawyer  that !  you  are  a  precious  'squire, 

Fit  for  a  Gomes  in  the  Spanish  Fryar ! 

Your  wife's  affair* !  believe  me,  one  so  fine 

Transacts  not  her  affairs,  so  much  as  thine.         Hay. 

LIU.     TO  HIS  GUI8T8,  OTTKBJSQ  THSX  HIS  HOU8I  AJTO 
GBOTJKDB  UWFUBiriBHSD. 

You  may  remain  in  my  gardens,  my  guests,  as  long  as  you 
please,  if  yon  can  submit  to  lie  upon  the  bare  ground,  or  if 
plenty  of  furniture  is  brought  in  for  your  use  along  with 
you ;  for  as  to  mine,  it  has  already  suffered  sufficiently  from 
former  guests.  Not  one  cushion,  even  emptied  of  its  feathers, 
remains  to  cover  my  broken  couches,  the  sacking  of  which 
lies  rotting  with  the  cords  all  severed.  Let  us  share  the 
premises,  however,  between  us.  I  have  bought  the  gardens ; 
that  is  the  greater  part:  do  you  furnish  them ;  that  is  the 
less. 

Stay  your  owne  tame,  and  what  my  house  affords 
Take  as  your  owne;  so  you  can  lye  on  boards, 
Or  will  bring  with  you  your  own  furniture, 
For  mine,  o'er-worne,  longer  will  not  endure : 
Of  quilts  to  my  patch'd  beads  I  have  no  store, 
The  bedd-cords  broake,  the  ticks  lie  on  the  floors: 
But  if  to  live  in  oommon  you  think  fftt, 
I  Nre  bought  the  house;  do  you  then  furnish  it 

Old  M8.  \6tk  0*0. 
TiTTTT.     TO  POKTIOUS,  A.  JOOLI8H  WUTEH. 

M  What  do  you  think,"  say  you,  "Marcus,  of  my  compo- 

1  A  clown,  who  played  with  Latinus  as  harlequin,  or  some  shnfia* 
aharaocsr.    See  Q  k  Bp.  72. 
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sitionsf"  Snob  is  the  question  which  you  often  aiid 
anxiously  put  to  me,  Ponticus.  I  admire  them,  I  am 
amazed,  nothing  is  more  perfect.  Begulus  himself  must 
bow  to  your  superior  genius.  "Do  you  think  so P"  say  you; 
"then  may  CsBsar,  then  may  Capitoline  Jove  be  propitious 
to  youl "    Nay,  may  he  be  propitious  to  you  rather! 


Often  you  ask,  solicitous  as  Bayes, 

That  I  would  cast  my  eye  upon  your  lays. 

I *m  charm'd— satonisfc'd:  nothing  is  so  fine: 

T  is  Shakespesr's  sphit  breathes  m  every  line. 

"Think  you  so?*  sty  you;  "bless  you  for  a  true 

Critic,  as  well  as  friend. —And  God  Mess  you.      Hty. 


lut.    to  his  siSTurxs. 

Fill  double  cups  of  Falernian,  Callistus;  dissolve  into  it, 
Alcimus,  the  summer  snow.1  Let  my  hair  drip  richly  with 
abundance  of  nard,  and  my  temples  be  encircled  with  wreaths 
of  roses.  The  Mausoleums,  close  at  hand,  bid  us  live,  for 
they  teach  us  that  even  gods*  can  die. 

You,  boy,  two  measures  of  briske  wine  let  flow, 
And  you,  pour  on  it  sunimer  coolemg  snow;  • 
Lett  my  moist  hairs  with  rich  perfumes  abound, 
With  loades  of  rosy  wreaths  my  temples  crown'd : 
"Live  now,"  our  neighbouring  stately  tombes  doe  cry, 
"  Since  kings,  you  see  (your  petty  gods),  can  dye. 

Old  MS. 16th  Cm*. 
Boy!  let  my  cup  with  rosy  wine  o'erflow, 
Above  the  melting  of  the  summer  snow : 
Let  my  wet  hair  with  wasteful  odour  shine, 
And  loads  of  roses  round  my  temples  twine : 
Tombs  of  the  Cessis,  your  sad  honours  cry, 
"Live,  little  men,  for  lo!  the  gods  can  die.9*    Hodgxm 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  sparkling  wine; 

Cool  the  bright  draught  with  summer  snow. 

Amid  my  locks  let  odours  flow; 
Around  my  temples  roses  twine. 
8ee  yon  proud  emblem  of  decay, 

Ton  lordly  pile  thmt  braves  the  sky! 

1  Snow  preferred  till  summer,  for  the  purpose  of  being  diaolved  in  the 
wine  to  cool  it 
1  The  emperors,  who  desired  to  be  worshipped  ss  gods. 
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It  bidi  us  lire  our  little  day, 
Teaching  that  gods  themselves  nay  die.      MtrvoaU. 

LIT.      TO  OBSAB. 

The  subjugation  of  the  Nemean  lion  and  the  Arcadian 
wild-boar, — and  of  the  athlete  of  the  Libyan  plain, — the  eon* 
o^oest  of  the  dread  Sryx  amid  Sicilian  dust, — the  destruc- 
tion of  Cacus  the  terror  of  the  woods,  who,  with  stealthy 
cunning  used  to  draw  oxen  by  their  tails  to  his  cave, — 
secured  to  Alcides,  notwithstanding  the  opposition  of  his 
stepmother,  a  place  in  heaven  among  the  stars.  But  how 
small  are  such  achievements,  Caesar,  compared  to  what  are  per- 
formed on  thy  arena !  There  each  new  morning  exhibits  to  us 
greater  contests.  How  many  monsters  mil,  more  terrible  than 
that  of  Nemea!  How  many  Maenalian  boars  does  thy  spear ' 
stretch  on  the  ground!  Were  the  thrice-conquered  Iberian 
shepherd,  Geryon,  to  be  restored  to  life,  thou  hast  a  champioo, 
Csear,  that  would  conquer  even  him.  And  though  the  hydra 
of  Grecian  Lerna  be  often  celebrated  for  the  number  of  its 
heads,  what  is  that  monster  compared  to  the  crocodiles  of 
the  Nile  P  For  such  exploits,  Augustus,  the  gods  awarded 
early  immortality  to  Alcides ;  to  thee  they  will  award  it  late. 

While  fain  the  envious  stepdame  would  preclude 
The  meed  of  merit,  in  a  vengeful  mood  j 
To  Hercules  gave  heaven,  in  various  lore, 
A  Nemea's  terror,  and  Arcadia's  boar ; 
The  ohasten'd  plaster  of  the  Libyan  school ; 
Hot  Eryx  laid  in  dust  Sicilian  cool ; 
The  forest* s  panic,  all  unknown  till  then, 
Who  backward  drew  the  heifers  to  his  den 
What  portion  these,  dread  Cnsar,  of  thy  sandP 
Superior  combats  does  each  morn  command. 
What  huger  than  the  Nemean  monster  fell ! 
And  what  Menalians  does  thy  spear  appal! 
The  threefold  fight  of  the  Iberian  swam, 
Returning,  would  renew  a  Geryon  slain. 
Oft  bids  the  Grecian  Lerna  swell  the  style: 
Yet  what's  a  hydra  to  the  birth*  of  Nile  P 
Soon  gave  just  gods  Alcides  heaven  to  see  j 
But  late,  Augustus,  shall  they  welcome  thee. 

1  The  spear  of  Ctrpophorus,  thy  servant    See  de  Spectac  Ep.  J& 
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LOT.     TO  POHTTLIAKirS. 

Though  I  often  salute  you,  you  never  salute  me  first;  I 
shall  therefore,  Pontilianus,  salute  you  with  an  eternal  fare- 
well. 

Pontilian  ne'er  salutes  tOl  after  me; 

80  his  fere weUshaU  everlasting  be.        Fletcher. 

I  often  bow;  your  hat  you  nerer  stir : 

So,  onoe  for  all,  your  humble  servant,  sir.      Hay. 

LXVTL     OK  A.  SWALLOW. 

When  the  Attic  birds,  after  their  custom,  were  seeking 
their  winter  retreats,  one  of  them  remained  in  her  nest. 
The  other  birds,  returning  at  the  approach  of  spring,  dis- 
covered the  crime,  and  tore  the  deserter  in  pieces.    Her 
punishment  came  late ;  the  guilty  mother  had  deserved  sucn 
a  death,  but  it  was  at  the  time  that  she  slaughtered  Itys.1 
When  the  Athenian  birds  explored  their  way 
To  the  blest  climes  that  know  no  winter's  day, 
One  hapless  twltt'rer,  who  disdain'd  the  rest, 
Outbraved  the  rigours  in  the  fenoefol  nest : 
Till  the  clan,  coming  with  the  genial  spring, 
As  a  deserter  held  the  loif  ring  thing. 
Thus  late  the  guilty  parent  penance  bore, 
Who  whilom  her  own  guiltlees  Itys  tore,    ElphmeUm. 

LXTUI.     TO  LI8BIA,  WITH  A  LOOK  OF  HAIB  FBOM 
GBBMAJTT. 

I  send  you  this  tress,  Lesbia,  from  the  northern  regions, 
that  you  may  know  how  much  lighter  your  own  is.* 

Hair,  from  the  clime  where  golden  tresses  grow, 
I  sent,  that  Lesbia's  looks  might  brighter  glow. 

ElphmeUm 

LUX.     OK  KABK  AWTOKY. 

0  Antony,  thou  canst  cast  no  reproach  upon  the  Egyp- 
tian Pothinua,*  thou  who  didst  more  injury  by  the  mur- 

1  Alluding  to  the  fable  of  Progne,  who  tore  in  pieces  her  son  Itys,  and 
was  afterwards  changed  into  a  swallow. 

1  The  courtesans  at  Borne,  at  that  time,  wore  false  light  hair.  Lesbia's 
was  extravagantly  light. 

*  For  von  are  as  bad  as  he.  He  killed  Pompey,  yon  Cicero.  See  B, 
fiL  Ep.  66b 
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der  of  Cicero,  than  br  all  your  proscription  lists.  "Why  did 
you  draw  the  sword;  madman,  against  the  mouth  of  Borne  P 
Such  a  crime  not  even  Catiline  himself  would  hare  com* 
mitted.  An  impious  soldier  was  corrupted  by  your  aocursed 
gpld,  and  for  so  much  money  procured  you  the  silence  of  a 
single  tongue.  Butof  what  anul  to  you  is  the  dearly-bought 
suppression  of  that  sacred  eloquence  P  On  behalf  of  Cicero 
the  whole  world  wul  speak. 

So  black,  Mark  Antony,  so  foul  's  thy  name, 
Hist  ev*n  Pothinus'  guilt  thou  daifrt  not  blame: 
In  Tally's  gore  alone  more  deeply  dyed, 
Than  all  the  sea  of  blood  thou  ahedd'st  beside. 
How  durst  thou,  madman,  sheath  thy  impious  blade 
In  Berne's  own  throat*— in  Tally's  life  invade 
The  commonwealth's?  A  crime  that  nut  a  stand 
To  Gatfline's  soul,  and  damp'd  his  daring  hand. 
Thou  hir'dit  a  villain  with  accursed  gold 
To  gag  the  tongue  that  did  thy  life  unfold ; 
What  boots  H  thee,  to  silence,  at  such  price, 
One  divine  tongue*  Think'st  so  to  hide  thy  vice  P 
For  virtue  now,  and  murder*d  Tulljft  sake, 
All  tongues  inveigh,  and  all  philippics  make. 

<<4*o*.  1695. 

UL     TO  MAHMUS,  OW  8TBI80U8. 

Syriscus,  while  wandering  about  among  the  low  taverns 
in*  the  neighbourhood  of  the  four  baths,1  has  dissipated, 
Maximua,  ten  whole  millions  of  sesterces,  recently  lavished 
upon  him  by  bis  patron.  Oh  what  gluttony,  to  have  con- 
sumed  ten  millions  of  sesterces!  And  how  much  greater  does 
it  appear,  when  we  consider  that  he  consumed  it  without  sit- 
ting down  to  table ! f 

In  rambling  only  through  bate  booths  and  huts, 

Vile  tap-houses,  end  cellars  among  sluts, 

Syriscus  full  five  hundred  pounds  made  fly 

(His  lord's  vain  gift)  f  th'  twinkling  of  an  eye. 

Strange  luxury,  to  consume  all  this  deal, 

Nor  sitting  for't  the  time  allow'd  a  ineal!       ^*o*.1696. 

lxxl  to  TAJTBrnros,  nrvrraro  him  to  the  oool  uotis 

07  TB1BXTLA,  A.  TOWH  07  THB  SABBTES. 

Where  moist  Trebula  sinks  in  cool  vales,  and  the  green 
1  Those  of  Agrfppa,  Nero,  Gryllus,  and  Titus. 
*  Without  spending  any  of  it  among  the  better  class  ot  persons,  whs 
reclined  on  couches  at  their  banquets. 
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fields  are  cool  in  the  ragfog  heat  of  summer,  a  country  spot* 
Faustinus,  never  withered  by  the  ardour  of  the  Cleomean 
lion,1  and  a  honae  ever  favoured  by  the  JEolian  south  wind, 
invite  you.  Pass  the  long  days  of  harvest  on  these  hills; 
Kvoli  shall  be  your  winter  retreat 

The  gelid  valet  where  Trebula  commands, 
'Where  Oanoer  smiles  upon  the  verdant  lands- 
Lands  that  deome's  fervours  ne'er  molest, 
A  dome  by  the  JEolian  south  caress'd, 
Invites  her  lord  to  breathe  autumnal  air: 
His  Tibur  shall  be  winter's  bland  repair.     Elphituton. 

LIIII.    TO  Bums. 
He  who  could  call  Jupiter  die  mother  of  Bacchus,*  may 
very  well,  Bufus,  call  Semele  his  father. 

Who  sayes  that  Jove  was  Bacchus*  mother,  he 
As  well  may  call  his  father  Semele.  May. 

He  that  affirms  Jove  Bacchus'  mother,  may 

Prove  Semele  his  father  the  same  way.  FletcM*. 

TiTTTTT.     TO  THEODOBU3. 

Do  you  wonder  for  what  reason,  Theodoras,  notwithstand- 
ing your  frequent  requests  and  importunities,  I  have  never 
presented  you  with  my  works P  I  have  an  excellent  reason; 
it  is  lest  you  should  present  me  with  yours. 

"  Why  ne'er  to  me,"  the  Lam-eat  cries, 

"Are  poet  Paulo's  verses  sent?9 
"  For  fear,"  the  tuneful  rogue  replies, 
"  You  should  return  the  compliment*       JEExfyfow, 

LUiy.     OK  POMP1Y  A1TD  HIS  80KS. 

The  sons  of  Pompey  are  covered  by  the  soils  of  Asia  and 
Europe ;  Pompey  himself  by  that  of  Africa,  if  indeed  he  be 
covered  by  any.  What  wonder  that  they  are  thus  dispersed 
over  the  whole  globe?  So  great  a  ruin  could  not  have  lain  in 
a  single  spot. 

Pompey's  dead  sons  Europe  and  Asia  have  j 
Libya,  if  any,  was  the.  miner's  grave. 

1  The  constellation  Leo,  where  the  sun  is  in  the  heat  of  summer. 

t  Some  foolish  poet  of  that  day  may  perhaps  have  called  Jupiter  the 
mother  of  Bacchus,  in  allusion  to  the  story  of  Bacchus  having  been  saws 
up  in  Jupiter's  thigh. 
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The  mighty  rain  spread  the  worlds  wide  free, 
Too  grert  to  lie  many  single  place,  flay. 

LIXT.    TO  QUIHTU8. 

La&a,  who  has  become  your  wife,  Quintus,  in  compliance 
with  the  law,1  yon  may  fairly  call  your  lawful  wife. 
She's  married  to  avoid  the  lew  j  now  all 
A  very  lawful  wife  her  well  may  calL 

OldM&.WkCmd. 

ULXVl.     TO  QTBT&Jl. 

Mithridates,  by  frequently  drinking  poison,  rendered  it  im- 
possible for  any  poison  to  hurt  him.  Yon,  Oinna,  by  always 
dining  on  next  to  nothing,  hare  taken  due  precaution  against 
ever  perishing  from  hunger. 

The  king  of  Pontes,  drinking  poison  still, 

Attain'dthe  art  to  guard  against  the  ill : 

So  you  a  like  precaution  do  observe, 

By  dining  always  HI,  to  never  starve.  ifojr. 

As  he  that  had  used  poison  long 

Found  that  it  did  him  no  great  wrong, 

Ton  practise  such  a  daily  fist, 

That  hunger  you  11  not  feel  at  last  Anon. 

LXXVTL     TO  XABULLVS.* 

A  oertain  person,  Marulhia,  is  reported  to  have  made  an 
excellent  joke;  he  said  that  you  carry  oil  in  your  ear. 

It  was  a  clever  joke,  .though  somewhat  queer, 
Tosay  thou 'ft  oil,  Manillas,  in  thine  ear.  Anon. 

ULIVJJLL     TO  TTTBAimJS. 

If  you  are  suffering  from  dread  of  a  melancholy  dinner  at 
home,  Toramus,  you  may  come  and  fast  with  me.  If  you  are 
in  the  habit  of  taking  a  preparatory  whet,  yon  will  experience 
no  want  of  common  Capnadocian  lettuces  and  strong  leeks. 
The  tunny  will  lurk  under  slices  of  egg;  a  cauliflower  hot 
enough  to  burn  your  fingers,  and  which  has  but  just  left  the 
cool  garden,  will  oe  served  fresh  and  green  on  a  black  platter ; 
while  sausages  wfll  float  on  snow-white  porridge,  and  the 

1  For  leer  of  the  Julian  law  against  adultery ;  a  law  which  DomitSaa 


*  A  peneo  slow  to  speak  was  said  "  to  carry  oil  in  his  mouth."  Ma- 
rnttus  was  slow  to  listen  to  others,  and  was  therefore  said  to  cany  oil  at 
his  ear. 

st 
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pale  bean  will  accompany  the  red-streaked  baoon:  If  you 
would  know  the  riches  of  the  second  course,  raisins  will  be  set 
before  you,  and  pears  which  pass  for  Syrian,  and  chestnuts  to 
which  learned  Naples  gave  birth,  roasted  at  a  slow  fire.  The 
wine  you  will  prove  m  drinking  it.1  After  all  this,  if  Bacchus 
perchance,  mis  his  wont,  produce  a  craving,  excellent  olives, 
which  Picenian  branches  recently  bore,  will  come  to  your  relief 
with  the  hot  vetch  and  the  tepid  lupine.*  The  dinner  is  small; 
who  can  deny  it  P— but  you  will  not  have  to  invent  falsehoods, 
or  hear  them  invented ;  von  will  recline  at,  ease,  and  with 
your  own  natural  look ;  the  host  will  not  read  aloud  a  bulky 
volume  of  his  own  compositions,  nor  will  licentious  girls  from 
shameless  Cadiz  be  there  to  gratify  you  with  wanton  atti- 
tudes; but  (and  I  hope  it  will  not  be  unpleasant  or  distaste- 
ful to  you)  the  small  reed-pipe  will  be  neard.  Such  is  my 
little  dinner.  You  will  follow  Claudia,  whom  you  earnestly 
wish  should  be  with  me  before  yourself! 

To  strop  alone  if  grievous  bee, 

At  your  own  home,  come  fast  with  me: 

Your  stomach  to  prepare,  you  shall 

Have  lettioe  and  strong  leekes  with  aH; 

A  piece  of  ling  with  eggs,  and  green© 

Coleworts  with  oil,  shall  there  be  seene 

In  platter  brown,  new  gathered 

From  the  cold  garden  where 'twas  bredd  | 

Pudding  or  sausage  shall  not  fiule, 

And  baoon  redd,  with  beanes  more  pale. 

If  second  course  you  do  affect, 

Dried  latter-grapes  you  may  expect; 

The  pleasant  boasted  Syrian  peares ; 

And  chestnutts  which  learn'd  Naples  beares, 

Roasted  i'  th'  embers,  shall  attend  j 

The  wine  your  drinking  will  commend. 

After  which  if  you  hungry  grow 

(As  many  eupps  will  make  men  doe), 

Kich  olives  we  will  you  allow, 

fresh  gathertt  from  the  Pioene bough; 

Or  scalded  lupines,  or  parch'd  peast 

A  slender  supper,  I  confess, 

But  yet  unforced;  where  you  may  bee 

In  your  discourse  and  garo  most  nee; 

1  By  drinking  it  only  when  you  feel  thirsty.    Or,  yoi  wfll  take  m 
think  it  good  if  you  drink  plenty  of  it 

2  Parched  peas  and  boiled  lupines. 
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Nor  tedious  vo  .nines  forced  to  hear  $ 
Nor  wanton  Spanish  wenches  there, 
Wriggling  with  heat  of  lost,  shall  make 
Thevpractised  limbs  all  postures  take: 
The  small  pipe's  notes  shall  then  rebound, 
But  with  no  harsh  unpleasmg  sound ; 
And  .the  nice  Claudia  there  snail  bee, 
Whom  you  would  rather  have  than  mee. 

OldMS.imOmt 
t/tttt.     TO  SOILUS. 

Eleven  times  have  you  risen  from  the  table,  ZoQoa,  at  one 
meal,  and  eleven  times  have  you  changed  your  dinner-robe, 
lest  the  perspiration  retained  by  your  damp  drees  should  re- 
main upon  your  body,  and  the  light  air  hurt  tout  relaxed  skin* 
Why  oo  not  I  perspire,  Zouus,  who  dine  with  you  P  why,  to 
have  but  one  robe  keeps  me  very  cool 

F  th'  meal  ten  times  thou  from  the  board  dost  range, 
And  eVry  time  thou  dost  thy  vestment  change, 
"    fear  lest,  i  ' 


For  fear  lest,  sweating,  harm  thy  body  get, 
Between  the  air  and  garments  that  are  wet 
Why  sweat  not  I,  who  sup  with  thee,  thou  fool  P 
Who  has  no  change  of  clothes  is  strangely  oooL 
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LTTT.     TO  8EYXRU8. 


If  you  have  the  time,  Severus,  give  something  less  than  an 
hour — and  you  may  count  me  your  debtor  for  it — to  the 

Csal  and  examination  of  my  light  effusions.  It  is  hard  to 
your  holidays ;  yet  I  beg  you  to  endure  and  put  up  with 
the  loss  for  once.  £ut  if  you  peruse  them  in  company  with 
the  eloquent  8ecundus — {but  am  I  not  too.  bold?) — this 
little  book  will  owe  you  much  more  than  it  owes  to  its  master. 
For  it  will  be  released  from  all  anxiety,  and  will  not  see  the 
rolling  stone  of  the  tired  Sisyphus,1  if  polished  by  the  Cen- 
sorian  file  of  the  learned  Secundus,  in  union  with  my  friend 
Severus. 

Would  you  but  scarce  one  houre  lay  by, 
These  toyes  of  mine  to  reade,  and  try, 
You'd  thereby  much  oblige  your  friend. 
It  is  too  much  thus  to  mispend. 

1  Will  not  be  sent  a&btfm*:  condemned  to  oblivion.    By  Secundus 
supe  suppose  that  Pliny  the  Younger  i»  meant 
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Your  leisure  time;  veto  do  nt  gainsay 
To  beare  this  km  of  time,  I  pray. 
Butt  (might  1  bee  bo  bold)  would  you 
My  lines  with  learn'd  Secundus  view, 
They'd  thereby  more  indebted  stand. 
Than  to  their  author's,  to  your  hand. 
For  he  shall  soape  tired  Sisyph's  stone, 
Still  rowhng  in  oblivion, 
Whom  learn'd  Secundus'  critic  file, 
With  youis,  has  smooth'd  into  a  stile. 

LZXXL    TO  XMJLUlBVB. 

If  you  tie  poor  now,  JSmilianua,  you  will  always  be  poor, 
Biches  are  now  given  to  none  but  the  rich. 

If  thou  art  poor,  ^flSmflian, 

Thou  shaft  be  ever  so, 
For  no  man  now  his  presents  can 

But  on  the  rich  bestow.  JVsfdUr. 

You  want,  iBmihanus,  so  you  may ; 

Riches  are  given  rich  men,  and  none  but  they.    WrighL 

Poor  once and  poor  for  erer,  Nat,  I  fear; 
None  but  the  noh  get  place  and  pension  here. 

N.B.HmlkmL 

LIHII.     TO    OiJJJtUS. 

Why  did  you  promise  me,  Gaurus,  two  hundred  thousand 
sesterces,  if  you  could  not  give  me  a  single  ten  thousand  ?  Is 
it  that  you  can,  and  will  not  P  Is  not  that,  I  ask,  still  more  dis- 
honourable P  Go,  to  tike  devil  with  you,  Gaurus.  You  are 
a  pitiful  fellow. 

Two  hundred  thousand  why  thy  promise  bear  P 

U,  Gaurus,  thou  ten  thousand  could'st  not  spare  P 

Or  canst,  and  wilt  not  P  neither  boast  nor  bellow : 

Go,  hang  thyself:  thou  art  a  paltry  fellow.       JSjikimtftm. 

mini,   to  nrjrDTinrs. 

You  pursue,  I  fly ;  you  fly,  I  pursue ;  such  is  my  humour. 
What  you  wish,  Dindymus,  I  do  not  wish ;  what  you  do  not 
wish,  1  do. 

I  fly,  you  follow;  fly  when  I  pursue: 

What  I  love,  hats;  what  listed,  la  fed  by  you,     Wrif\t 
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LULUf.   TO  GALLA,  WHO  HAD  BUTT  IfABTTAT.  VO  TSMMS9 
AT  THB  SATUB1TAUA. 

The  boy  sow  sadly  leaves  his  playthings,  and  returns  at 
the  call  of  his  loud- voiced  preceptor;  and  the  drunken 
gamester,  betrayed  by  the  rattling  of  his  seductive  dice- 
box,  is  imploring  mercy  of  the  magistrate,  having,  but  a 
little  while  before,  been  dragged  from  some  obscure  tavern. 
The  8atarnalia  are  quite  at  an  end,  and  yon  have  sent  me, 
Galla,  neither  the  little  nor  the  lesser  gifts,  which  you  used 
to  send.  WeD,  let  my  December  pass  thus.  You  know  very 
well,  I  suppose,  that  your  Saturnalia,  in  March,1  will  soon  be 
here.  I  will  then  make  you  a  return,  Galla,  for  what  you 
have  given  me. 

Now  the  sad  schoolboy  crawls  from  play, 

Gall'dby  his  awful  lord  away ; 

And  now,  by  his  dear  box  betrayM, 

Dragged  from  a  tippling  hole  dismay'd, 

The  rambler,  reeling  on  his  legs, 

The  JSduVs  gracious  pardon  begs* 
Our  joys  are  o'er,  thou  must  oonfess  f 

Nor  greater  presents  thou,  nor  less, 

Hast  sent  to  cheer  the  social  ember; 

But  so  let  drawl  our  dull  December. 

Thou,  Galla,  knoVst  a  feast  a-coming, 

And  doutless  eVry  hour  art  summing, 

Nor  do  I,  more  than  thou,  abhor 

The  Calends  of  the  god  of  war. 

Then,  Galla,  will  I  pay,  with  reason, 

Hie  love  thou  sho wdst  our  festal  season*     EtpkuuUm. 
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X.     TO  /tTLIUS  MABTIALIS. 


To  yon,  Mabtiaijs,  especially  dear  to.  me,  I  send  my  sixth 
book ;  which  if  it  should  be  polished  with  your  exact  taste, 
may  venture,  with  little  anxiety  or  apprehension,  into  the 
august  presence  of  Cssar. 

1  When  a  kind  of  Saturnalia  of  the  women  was  kepi. 
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This  my  sixth  book,  Julius,  to  the©  I  send, 
Dear  'mong  the  first,  and  my  judicious  friend : 
If  it  shall  pass  approved  thy  learned  ear, 
"When  t  it  in  Cesar's  hand,  I  lesa  shall  fear. 

Aium.1995. 

n.    to  domttlot. 

It  used  to  be  a  common  sport  to  violate  the  sacred  rite*  of 
marriage ;  a  common  sport  to  mutilate  innocent  males.  You 
now  forbid  both,  Csear,  and  promote  future  generations, 
whom  you  desire  to  be  born  without  illegitimacy.  "Hence- 
forth, under  your  rule,  there  will  be  no  such  thing  as  a 
eunuch  or  an  adulterer;  while  before,  oh  sad  state  of  morals! 

the  two  were  combined  in  one. 
^^  \ 

They  sported,  erst,  with  wedlock's  holy  flame, 

Ana  innocence  tf  unman,  they  held  no  shame. 

Both,  Cesar,  thou  forbid'st  with  gen'rous  scorn  j 

And  sayst:  0  coming  age,  be  guiltless  born. 

No  castrate  or  suborner  shall  there  be : 

Erewmle  the  castrate  was  the  debauchee*     Blphinttom. 

xn.    to  Doxmur,  o*  thb  expected  birth  or  a.  so* 

BY  HIS  WOTB  DOMITLL. 

Spring  into  light,  0  child  promised  to  the  Trojan  lulus,1 
true  scion  of  the  gods ;  spring  into  light,  illustrious  child! 
May  thy  father,  alter  a  long  series  of  years,  put  into  thy 
hands  the  reins  of  empire,  to  hold  for  ever;  ana  mayst  thou 
rule  the  world,  thyself  an  old  man,  in  concert  with  thy  still 
more  aged  sire,  If  or  thee  shall  Julia  herself^  with  her  snow- 
white  thumb,  draw  out  the  golden  threads  of  life,  and  spin 
the  whole  fleece  of  Phrixus'  ram. 

Come,  promised  name ;  lulus'  race  adorn. 
True  offspring  of  the  gods !  blest  babe,  be  born : 
To  whom  thy  aire,  when  many  an  age  has  rolTd, 
May  gire  thr  eternal  reins  with  him  to  hold. 
The  golden  threads  shall  Julia's  fingers  draw, 
And  JPhrizus'  fleece  the  willing  world  shall  awe. 

Elphimtoik* 

1  Martial  speaks  as  if  the  Fates  had  promised  the  birth  of  this  prince 
to  lulus  the  son  of  JSneas. 

1  Niece  of  Domiuan,  and  daughter  of  Titus,  who,  Martial  intimates, 
must  necessarily  lore  her  cousin,  and  desire  to  spin  for  him,  like  one  of 
the  Fates,  a  long  and  happy  thread  of  life. 
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XT.     TO  DOXIXIAJr. 

Most  mighty  censor,  prince  of  princes,  although  Borne  .ia 
already  indebted  to- you  for  so  many  triumphs,  ao  many 
temples,  new  or  rebuilt,  so  many  spectacles,  so  many  gods,  ao 
many  cities,  she  owes  you  a  still  greater  debt  in  owing  to  you 
her  chastity. 

Most  mightyTfesar,  king  of  kings,  to  idiom 

Boms  owes  so  many  triumphs  yet  to  wane, 

So  many  temples  growing  and  restored, 

So  many  spectacles,  gods,  cities :  lord, 

She  yet  in  debt  to  thee  doth  more  remain, 

That  she  by  thee  is  once  made  chaste  agsin.    FUtcher. 

y.     TO  CMCTLUKUB. 

I  hare  bought  a  form  in  the  country  for  a  great  sum  of 
money;  I  ask  you,  CacUianua,  to  lend  me  a  hundred  thou* 
sand  sesterces.  Do  you  make  me  no  answer  P  Ibeliere,ypu 
are  saying  within  yourself  "  You  will  not  repay  me."  It  ia 
for  that  reason,  Caecilianus,  that  I  ask  you. 

I  lately  purchased  hare  a  piece  of  ground : 

CecQisn,  lend  me,  pray,  a  hundred  pound. 

Dost  say,  I  ne'er  will  pay  P    And  thereon  pause  P 

To  speak  the  truth,  I  borrow  for  that  cause.    Jnom.lW9k 

TL     TO  LUPSBOU8. 

There  are  three  acton  on  the  stage;  but  your  Paula,  Lu- 
percus,  loves  a  fourth :  Paula  lores  a  muta  persona. 

Three  are  the  drama's  persons,  Paula's  four. 

Thy  modest  Paula  can  the  mute  adore.         JSfyhmtm. 

vn.    to  TAUsmrus. 

a  Prom  the  time  when  the  Julian  law,  Paustinus,  waa  re- 
vived, and  modesty  waa  ordered  to  enter  Boman  homes,  it  ia 
now  either  less,  or  certainly  not  more,  than  the  thirtieth 
day,  and  TelesiUa  is  already  marrying  her  tenth  husband* 
She  who  marries  so  often  cannot  be  said  to  marry  at  ail ; 
she  is  an  adulteress  under  coyer  of  the  law.  An  avowed 
prostitute  offends  me  less. 

Faustinas,  from  the  hour  the  Julian  law 
Bevived,  and  chastity  began  to  draw 
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By  pubhe  edict  into  every  home, 

Seuee  thirty  days  hare  nass'd, 

Sinoe  Thelesine  wet  ask/d, 
And  ten  timet  over  hath  been  made  a  spouse. 
She  that  doth  wed  to  oft,  wedtnot  at  all; 
Bat  rather  her  we  may  more  truly  call 
A  mere  legitimate  adulteress : 
A  timple  arrant  wench  offends  me  leas.         JFfefossr. 

.     Tin.     TO  SXYBBUS. 
Two  aiictioneers,  four  tribunes,  seren  lawyers,  ten  poets, 
were  recently  askmgthe  hand  of  a  certain  young  lady  from 
ner  aged  father.    Without  hesitation,  he  cave  her  to  the 
auctioneer  Eulogus.    Tell  me,  Severus,  did  he  act  foolishly  f 
Welsh  Judges  two,  four  military  men, 
8eren  noisy  lawyers,  Oxford  scholars  ten, 
Were  of  an  old  man's  daughter  in  pursuit. 
Soon  the  curmudgeon  ended  the  dispute, 
By  gmng  her  unto  a  thriving  grocer, 
iftiat  think  you  P  did  he  play  the  fool,  or  no,  sir  P 

Hay. 
-x.   to  XuBrnrus,  who  had  sbatbd  himself  amoho  the 

K5I0HTS  AIT])  ?1LETJUI1>U>  TO  B*  ABLEBP. 

You  go  to  sleep  in  the  theatre  of  Pompeius,  LsCTinus,  and 
do  you  complain  if  Oceanus1  disturbs  you  P 

In  PompeVs  theatre  thou  dayst  to  snore ; 
And  growrst  to  start  up,  if  old  Ocean  roar  P 

Eiphmttotu 

X.     TO  DOldTIAJT,  OOTXBTLT  A8KIVO  HIM  JOB  MOKXT. 

A  little  while  ago,  when  I  happened  to  ask  of  Jupiter  a 
few  thousand  sesterces,  he  replied,  "  He  will  giro  them  to 
you,  who  has  given  temples  to  me."  Temples  indeed  he  haa 
giren  to  Jupiter,  but  to  me  no  thousands  at  alL  I  am  asham- 
ed, alas!  01  haying  asked  too  little  of  our  Jupiter.  Yet  how 
kindly,  how  undisturbed  with  anger,  and  with  how  placid  a 
countenance,  did  he  read  my  request !  With  such  did  he 
restore  their  diadems  to  the  suppliant  Dacians,  with  such 
does  he  go  and  come  along  the  way  to  the  Capitol  O  Virgin,* 
confidant  of  our  Jupiter,  tell  me,  I  pray  thee,  if  he  refuses  with 
suchalookasthis,wiAwhatsort  is  hewonttomntP  Thus 
I  besought  Pallas,  and  thus  she,  laying  aside  her  Gorgon, 

»  SesB.  iiL  Ep.  96;  B.  r.  Ep.  27. 
1  Pads,  of  whom  Domitian  was  a  rotary.  B.  It.  Ep.  1. 
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briefly  replied:  "Do  you  imagine,  foolish  man,  that  what  is 

not  yet  given  is  necessarily  refused  P  " 

I  late  of  Jove  a  thousand  erowns  did  crave; 
"Hell  give  V  says  he,  u  who  me  a  tempkgave." 
That  he,  t  is  true,  a  temple  save  to  thee, 
But  yet  no  thousand  crowns  bestows  on  me. 
I  backward  was  our  Jove  this  way  t?  engage: 
But  how  serene !  How  free  from  cloudy  rage 
He  read  my  suit !  With  such  a  placid  nrow 
To  conquer  d  kings  their  crowns  he  does  allow  j 
And  from  the  Capitol  returns  and  sees. 

0  Virgin  1  who  alone  our  great  lord  knows  | 
If  with  such  looks  he  does  our  suits  reject, 
Bay,  with  what  mien  he  does  them  then  accept 

1  prayM.  Pallas  (her  shield  reversM)  replied  t 

«  What  is  not  giv*n  yet,  thinkst  thou,  fool,  denied  P" 

Ant*.  1696. 
XL     TO  1CAB0U8. 

Do  yon  wonder,  Marcus,  that  a  Pvlades  and  an  Orestes  are 
not  to  be  found  in  the  present  day?  Pyladea,  Marcus,  used 
to  drink  the  same  wine  as  Orestes;  and  before  Orestes  was 
not  set  a  better  kind  of  bread  or  a  fatter  thrush,  but  there 
was  one  and  the  same  entertainment  for  both.  Yon  devour 
Lnerine  oysters ;  I  feed  upon  those  from  the  waters  of  Pe» 
loris;  and  yet  my  taste  is  not  less  nice  than  touts,  Marcus. 
Yon  are  clothed  from  Cadmean  Tyre;  I,  in  the  coarse  gar- 
ments of  GanL  Do  you  expect  me,  clad  in  a  common  soldier's 
cloak,  to  love  you  who  are  resplendent  in  purple  f  If  I  am 
to  play  Py lades,  let  some  one  play  Orestes  to  me;  and  this  is 
not  to  be  done  by  words,  Marcus.  To  be  loved,  show  love 
yourself. 

Where  is  there  now  a  PyladesP  you  cry: 

Act  you  Orestes'  part,  and  he  am  I. 

Thar  cup  was  common ;  and  it  is  avexr*d, 

They  never  supp'd,  but  each  man  had  his  bird. 

Yon  feast  on  turbot,  whilst  I  eat  poor-jack  i 

I  like,  as  well  as  you,  a  glass  of  sack. 

Cam  I  love  you,  in  uncut  velvet  neat, 

In  an  old  coat  that  comes  from  Monmouth-streetP 

Be  yjra  a  friend,  if  you  a  friend  would  prove : 

Fine  words  are  vain  j  love  is  the  price  of  love.    2Z*yr. 

XII.      OK  JABTTLLk. 

FabuHa  swears  that  the  hair  which  she  has  bought  is  her 
own.   Does  she  perjure  herself, PaulusP 
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The  solden  hair  that  Galla  wean 
It  next    who  would  hare  thought  it  • 

She  swears  *t  is  hers,  and  true  she  swears.. 
For  I  know  where  she  nought  it 

Sir  John  HarrmgUm. 

XHL     OK  TKB  8TATU1  OF  JTTLUL 

Who  would  not  suppose  thee,  Julia,  to  have  been  fashioned 
by  the  chisel  of  Phidias,  or  to  be  the  offspring  of  the  art  of 
Pallas  herself  P  He  white  Lygdian  marble  seems  to  answer 
in  the  speaking  image,  and  a  life-like  gloss  beams  on  thr 
placid  countenance.  Thy  hand  plays,  not  ungracefully,  with 
the  cestus  of  the  Acidalian  sodaess,  stolen  from  the  neck  of 
little  Cupid.  To  revive  the  love  of  Mars  and  of  the  supreme 
Thunderer,  let  Juno  and  Venus  herself  ask  of  thee  thy  cestus. 

Who  would  not  think  this  piece  by  Phidias  wrought  P 

Or  to  perfection  by  Minerva  brought  P 

The  snow-white  marble  seemeth  ev*n  to  speak, 

Such  life  and  grace  does  from  the  countfaanoe  break. 

It  sporting  holds  Love's  girdle  in  its  hand, 

Ana  9bove  the  god  of  love  does  love  command* 

When  Venus  would  in  Mars  lost  flames  renew, 

Here  for  the  charming  cestus  she  must  sue.        Arum.  1695. 

HT.     TO  LABXBXUS. 

Yon  assert,  Laberins,  that  yon  can  write  excellent  verses; 
why  then  do  you  not  write  tnemP  Whoever  can  write  ex* 
cedent  verses,  and  does  not  write  them,  I  shall  regard  as  a 
remarkable  man. 

Thou  canst  write  excellent  verse,  as  thou  dost  say  % 
Why  then  to  write,  Laberius,  dost  delay  P 
Who  can  do  aught  that 's  exdlent,  and  withhold, 
Among  the  greatest  men  may  be  enrolTcL       Anon.  1695. 

XT.     OK  AJT  AKT  XHCL08BD  HT  AMBXB, 

While  an  ant  was  wandering  under  the  shade  of  the  tree 
of  Phaeton,  a  drop  of  amber  enveloped  the  tiny  insect;  thus 
she,  who  in  life  was  disregarded,  became  precious  by  death. 

A  drop  of  amber,  from  the  weeping  plant, 
Fell  unexpected,  and  embalm 'a  an  ant ; 
The  little  insect  we  so  much  contemn 
Is,  from  a  worthless  ant,  become  a  gem. 

JUv.JLGrav*. 
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ITL     TO  PBIAPUi. 

0  thou  who,  with  thy  staff;  affirightest  men,  and  with 
thy  twythe,  debauchees,  defend  these  few  acres  of  sequestered 
ground.  So  may  no  old  thieves*  but  only  boys  and  girls, 
graced  with  long  tresses,  enter  thy  orchards, 

xvn.    to  onrffAinrs.1 
You  would  have  us,  Cinnamus,  call  you  Cinna.    Would 
not.  this  Cinna,  I  ask  you,  be  a  barbarism?    By  a  similar 
process,  if  you  had  been  previously  named  Boberson,  yon 
might  now  be  called  Bobber. 

Thou 'dst  be  calFd  China;  CSnnamus  isthyname: 

Such  bar bYouspractioe  many  would  ddame. 

To  be  named  Theseus,  say  it  thee  befell, 

And  men  should  call  thee  Thie(  wouldst  take  it  well  P 

-4  won.  1695. 

IVm.     TO  PBI80U8,  OF  THI  MATH  OF  81XOHIKTJS. 

Qfce  sacred  shade  of  Saloninus,  than  which  no  better  looks 
upon  the  Stygian  abodes,  reposes  in  the  land  of  Spain.  But 
we  must  not  lament  him ;  tor  he  who  has  left  thee,  Prisons, 
behind  him,  lives  in  that  part  of  himself  in  which  he  pre- 
ferred to  live. 

Our  friend,  who  lately  captive  died  in  Spain, 

Went  to  the  other  world  without  a  stain. 

To  grieve  is  wrong;  for  leaving  you  alive, 

He  in  his  dearer  put  doth  still  survive.  2Zay. 

TTT.     TO  P08TUMUS. 

My  suit  has  nothing  to  do  with  assault,  or  battery,  or 
poisoning,  but  is  about  three  goats,  which,  I  complain,  have 
oeen  stolen  by  my  neighbour.  This  the  judge  desires  to 
have  proved  to  him ;  but  you,  with  swelling  words  and  ex- 
travagant  gestures,  dilate  on  the  Battle  of  Cann®,  the  Mith- 
ridafac  war,  and  the  perjuries  of  the  insensate  Carthaginians, 
the  Sylto,  the  Marii,  and  the  Mucii.  It  is  time,  Postumus, 
to  say  something  about  my  three  goats. 

My  cause  conoerns  nor  battery  nor  treason; 
I  sue  my  neighbour  for  this  only  reason, 
That  late  three  sheep  of  mine  to  pound  he  drove : 
This  is  the  point  the  court  would  nave  you  prove. 

'-Tie  barber,  probably,  to  whom  the  sixty-fourth  Epigram  of  Book  vi 
is  srirircssod 
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Concerning  Magna  Gharta  you  run  on, 

And  all  the  perjuries  of  old  King/ohn  f 

Then  of  the  Edwardi  and  Black  Prinoe  you  rant, 

And  talk  of  John  o*  Stilee  and  John  o*  (Hunt: 

With  Yoiot  and  hand  a  mighty  pother  keep. 

Now,  pray,  dear  air,  one  word  about  the  sheep.       .Soy, 

XX.    TO  PHOEBUS. 

I  aaked  yon,  Phoebus,  for  the  loan  of  a  hundred  thousand 
sesterces,  in  consequence  of  your  haying  said  to  me,  "  What 
then,  do  you  want  nothing  of  me  P  "  You  make  inquiries, 
you  doubt,  you  torment  both  yourself  and  me  for  ten  days. 
Now,  pray,  Phoebus,  refuse  me  at  once. 

You  bid  me  take  the  freedom  of  a  friend: 
I  beg  Ton  but  a  hundred  pound  to  lend; 
You  snaffle,  shift,  delay,  and  we  both  lose 
Afbrtais^tfssleep^-Ibegycmtoreruse.        -Hey. 

XXL     OF  STELLA.  AHB  XAJTTHIS. 

In  uniting  for  erer  Ianthia  to  the  poet  Stella,  Venus  gaily 
said  to  him,  MI  could  not  give  you  more."  This  she  said 
before  his  mistress;  but  added  maliciously  in  his  ear, u  Be 
careful,  rash  man,  not  to  be  guilty  of  any  folly.  Often  have 
I,  in  a  rage,  beaten  the  dissolute  Mars  for  his  wandering 
propensities  before  he  was  fairly  united  to  me.  But  now  he 
is  my  own,  he  has  never  wronged  me  with  a  rival  Juno  would 
be  happy  to  find  Jupiter  as  well  conducted.'9  She  spoke,  and 
struck  the  poet*  s  breast  with  her  mysterious  cestus.  The 
blow  was  sweet:  but  now,  0  goddess,  spare  thy  votary.1 

When  erst  the  joyous  queen  of  love 
Ianthk  made  a  Stella's  dove! 
She  said:  "I  could  not  more  bestow." 
The  lady  heard,  and  reVrenoed  low. 
Now  Venus  whisperM  in  his  ear: 
Beware  thou  do  not  sin,  my  dear. 
How  oft  the  god  of  war  I  smote, 
And  bid  him  change  his  rambling  note, 

1  Paret  d*o  is  the  leading  which  Schneidewin  has  adopted  in  his  fast 
edition,  Pare*  tm  ia  the  second.  Other  copies  have  omd*  dm*,  which 
the  generality  of  editors  have  adopted;  understanding  it  to  mean, M  strike 
both  Ianthis  and  Stetts,  that  one  may  be  as  faithful  ss  the  other." 
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Before  I  deign'd  the  bluff  to  w*d. 

As  lawful  inmate  of  my  bed! 

Bat,  after  mine  the igod  became, 

He  burnt  with  no  illicit  flame} 

Great  Juno  well  could  with  her  Jove, 

As  loyally  averse  to  rove. 

With  this  she  closed  her  secret  song, 

And  thwack'd  him  with  her  pleasing  thong. 

But  mutual,  goddess,  make  the  oath* 
And  smack  the  bride  and  bridegroom  both. 

ElpSimton 

TTTT.     TO  PBOOTTLDTJu 

When,  Froculina,  you  many  your  paramour,  and,  in  order 
that  the  Julian  law  may  not  touch  you,  make  him  your  hus- 
band who  was  recently  your  gallant,  it  is  not  a  marriage, 
Froculina,  but  a  confession. 

Because  thou  join'st,  my  Proeuline, 

In  marriage  with  thy  concubine, 

Lest  that  the  law  should  thee  distress. 

Thou  dost  not  marry,  but  confess.  FUtckw. 

Inflamed  with  Ghloe's  marketable  charms, 
8trephon,  by  bond,  secured  her  to  his  arms} 
Then,  growing  wiser  as  he  grew  less  fond, 
Espoused  the  lady  to  secure  the  bond: 
Now  all  the  witlings  of  the  turf  allege 
Strephon's  was  not  a  wedding,  but  a  hedge. 

Jf.B.SMmL 

nm*     TO  £B8BIA* 

You  wish  me,  Lesbia,  ever  to  be  ready  for  your  sendee; 
believe  me,  a  bow  is  not  always  strung.  However  strongly 
you  try  to  move  me  with  caresses  and  soothing  words,  your 
face  invincibly  prevents  your  success. 

HIT.      OK  CHABISIAJTUS. 

Nobody  can  be  more  luxurious  than  Charisianns.     He 
walks  about  during  the  Saturnalia  dad  in  a  toga.1 
Charisian's  vainer  far  than  all  the  towns 
When  others  masquerade,  he 's  seen  in 's  gown. 

Anon.  1695. 

t  Martial  Imputes  that  to  the  effrontery  of  Gharisismis  which  is  to 
be  attributed  to  Us  poverty.  The  richer  sort  of  people,  at  the  Bator* 
■alia,  exchanged  the  toga  for  the  synthes^  or  lighter  diew,  to  which  they 
dined. 
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XXT.     TO  KABOBLLHTTTB  IV  BACH. 

AfaroeUinus,  true  scion  of  a  worthy  aire,  thou  whom  the 
shaggy  bear  covers  with  the  Parrhaman  car,1  hear  what  1, 
the  old  friend  of  thee  and  thy  father,  desire  for  thoe,  and 
retain  these  my  prayers  in  ray  mindful  heart:  That  thy 
valour  may  not  be  rash,  and  that  no  daring  ardour  may 
hurry  thee  into  the  midst  of  swords  and  cruel  weapons. 
Let  them  who  are  devoid  of  reason  wish  for  war  and  savage 
Mars;  thou  canst  be  the  soldier  both  of  thy  father  and  of  thy 
emperor.* 

Thou  true  descendant  of  a  worthy  sire, 

Whom  in  the  field  the  Russian  troops  admire  j 

Take  the  advice  your  friend  at  home  thinks  best, 

And  keep  it  like  the  military  chest 

Let  not  your  eager  valour  make  you  run 

On  a  pike's  point,  or  mouth  of  a  great  gun. 

Thick  sculls  are  best  against  a  sabre:  you 

May  guard  your  country,  and  may  grace  it  too.     Hay* 

XXVI.     OK  80TADB8. 

Our  friend  Sotades  is  putting  his  head  in  danger.  Do  yon 
suppose  Sotades  is  accused  of  any  crime  P  He  is  not.  But, 
being  unable  any  longer  to  hold  out  a  stout  truncheon,  he 
goes  to  work  with  his  tongue. 

XXTH.     TO  FBPOS,  OK  THJ  BIBTH  OF  HIS  DAUGHTIIL 

0  Nepoa,  who  art  doubly  my  neighbour  (for  thou,  like 
myself  ihhahitest  a  dwelling  next  to  the  Temple  of  Flora,  as 
well  as  the  ancient  Roeli®),1  to  thee  has  been  born  a  daugh- 
ter, whose  face  is  stamped  with  the  likeness  of  her  father, 
evidence  of  her  mother's  fidelity.  Spare  not  too  much,  how- 
ever, the  old  Falernian,  and  leave  Dehind  you  casks  filled 
with  money  rather  than  with  wine.  May  thy  daughter  be 
affectionate  and  rich,  but  let  her  drink  new  wine ;  and  let 

1  The  Car  of  Bo&tas,  or  Charles's  Wain;  the  same  as  the  Great  Bear, 
into  which  Gallisto  of  Parrhasia  in  Arcadia  is  said  to  hare  been  metamor- 
phosed.   See  B.  b.  Ep.  11. 

*  Tu  pot*  *  p*tri$  mtiet  *  eu$  ducU.  So  Schneidewin.  Most  editions 
have,  TupoUt  Hptttrim  milm  ef  saw  deoui.  which  seems  far  preferable. 

•  If  y  neighbour  in  the  town,  and  ray  neighbour  in  the  country.  Martial 
had  a  piece  of  ground  near  Fioelio,  a  town  of  the  Sabine*. 
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the  wine-jar,  now  new,  grow  old  along  with  its  mistress.1  The 
Cteenbaa  vintage  must  not  be  the  drink  of  those  only  who 
hare  no  children;  fathers  of  families,  believe  me,  can  also 
enjoy  lib. 

Let  me  exhort  you,  who  my  neighbour  are, 
At  well  in  Yorkshire  as  in  Grosvenor-equare } 
And  have  a  girl,  your  picture  to  the  life, 
Whose  likeness  is  an  honour  to  tout  wife  j 
Broach  your  best  Burgundy,  and  never  spare  it; 
Leave  her  a  cask  of  guineas,  not  of  claret: 
Or  should  she,  rich  and  virtuous,  take  a  cup, 
Let  it  be  wine  of  her  own  nursing  up. 
I  never  can  agree  in  any  sort, 
That  bachelors  drink  claret,  and  yon  port      Hap 

JLlVlli.    EPITAPH  OH  GLjLUCIAS. 

Olaoeiaa,  the  well-known  freedman  of  Melior,  at  whose 
death  all  Borne  wept,  the  short-lived  delight  of  his  affection- 
ate patron,  reposes  beneath  this  marble  sepulchre  close  to  the 
Flaminian  Way.  He  was  a  youth  of  pure  morals,  of  simple 
modesty,  of  ready  wit,  and  of  rare  beautf .  To  twice  six 
harvests  completed,  the  youth  was  just  adding  another  year. 
Traveller,  who  lamentest  his  fate,  mayst  thou  never  have 
ought  else  to  lament  I 

That  lovely  youth,  bee  so  well  known, 
Whose  death  all  Rome  did  so  bentoane, 
His  lord's  too  short  delight,  though  deare, 
Under  this  stone  intern!  lies  here, 
Near  the  Flaminiau  Way.    So  chaste 
In  his  behaviour,  so  shamefaced 
And  innocent,  so  quick  of  witt, 
Lovely  in  shape  and  features,  yett 
So  young  was  seldom  ever  seene  j 
He  scarcely  had  attayn'd  thirteene. 
Who,  passing  by,  weeps  o'er  this  grave, 
May  hee  ne'er  other  sorrows  have! 

OldMSLlMGadwy. 
XXXI.     OF  TKB  BAMB. 

fUaucia  was  not  of  the  lower  class  of  house  slaves,  nor  of 

1  Drink  the  old  wise  yourself,  and  let  her  drink  that  which  is  made-  at 
the  time  of  her  birth,  which  will  grow  old  with  her.  Schneidewin,  instead 
of  amphora  /ltd  mm,  reads  mmpMorm  JSti  opm,  in  which  we  have  net 
thought  fit  to  follow  him. 
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such  as  are  sold  in  the  common  market:  but  he  was  a  youth 
worthy  of  the  tender  affection  of  his  master)  and,  before  he 
could  as  jet  appreciate  the  kindness  of  his  patron,  he  was 
already  made  toe  freedman  of  Melior.  This  was  the  reward 
of  his  morals  and  his  beauty.  Who  was  more  attractife  than 
he  P  or  whose  nice  more  resembled  that  of  Apollo  ?  Short 
is  the  life  of  those  who  possess  uncommon  endowments,  and 
rarely  do  they  reach  old  age.  Whatever  you  lore,  pray  that 
yon  may  not  love  it  too  much. 

Less  by  his  birth  than  by  his  merit  known, 

A  favourite  lamented  by  the  town, 

Of  friends  the  exquisite  but  short-lived  joy, 

Amongst  the  great  interred,  here  lies  a  boy : 

A  chaste  behaviour,  and  a  modest  grace  j 

An  early  judgment,  and  a  cherub's  face. 

But  soon,  alas !  too  soon  his  race  was  run ! 

Scarce  had  he  seen  a  thirteenth  summer's  sun! 

Ne'er  may  he  grieve  again,  who  drops  a  tear ! 

Worm  is  short-lived ;  then  nothinghold  too  dear.   Hsy. 

XXX.     TO  PETTIS. 

If  yon  had  given  me  six  thousand  sesterces  forthwith, 
when  you  said  to  me,  "  Take  them,  and  carry  them  away,  I 
make  you  a  present  of  them,"  I  should  have  felt  as  much 
indebted  to  you,  Partus,  as  if  you  had  given  me  two  hundred 
thousand.    feut  now,  when  you  have  given  them  to  me  after 
a  long  delay, — after  seven,  I  believe,  or  nine  months, — I  can 
tell  you  (shall  I P)  something  as  true  as  truth  itself:  you  have 
lost  all  thanks,  Partus,  for  the  six  thousand  sesterces.1 
If  thou  hadst  sent  me  presently 
Six  sesterces,  when  first  to  me 
Thou  seid'st*  my  Partus,  "Take,  I  give," 
I M  owed  thee  tenscore,  as  I  live. 
But  now  to  do't  with  this  delay, 
When  seven  or  nine  months  slipp'd  away, 
Wonldst  have  me  tell  thee  what  I  think? 
Patios,  thou  'st  clearly  lost  thy  chink.  lUtcker. 

XXXI.     TO  OffAnnMBUlTB. 

You  are  aware  that  your  physician,  Gharidemus,  is  the 

1  He  gives  twice  who  gives  quickly.  Had  jou  given  me  the  six 
thousand  sesterces  when  I  wanted  them,  and  when  you  promised  me 
them,  I  should  have  been  greatly  indebted  to  you ;  but  you  have  de- 
layed so  long  that  I  cannot  now  even  thank  you  tor  letting  »e  have  them. 
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gallant  of  your  wife;  you  know  it,  and  permit  it    You  wish 
to  die  without  *  fever/ 

Knowing  thou  lefrt  the  doetour  have  thy  wife: 
Thou  Tt  die  without  a  fearer,  on  my  life. 

Old  MS.  IM  Century 
Oft  with  thy  wife  does  the  physician  lie, 
Thou  knowing,  Charidem,  ana  standing  by. 
I  see,  thou  wilt  not  of  a  fever  die.  Jno*.  1695. 

IIXII.     OK  OTHO. 

While  Bellona  yet  hesitated  aa  to  the  result  of  the  civil 
war,  and  the  gentle  Otho  had  still  a  chance  of  gaining  the 
day,  he  looked  with  horror  on  a  contest  which  would  cost  great 
bloodshed,  and  with  resolute  hand  plunged  the  sword  into 
his  breast.  Grant  that  Cato,  in  life,  was  even  greater  than 
Caesar ;  was  he  greater  in  death  than  Otho  P 

Whilst  doubtful  was  the  chance  of  civil  war, 

And  victory  for  Otho  might  declare ; 

That  no  more  Roman  blood  for  him  might  flow, 

He  gave  his  breast  the  great  decisive  blow. 

Oscar's  superior  you  may  Cato  call : 

Was  he  so  great  as  Otho  in  his  MP  Hay. 

mm.    TO  KATHO. 

You  have  never  seen  any  human  being  more  miserable, 
Matho,  than  the  debauchee  Sabellus,  than  whom,  before,  no 
one  was  more  joyfuL  Thefts,  the  escape  or  death  of  slaves, 
fires,  mournings,  afflict  the  unhappy  man.  He  is  so  wretched 
that  he  even  becomes  natural  in  his  appetites.1 

HUT.     TO  DIADUMBHUS. 

Give  me,  Diadumenus,  close  kisses.  "  How  many  t"  you 
say.  You  bid  me  count  the  waves  of  the  ocean,  the  shells 
scattered  on  the  shores  of  the  JSgana  Sea,  the  bees  that 
wander  on  Attio  Bybla,  or  the  voices  and  clappings  that  re- 

1  You  make  no  opposition  to  the  physician's  proceedings,  because 
you  do  not  wish  him  to  poison  you,  in  order  to  get  you  out  of  the  way. 
Or,  vou  take  things  so  calmly  that  you  will  never  be  thrown  into  a  fever 
by  reelings  of  resentment. 
*  Furta,  fags*,  mortes  servorum,  mcendia,ractus 

Af&igunt  hominem ;  jam  miser  et  fatait. 
Dives,  pueros  deperibat ;  pauper,  mulieribus  oontentus  esse  cogrtux. 
T  2 
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bound  in  the  full  theatre,  when  the  people  suddenly  see  the 
countenance  of  the  emperor.  I  should  not  he  content  even 
vith  as  many  as  Lesbia,  after  many  entreaties,  gave  to  the 
witty  Catullus;1  he  wants  hut  few,  who  can  count  them. 

Seal  me  squeezed  kisses,  Diadumene, 

How  many?  Count  the  billows  of  the  tea, 

Or  cockles  on  the  JBgoan  shore  spread. 

Or  wandering  bees  in  the  Oscropian  store, 

Or  th'  hands  and  voices  in  the  theatre 

When  Rome  salutes  her  sudden  emperor : 

I  slight  how  many  courted  Lesbia  gave 

Catullus :  he  that  numbers,  few  would  have.    Fletcher* 

Come,  Chloe,  and  give  me  sweet  kisses, 

For  sweeter  sure  girl  never  save j 
But  why,  in  the  midst  of  my  basses, 

Do  you  ask  me  how  many  I'd  have  P 

I  *m  not  to  he  stinted  in  pleasure, 

Then,  prithee,  my  charmer,  be  kind, 
For,  while  I  love  thee  above  measure, 

To  numbers  1 11  ne'er  be  confined. 

Count  the  bees  that  on  Hybla  are  playing  \ 
Count  the  flowers  that  enamel  its  fields  ? 

Count  the  flocks  that  on  Tempe  are  straying! 
Or  the  grain  that  rich  Sicily  yields. 

Go,  number  the  stars  in  the  heaven ; 

Count  how  many  sands  on  the  shore  j 
When  so  many  kisses  you've  given, 

I  still  shall  be  craving  for  more. 

To  a  heart  full  of  love  let  me  hold  thee, 
To  a  heart,  which,  dear  Chloe,  is  thine ; 

With  my  arms  111  for  ever  enfold  thee, 
And  twist  round  thy  limbs  like  a  vine. 

What  joy  can  be  greater  than  this  is? 

My  life  on  thy  lips  shall  be  spent; 
But  the  wretch  that  can  number  his  kisses, 

With  few  will  be  ever  content 

Sir  G.  Hembmy  WVHamt. 

XXXT.     TO  CUBOILIAJTUS,  A  TROUBLISOIOI  FLBADKB. 

The  judge  has  reluctantly  permitted  you,  Oaecilianua,  on 

1  See  Catullus,  Ep.  5,  ad  Lesbian.  Da  wnM$b*$iawUBetd*ituh  centum, 
l^milhmltm^d§m$$ctmdacmUw*,Stc* 
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S>ur  loud  importunity,  to  exhaust  the  clepsydra 1  seven  times, 
ut  you  talk  much  and  long;  and,  bending  half  backwards, 
you  quaff  tepid  water  out  of  glasses.    To  satisfy  at  once 
your  roice  and  your  thirst,  pray  drink,  Oaxrilianus,  from  the 
.  clepsydra  itself. 

Seven  glasses,  CecOian,  thou  loudly  didst  craTe : 

Seven  glasses  the  judge,  full  reluctantly,  gave. 

Bull  thou  bewl'st,  and  bewfrt  on}  and,  as  ne'er  to  bawl  oS, 

Tepid  water  in  tampers  supine  dost  thou  quaff. 

That  thy  voice  and  thy  thint  at  a  time  thou  may'st  slake, 

We  entreat  from  the  glass  of  old  Chronus  thou  take. 

Efytouton. 
XXXVI.     AJ>  PAFILTJM. 

Mentula  tata  magna  est,  tantua  tibi,  PapQe,  naaua: 
TTt.posaia,  quoties  amgis,  olfacere. 
Tu  o  PapQo,  hai  una  mentula  rismimrsta,  ed  un  si  gran  naso,  ehs 
potesti,  ogni  volta  ohe  arrigi,  fintarla. 

XXXVU.     IV  OHUU3TUM,  CTBMDOH. 

Secti  podicis  usque  ad  umbilicum 
NuDas  relliquias  habet  Chariuus. 
Et  prurit  tamen  usque  ad  umbilicum. 
0  auanta  scabie  miser  laborat ! 
Culum  non  habet,  est  tamen  cuuadus. 
Carino  ha  nessuna  reliqui  del  suo  podioe  raso  sino  all'  umbfllioo,' 
e  tuttavia  gli  prude  sino  all*  umbfllioo  j*  oh  da  quanta  scabie  l'in- 
fams  e  tzavagtiatot  culum  habet  jsefas,  e  tuttavia  e  cinedo. 
Medal  so  fine, 
Short-breech'd  Garine, 
No  vain  superfluous  reliques  hast, 
Yet  itchest  from  the  head  to  the  waist ! 
'  O  wretch,  what  pain 
Dost  thou  sustain? 
I've  no  place  for 't, 
Yet  love  the  sport?  Flekker. 

XXXVIII.     OF  THl    SOW  Or  BIOULTJS  THl  ADY0CA.T1. 

Do  you  see  how  the  little  Begulus,  who  has  not  yet  com- 

1  A  dock  which  measured  time  by  the  fell  of  a  certain  quantity  of  water 
confined  in  a  cylindrio  Teasel.  See  Beckman's  HtsL  of  Inrentiona,  v.  I. 
p.  83,    (Boon,  1846.) 

*  QoesV  infiune  catamito,  tutto  one  scarnato  e  tagliato,  la  ribald*  sua 
turpitudine  non  lo  laadara  in  riposo.    GrugUa. 

•  TantobasUiMpnqaeftodateitabUeeptfrainma.    Grajlim 
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pleted  bis  third  year,  praises  his  father  whenerer  he  hears  his 
name  mentioned  P  ana  how  he  leaves  his  mother's  lap  when 
ho  sees  his  father,  and  feels  that  his  father's  glory  is  his  own  P 
The  applause,  and  the  court  of  the  Centum  viri,  and  the  closely 
packed  surrounding  crowd,  and  the  Julian  temple,1  form  the 
child's  delight.  Tnus  the  scion  of  the  noble  horse  delights 
in  the  dusty  expanse  of  the  plain;  thus  the  steer  with  tender 
forehead  longs  for  the  combat.  Ye  gods,  preserve,  I  entreat, 
to  the  mother  and  father  the  object  of  their  prayers,  that  Be- 
gulus  may  have  the  pleasure  of  listening  to  his  son,  and  his 
wife  to  both. 

8«e  Begums,  not  aged  three,  aspire 

To  fen  the  fuel  of  a  father's  fire  j 

From  his  fond  mother's  arms  behold  him  flown, 

To  catch  applauses,  which  he  feels  his  own. 

The  judges'  glories,  and  the  people's  noise, 

The  Julian  temples  prove  the  infant's  joys. 

Thus  the  keen  offspring  of  the  gen'rous  steed 

Already  pants  to  paw  the  sounding  mead. 

Thus  the  young  bull,  with  harmless  front,  will  play 

The  embryo  battles  of  another  day.  a 

Ye  pow'ra  1  to  this  my  prayer  propitious  be : 

So  crown  the  father,  mother,  child,  and  me, 

That  he  may  feel  his  son's  attemper'd  fire, 

And  she  may  hear  the  rival  son  and  aire.       Blpktnttom. 

I XXIX.      TO  ODTNA. 

Manilla  has  made  you,  Cinna,the  father  of  seven  children,  I 
will  not  say  freeborn,  for  not  one  of  them  is  either  your  own 
or  that  of  any  friend  or  neighbour ;  but  all  being  conceived  on 
menial  beds  or  mats,  betray,  by  their  looks,  the  infidelities  of 
their  mother.  This,  who  runs  towards  us  so  like  a  Moor, 
with  his  crisped  hair,  avows  himself  the  offspring  of  the  cook 
Santra ;  while  that  other,  with  flattened  nose  and  thick  lips, 
is  the  very  image  of  Pannicua,  the  wrestler.  Who  can 
be  ignorant,  that  blows  or  has  ever  seen  the  blear-eyed  Dama, 
that  the  third  is  that  baker's  son  P  The  fourth,  with  his  fair 
face  and  voluptuous  air,  evidently  sprung  from  your  favourite 
Lygdus.  You  may  debauch  your  offspring  if  you  please ;  it  will 
be  no  crime.  As  to  this  one,  with  tapering  head  and  long 
ears,  like  asses,  who  would  deny  that  he  is  the  son  of  the 

1  The  temple  of  Julius  Cssar,  where  the  body  of  judges  called  the  Ceo* 
tumriri  had  their  four  courts  for  trying  cauees. 


BOOK  YI.]  SPIOBAIO.  270 

idiot  Cyrrhaf  The  two  sisters,  one  swarthy,  the  other 
red-haired,  tie  the  offepring  of  the  piper  Crotua,  and  the 
bailiff  Carpus.  Your  flock  of  hybrids  would  have  been 
quite  complete,  if  Ooreeua  and  Dyndymua  had  not  been  in- 
capable. 

Thou  fatherst  for  thy  wife  eeaVn  births,  which  I 
Can't  children  calL  no,  nor  yet  free-born;  why  P 
Cause  thou  thyself  not  one  of  them,  no,  nott 
Thy  friend  or  honest  neighbour,  ever  gott, 
But  all  on  matts  conceiTed  or  couches,  they 
E'en  by  their  locks  their  mother's  stealths  betray. 
Ihis,  that  with  curled  hayre  Moor-like  doth  look*, 
Prove*  himself  issue  of  the  swarthy  cooke: 
He  with  flat  nose,  and  blubber  lips,  you'd  swears 
The  wrestler  Pannicus  his  picture  were  j 
Dama,  the  third,  who  that  did  e'er  him  see, 
Knows  not  the  blear-eyed  baker's  son  to  be  P 
The  fourth,  a  sweet-meed  boy,  with  wanton  mien, 
Was  (jot  by  Lygdus,  thy  hee-concubme: 
Use  him  so  too ;  thou  need'st  no  incest  feare : 
But  this,  with  taper  head  and  his  lonp  eare, 
Which  like  an  asrs  moves,  who  can  deny 
To  be  the  idiot  Cvrrha's  progeny  P 
Two  daughters,  this  one  red,  that  other  browne, 
One 's  Grote  the  piper's,  tf  other  Carp's  the  clowne: 
Thy  mongrels*  number  had  been  now  complete, 
Could  Dindymus  and  Cores  children  get 

Old  M8.im  Cent 

T  is  a  strange  thing,  but 'tis  a  thing  well  known, 

You  seven  children  have,  and  yet  have  none : 

No  genuine  offspring,  but  a  mongrel  rabble, 

Sprung  from  the  garret,  hovel,  barn,  and  stable. 

They  every  one  proclaim  their  mother's  shame : 

Look  in  their  face,  you  read  their  father's  name. 

This  swarthy  flat-nosed  Shock  is  Africs  boast; 

His  grandsire  dwells  upon  the  golden  coast. 

The  second  is  the  squinting  butter's  lad ; 

And  the  third  lump  droppNa  from  the  gardener's  spade. 

As  like  the  carter  this,  as  he  can  stare: 

That  has  the  footman's  pert  and  forward  air. 

Two  girls  with  raven  and  with  carrot  pate  ; 

This  the  postillion's  is,  the  coachman's  that 

The  steward  and  the  groom  old  hurts  disable, 

Or  ele?  two  branches  more  had  graced  your  table,     /fay* 
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XL.     TO  LTOOBIB. 

Then  was  not  *  woman  thai  oould  be  preferred  to  yoo, 
Lyooris;  there  is  now  none  thai  can  be  preferred  to  Giycera, 
wyoera  will  be  what  yon  are ;  70a  cannot  be  what  she  is. 
What  power  time  has  I  I  once  desired  70a ;  I  now  desire 
her. 

With  thee,  Lyooris,  durst  no  female  Tie: 

With  Glyoera  dare  none  the  oontsst  try. 

What  thou,  Lvooris,  art,  one  day  ahall  she: 

What  is  my  Glyoera,  thou  oust  not  be.       Blpkmtto*. 

XLL     OK  a.  HOABSB  POST. 

Ton  poet,  who  recites  with  his  throat  and  neck  wrapped 
in  wool,  intimates  that  he  finds  great  difficulty  in  speaking 
and  equal  difficulty  in  keeping  silence. 

Who  pleads  with  ehopps  bound  up,  what 's  his  disease  P 


That  he  can  neither  speake,  nor  hold  his  pease. 

Old  M&  16*  Cent. 

TTJT.      TO  OPPIAHUS,  IV  TOULI8B  OP  TKB  BATHS  OP 
BTBU8CT78. 

Unless  yon  bathe,  Oppianua,  in  the  baths  of  Btruscus 
yon  will  die  unpunfiecL  Mo  waters  will  receive  you  so 
pleasantly;  neither  the  springs  of  Aponua,  forbidden  to 
young  maidens ; l  nor  the  relaxing  Sinuessa ;  *  nor  the  stream 
of  the  fervid  Passer,  nor  the  proud  Auzur,  nor  the  baths  of 
Apollo  at  Cuma,  nor  those  of  Bai®,  most  delightful  of  alL 
Nowhere  is  the  air  more  clear  and  serene;  light  itself 
stays  longer,  there,  and  from  no  spot  does  day  retire  more 
reluctantly.  There  blase  resplendently  the  green  qucrries  of 
Taygetus  Tying  with  rooks  *  of  variegated  beauty,  which  the 
Phrygian  and  the  Libyan  have  hewn  deeply,  the  dewy  onyx4 
emits  its  dry  rays,  ana  the  ophites  glow  with  a  tiny  flame. 
If  the  Lacedemonian  customs  please  you,  yon  may,  after 
being  gratified  with  dry  heat,  plunge  into  the  Virgin  or 

1  A  stream  near  Patavium,  which  was  said  to  sooreh  up  maidens  whw 
went  into  it  after  a  man  had  been  bathing  in  it 

*  A  town  of  Campania,  near  which  flowed  the  river  Passat. 

*  Marble  from  Phrygia  and  Libya. 

4  A  marble  similar  in  consistence  to  eaude.  It  has  a  dewy  appnat* 
aace,  but  a  in  reality  dry 
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Haitian  waters;1  which  shine  bo  brilliantly,  and  are  bo  pure, 
that  70a  would  scarcely  suspect  any  water  to  be  there, 
and  imagine  you  saw  nothing  but  the  polished  Lygdian 
marble.  But  you  are  not  attending,  and  nave  all  the  while 
been  listening  to  me  with  a  deaf  ear.  You  will  die  unclean 
Oppianus. 

Wash  in  Etruscus'  baths,  say  I, 
If  you  M  not  fowls  and  sordid  dye ; 
No  waters  will  you  to  much  please  1 
Not  Apon,  Virgin's  Etde-esse  1 
SdftSnmessaj  or hott steames  1 
Of  Passer,  or  proud  Auxin's  streames  1 
Not  Phoebus'  fosrds,  or  Bala,  best 
Of  waters.    No  place  is  so  blest 
With  cleere  fayre  weather  1  day  nowhere 
8tayes  longer,  slower  mores,  than  there : 
There  stones  in  chequer'd  order  putt, 
From  Phrygian  rocket  and  Libyan  cutt, 
Contending  with  Taygetus'  greens 
Marble  for  gracefulness,  are  seene: 
Fat  onyxes  there  panting  sweats, 
And  naming  ophites  burns  with  heats. 
If  the  Laeonian  mode  you  crave, 
Dry  stones  to  sweats  in  there  you  11  have* 
In  cold  and  Virgin  streams  you  may 
There  bathe,  so  purs,  so  cleere,  are  they, 
The  marble  pavement  dry  you'd  swears, 
Not  once  suspecting  water  there. 
Youmarkemenott}  and  with  deaf  eare 
Careless  you  all  this  while  scarce  hears: 
And  so  I  see,  friend  Oppian, 
You  'U  die  a  fowle  and  sordid  man. 

Old  MS.  16*  Cent 

XLHI.     TO  OUSTEICUS. 

While  happy  Bairn,  Caatricus,  is  showering  its  favours 
upon  you,  ana  its  fair  nymph  receives  you  to  swim  in  her 
sulphureous  waters,  I  am  strengthened  by  the  repose  of  my 
Nomentan  form,  in  a  cottage  which  gives  me  no  trouble  with 
its  numerous  acres.  Here  is  my  Baian  sunshine  and  the 
sweet  Lucrine  lake ;  here  have  I,  Castncus,  all  such  riches 

*  Th*Afm  Fwyo,see  B.  v.  Ep.  41,  snd  the  Aqm  Jtisrria,  were  &m» 
•ms  at  Rome  for  their  purity. 
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as  70a  are  enjoying.  'Erne  was  when  I  betook  myself  at 
pleasure  to  any  of  the  far-famed  watering-places,  and  felt  no 
apprehension  of  long  journeys.  Now  spots  near  town,  and 
retreats  of  easy  access,  are  my  delight;  and  I  am  content  if 
permitted  to  be  idle. 

While  vou  at  Bath  indulge  each  happy  day, 

In  bathing,  drinking,  dancing,  or  at  play  j 

I  at  BarnEhns  a  vula  have  of  late, 

Healthy,  and  not  too  large  for  my  estate. 

And  here  am  I  as  rich  as  you  can  be  j 

T  is  Bath,  't  is  Tunbridge,  everything  to  me. 

Once  every  public  place  was  my  abode ; 

Nor  was  I  better  pleased  than  on  the  road. 

Now  like  a  house,  to  which  with  ease  I  go; 

And  to  be  idle,  find  enough  to  do.  Hay* 

XLIV.     TO  CiXLIODOBUS. 

Yon  imagine,  Calliodorus,  that  your  jesting  is  witty,  and 
that  yon  above  all  others  overflow  with  an  abundance  of  Attic 
salt.  Yon  smile  at  all,  you  utter  pleasantries  upon  all,  and 
you  think  that  by  so  doing  you  will  please  at  the  dinner 
table.  But  I  will  tell  you  something,  not  very  nice,  but 
very  true.  No  one  will  invite  you,  Calliodorus,  to  drink 
out  of  his  glass.1 

Wondtous  witty  Calliodore ! 

Salt  has  sprinkled  thee  all  o'er 

Tickling,  with  respective  zest, 

Thou  must  be  a  pleasant  guest 

Tet  the  truth,  if  blunt,  may  be : 

Not  a  soul  will  drink  with  thee.     Elpkmttofu 

XLT.     OK  THJ  MABBIAGE  OP  LYGDU8  AST)  UBTOBLt. 

You  have  had  your  diversion ;  it  is  enough.  You,  who  hare 
lived  so  freely,  are  married,  and  now  only  chaste  pleasure  is 
allowed  you.  But  is  there  any  chaste  pleasure,  when  L»toria 
is  married  to  Lygdus  P  She  will  be  worse  as  a  wife  than 
she  recently  was  as  a  mistress. 

Ye  Ve  playM  enough,  lascivious  cronies,  wed  j 

No  lust  is  lawful  but  in  marriage  bed. 

Is  this  love  chaste  P  Lygdus  and  Lectore  join  P 

She  11  prove  a  worse  wife  than  a  concubine.        Fktdm, 

1  Propter  oris  tui  impuritatem. 
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XLYL     TO  CLTTAXV9. 

Yon  chariot  is  urged  by  the  unremitting  whip  of  the 
blue  faction  driver,  yet  it  mores  no  faster :  truly,  Catianus, 
you  do  wonders  1 l 

See  the  blue  driver,  with  what  might  he  moil* ! 
Nor  gains  an  inch :  how  wondrous  are  his  toils  I 

JBlphinttcn. 

XLYH.      TO  THB  MTMPH  OF  JL  TOTTSTAIK. 

Thou  household  nymph  of  my  friend  Stella,  who  glides*, 
with  pure  stream,  beneath  the  gemmed  halls  of  thy  lord, 
whether  the  consort  of  Noma  has  sent  thee  from  the  caves 
of  the  triple  goddess,  or  whether  thou  comest  as  the  ninth 
of  the  band  of  Muses,  Marcus  releases  himself  from  his  vows 
to  thee  by  sacrificing  this  virgin  pig;  because,  when  ill,  lie 
drank  furtively  of  thy  waters.  Do  thou,  reconciled  to  me 
at  length  by  this  expiation,  grant  me  the  peaceful  delights 
of  thy  fountain ;  and  let  my  draughts  be  always  attended 
with  health. 

Pellucid  daughter  of  perennial  spring, 

Who  giVet  my  Stella's  gemmy  dome  to  ring ; 

Did  Numa's  goddess  glide  thee  from  the  cave, 

Where  the  chaste  Triria  wont  her  limbs  to  lave  P 

Or,  origin  as  thou  most  own  divine, 

Perhaps  the  ninth  thou  issu*st  of  the  Nine. 

If  with  the  virgin  porket  I  have  paid, 

And  streaming  eyes,  the  theft  a  sickling  made  \ 

My  crime  atoned,  accept  the  suppliant  strain ! 

Indulge  thy  joys,  nor  let  me  pant  in  vain.        E3phin$toH. 

XLTm.     TO  POMPOWTOS. 

When  your  crowd  of  attendants  so  loudly  applaud  you, 
Pomponius,  it  is  not  you,  but  your  banquet,  that  is  elo- 
quent 

M  Sophos,"  to  thee  thy  clients  cry  $  but  know 

Thy  supper 's  eloquenV— thou  art  not  so.  Wright. 

ILEL      PBIAPUS  TTPOK  HIH8BLF. 

I  am  not  carved  out  of  the  fragile  elm,  and  this  column, 
which  rises  so  straight  and  so  firm,  is  not  made  of  wood 

1  By  lashing  his  hones  so  much,  snd  yet  keeping  them  in  the  same 
spot. 
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taken  at  random,  but  is  produced  from  the  evergreen  cypress, 
which  fears  neither  hundreds  of  centuries  nor  the  decay  of  a 
long-protracted  old  age.  Fear  it,  evil-doer,  whoever  you  may 
be;  for  if  you  injure  with  rapacious  hand  even  the  smallest 
cluster  on  this  vine,  this  cypress  shall  ingraft  upon  your 
body,  however  much  you  may  straggle  against  it,  a  fig-tree 
Which  will  bear  fruit.* 

No  brittle  elm  my  substance  gave; 
Nor  is  this  firm  uplifted  stave 
Hewn  from  a  common  wayside  block. 
But  ever-living  cypress*  stock- 
That  tree  which  fears  not  canker's  bite, 
Nor  centuries'  devastating  flight. 
Thief!  of  the  garden-god  beware! 
For  if  with  greedy  hand  thou  dare 
The  smallest  cluster  hence  to  take, 
This  cypress-slave  on  thee  shall  make 
(Howe'er  thou  straggle  to  get  free) 
A  graft  that  will  bear  fruit  to  thee.    W.S.B. 

L.     TO  B1THIU10US,  OS  TSLESIHUB* 

While  Telesinus  was  poor,  and  cultivated  virtuous  and 
bonest  friends,  he  used  to  wander  about  in  sorry  guise, 
clad  in  a  chilly  little  toga.  But  since  he  has  begun  to  pav 
court  to  nersons  of  licentious  character,  he  can  buy  himself 
plate,  table  services,  and  farms.  Do  you  wish  to  become 
rich,  BithynicusP  Become  a  ponderer  to  vice;  virtuous 
courses  will  gain  you  nothing,  or  very  little. 

Whilst  he  did  none  but  honest  friends  observe, 
In  thredd-bare  cloake  he  walk'd,  and  like  to  starve : 
Since  he  's  the  wanton  gallants'  nabber  jrrowne, 
He  farmea  good  fayre,  and  coyne  has  of  his  owne. 
Would'st  thou  be  rich,  then  thou  must  share  the  crimes, 
Else  not  the  wealth,  of  these  licentious  times. 

OU  MS.  IQth  Century . 

LI.      TO  LFPEBOT7S. 

I  have  found  out  how  to  be  even  with  you,  Luj>ercus,  for  so 
often  having  guests  at  dinner  without  me.  I  am  in  a  passion, 
and  however  frequently  you  may  invite  me,  and  send  for  me, 
and  press  me— *  What  will  you  doP"  you  say.  What  will 
I  do  r*-I  will  come. 

1  See  B.  ir.  Ep.  52. 
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'Gauss  thou  doit  least  so  often  without  me, 

Lupercus,  I  hare  found  a  plague  for  thee. 

Though  thou  dott  importune,  and  tend  and  call, 

1 11  snow  a  teeming  anger  over  alL 

And  when  thou  tajik,  What  wilt  thou  do  in  sum? 

What  will  I  do P  lam  retohed  to  oome.  FltUUr. 

UL     BPITAPH  OK  PAKTAOtTKUS. 

In  this  tomb  reposes  Pnntagathus,  the  object  of  his 
master's  affection  and  regret,  snatched  away  in  the  prime  of 
youth.  Well  skilled  was  he  in  clipping  stray  hairs  with 
scissors  that  gently  touched  them,  and  in  trimming  bristly 
cheeks.  Earth,  be  propitious  to  him,  as  it  behovest  thee, 
and  lie  lightly  on  him;  thou  canst  not  be  lighter  than  was 
the  artist's  hand. 

Snatcht  hence,  yet  scarce  a  youth,  under  this  stone 
Ires  bee,  his  matter's  joy  once,  now  his  moane: 
Skilfull  the  wanton  hayre  to  cut,  with  such 
A  hand,  and  share  the  cheek,  as  scarce  did  touch. 

Sre  ne'er  so  gently  on  him,  earth,  yet  hee 
ore  lightly  gentle-handed  used  to  bee. 

Old  MS.  16*  Century. 

im,    to  FjLUSTnnis,  ok  ajtobagobu. 

Andngoras  bathed,  and  supped  gaily  with  me ;  and  in  the 
morning  was  found  dead.  Do  you  ask,  Faustinas,  the  cause 
of  a  death  so  sudden  P  He  had  seen  Doctor  Hermocrates  in 
a  dream* 

Bath'd,  tupp'd,  in  rise  Andragoras  went  to  bed 
Last  night,  out  in  the  morning  was  found  dead: 
Would'st  know,  Faustinas,  what  was  hit  disease  P 
He  dreaming  taw  the  quack,  Hermocrates. 

Mordaiyn*  (by  Cotton),  B.  iL  ch.  37. 

LIT.     TO  ATTLXTS,  OK  SKTILIAKUS. 

If,  Aulas,  you  forbid  8eitilianus  to  speak  of  his  "so 
great"  and  "so  great,''  the  poor  fellow  will  be  scarcely 
able  to  put  three  words  together.  "  Wbat  does  he  mean  t 
van  ask.  I  will  tell  yon  what  I  suspect:  namely,  that 
fcextilianus  is  Men  in  lore  with  his  "so  great"  and  "so 
great."' 

xt.    to  coBAonrus  • 
Because  you  are  always  redolent  of  larender  and  cinnamon, 
1  Tmttm  «t  Umtm.    PrtBgrandet  draucot  eonunque  csadss. 
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and  itemed1  with  the  spoils  from  the  nest  of  the  proud 
phoenix,  exhale  the  odour  of  NicerotiusV  leaden  rases,  yon 
smile  with  contempt,  Coracinus,  on  us,  who  smell  of  nothing. 
I  would  rather  smell  of  nothing  than  of  scants. 

Of  richest  spices  thou  do'st  erer  soent, 
Nor  is  the  phoenix*  nest  more  redolent 
Despisest  ns,  who  do  n't  in  sweets  excel: 
Of  nought 't  is  hotter  than  of  edouis  smelL 

wino*  1695. 

£TI.      TO  OHAUTDlMTJa, 

Quod  tibi  crura  rigent  setis,  et  pectora  tOHs, 

Verba  putaa  &mm  te,  Charideme,  dare. 
Extirpa,  mihi  crede,  pfloe  de  oorpore  tote, 

Teque  pilare  tuas  testificare  nates. 
Qu©  ratio  est  P  inquis ;  scis  multos  dioere  mutts. 
Eac  paxlicari  te,  Charideme,  patent 
Perche  hsi  le  gpmbe  iisute  di  setole,  ed  il  petto  d'iipidi  peK  ta 
t»  immsgini,  o  Csndemo,  impone  alls  fama.    Oedimi,  strappati  i 
peli  da  tutto  il  oorpo:  e  comminda  dime  psora  dalle  natiohe.  Per 
aualmotiToF  Di  to*    Ta  sai  che  molti  moxmorano.    Fa,  o  Oari- 
aemoy  che  jnuiorfo  pentino,  one  tu  iei  un  cinedo.*  QragUa. 

LTH.     TO  PHOBUS. 

Tou  manufacture,  with  the  aid  of  unguents,  a  false  head 
of  hair,  and  your  bald  and  dirty  skull  is  corered  with  dyed 
locks.  There  is  no  need  to  have  a  hairdresser  for  your 
head.    A  sponge,  Phoebus,  would  do  the  business  better. 

Phoebus  belies  with  oil  his  famed  hairs, 
And  o'er  his  scalp  a  painted  border  wears: 
Thou  need'st  no  barber  to  comet  thy  pate, 
Phorfras,  a  sponge  would  better  do  the  feat    FUtcbr. 

LVHI.     TO  JLTJLU8  PUDMS. 

Whilst  you,  Aulus,  delight  in  a  near  view  of  the  Arcadian 
bear,  and  with  enduring  the  climate  of  northern  skies,  oh 
how  nearly  had  I,  your  friend,  been  carried  off  to  the  waters 
of  Styx,  and  seen  the  dusky  clouds  of  the  Elysian  plain! 
My  eyes,  weak  as  they  were,  continually  looked  round  for 

1  Nipr,  I  e.  nnctnt.       *  A  perfumer.       •  Sea  B.  li.  Ep.  12. 
4  Hanc  quasi  Jeriorb  rei  sospieionem  oppone  iatt  grariori,  nempe  rot 
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your  countenance,  and  the  name  of  Pudeitt  was  perpetu* 
ally  on  my  cold  tongue.    If  the  wool-spinning  sisters  do  not 
weave  the  threads  of  my  life  black,  and  nJy  Toice  does  not 
address  inattentive  deities,  yon  will  return  safe  to  the  cities 
of  Ledum  to   see  your  mend  safe,  and,  as  a  deserving 
knight,  be  rewarded  with  the  rank  of  first  centurion. 
While  thou  didst  joy  to  eve  the  sluggish  Wain, 
And  in  thy  prospect  either  Bear  to  gain  $ 
How  nearly  ravish'd  to  the  8tygian  snore, 
Up  to  Elysium's  awful  dawn  I  bore ! 
On  thee  my  heavy  eyeballs  hoVring  hung, 
And  Pudens  faherM  on  my  stiffning  tongue. 
Yet,  if  no  sable  thread  the  sisters  draw, 
And,  if  those  deign  to  hear,  whom  late  I  saw, 
MypowVs  restored  shall  hail  thee  safe  and  sound, 
In  Latian  climes,  with  knightly  honors  erown'd. 

Elphmdm 

LTX.     OK  BJLC0ABA. 

Baccara,  desirous  of  exhibiting  his  six  hundred  farmer 
grieves  and  complains  that  the  cold  does  not  attack  him. 
fie  prays  for  dark  days,  and  wind,  and  snow;  and  hates 
wintry  days  which  are  at  all  warm.  What  ill,  cruel  mortal, 
have  our  light  cloaks,  which  the  least  breath  of  wind  may 
carry  off  our  shoulders,  done  you  P  How  much  simpler  and 
honester  would  it  be  for  you  to  wear  your  fur  cloaks  even 
in  the  month  of  August. 

Thy  chest  such  store  of  winter-garments  hold. 

Thou  grieVst,  and  oft  complain'st,  for  want  of  cold ; 

Wishest  dark  days  and  short,  sharp  winds  and  snow, 

And  hates  the  season,  if  it  milder  grow. 

Didst  thou  the  worse  for  my  thin  gown  e'er  fare, 

Borne  from  my  back  by  evry  puff  of  air  F 

How  much  more  humane,  more  sincere,  *t  were  done, 

Should'st  thou  in  August  winter-cloths  put  on  P 

LX.     TO  FATTSTBnJS. 

PompuHus  has  accomplished  his  end,  Faustinus ;  he  will  be 
read,  and  his  name  be  spread  through  the  whole  world!  80 
may  the  inconstant  race  of  the  yellow-haired  Germans  flour* 
ish,  and  whoever  loves  not  the  rule  of  Borne!  Yet  the  writ- 
inn  of  Pompullus  are  said  to  be  ingenious ;  but  for  fame, 
believe  me,  that  is  not  enough.  How  many  eloquent  writers 
are  there,  who  afford  food  for  mites  and  worms,  and  whose 
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learned  verses  are  bought  only  by  cooks!  Something  more 
is  wanting  to  confer  immortality  on  writings.  A  book  des- 
tined to  live  must  have  genius. 

Hee 's  made,  for  one,  the  people  cry,  "Loud  Fame 
Through  the  whole  world  shall  PompoUus*  name  t  * 
Such  bee  th'  inconstant  yellow  Germans'  fete ! 
80  prosper  all  who  Roman  empire  hate  1 
Yet  are  his  lines,  you  11  say,  ingenious : 
That 's  not  enough  j  fame  is  not  gotten  thun : 
For  mothes  and  wormes  how  many  learned  books* 
Prove  foody  or  else  waste  paper  for  thecookes ! 
There 's  somewhat  more  in  *t  To  make  lines  to  lire, 
A  constant  veiue  of  wit  you  must  them  give. 

Old  MS.  16th  Gmtwy. 

III.      OK  AIT  ENYIOTTB  FBBSOVt 

Borne,  city  of  my  affections,  praises,  lores,  and  recites  my 
compositions ;  I  am  in  every  lap,  and  in  every  hand.  But 
see,  yon  gentleman  grows  red  and  pale  by  turns,  looks 
amaaed,  yawns,  and,  in  foot,  hates  me.  I  am  delighted  at 
the  sight;  my  writings  now  please  me. 

Borne  hugs  my  verse,  and  cries  it  up  for  rare, 
My  books  each  hand  and  ev'ry  bosom  bear  $ 
There 's  one  yet  lowers,  disdains,  is  ill  at  ease: 
1 9m  glad;  my  verses  now  myself  do  please. 

Anon.  169^ 
LXH,     TO  OFFIAKUS. 

Salanus  has  lost  his  only  son.  Do  yon  delay  to  send 
presents,  OopianusP  Alas,  cruel  destiny  and  remorseless 
rates  I  of  what  vulture  shall  the  corpse  of  Salanus  be  the 
preyP 

SOanus  mourns  an  only  son: 

Why,  Oppian,  thus  thy  gifts  delay  P 
Ah!  cruel  totes !  what  have  ye  doneP 
What  vulture  shall  devour  the  prey  P    Blphintton. 
Silanus*  only  son  is  dead. 
Why,  Apian,  hast  thou  offered 
No  gifts  to  thv  fire  P  Oh  destines  f 
What  Yultur  shall  this  carcass  seise  P    May 

lUn.      TO  MABIAKTJB,  DSCSIYXB  BY  i.  7LATTIBSB. 

You  know,  Marianus,  that  you  are  obsequiously  courted ; 
vou  know  that  he  who  courts  you  is  a  covetous  fellow ;  yon 
know  what  his  attentions  mean ;  and  yet  you  name  him  in  your 
will,  foolish  man,  as  your  heir,  and  destine  nim,  as  if  you  were 
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onto?  your  mind,  to  take  your  place.  u  But  be  has  tent  me, 
jotL  say,  large  presents."  True,  but  they  are  a  baited  hook; 
and  can  the  fish  ever  lore  the  fisherman?  Will  this  nretend* 
er  bewail  your  death  with  real  sorrow  P  If  you  desire  him 
to  weep,  Marianns,  give  him  nothing. 

Thou  knoVst  hee  angles,  know'st  him  covetous, 
Thou  know'st  what  he  would  hare,  and  why  he  does  | 
And  yet,  mad  fook,  him  for  theine  heire  thou  takta  | 
And  to  thy  will  executor  thou  makta. 
Thou  It  ssy, u  He  gaye  gnat  presents."  True;  as  baitas 
For  which  the  fisherman  what  fish  but  hates  P 
Think'st  thou  thy  hearse  with  tesres  of  arefe  hell  steep? 
No ;  gnre  him  nought,  then  hee  will  truly  weepe. 

Old  MS.  16*  Cmtmf, 

my.    to  ▲  MTBAOTO*. 

Although  you  are  neither  sprung  from  the  austere  race  of 
the  Eabii,  nor  are  such  as  he  whom  the  wife  of  Curius 
Dentatus  brought  forth  when  seired  with  her  pains  beneath  a 
shady  oak,  as  she  was  carrying  her  husband  his  dinner  at 
the  plough;  but  are  the  son  of  a  father  who  plucked  the 
hair  from  his  face  at  a  looVonr-glass,  and  of  a  mother  con- 
demned to  wear  the  toga  in,  public ;  *  and  are  one  whom  your 
wife  intent  call  wife  ;*  ~:*i  allow  yourself  to  find  fault  with 
m  7  books,  which  are  known  to  fame,  and  to  carp  at  my  best 
jokes,— jokes  to  which  the  chief  men  of  the  city  and  of  the 
courts  do  not  disdain  to  lend  an  attentive  ear,— jokes  which 
the  immortal  Silius  deigns  to  receive  in  his  library,  which 
the  eloquent  Begulus  so  frequently  repeats,  ana  which 
win  the  praises  of  Sura,  the  neight>our  of  the  Aventine 
Diana,  who  beholds  at  less  distance  than  others  the  con- 
testa  of  the  great  circus.1  Even  Caraur  himself  the  lord 
of  all,  the  supporter  of  so  great  a  weight  of  empire,  does 
not  think  it  beneath  him  to  read  my  jests  two  or  three 
times.  But  you,  perhaps,  hare  more  genius;  you  hare,  by 
the  polishing  of  Minerva,  an  understanding  more  acute;  and 
the  subtle  Athens  has  formed  your  taste.  May  I  die,  if  there 
is  not  far  more  understanding  in  the  heart  of  the  animal 
which,  with  entrails  hanging  down,  and  large  foot,  lungs 

1  As  bonis  sa  adulteress.  •  So  effeminate  are  you. 

*  Hit  home  overlooked  the  Groat  Maximo*. 
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coloured  with  ©ongealed  blood,— an  object  to  be  feared  by  als 
noses,— is  carried  by  the  cruel  botcher  from  street  to  street 
You  have  the  audacity,  too,  to  write  verses,  which  no  one 
will  read,  and  to  waste  your  miserable  paper  upon  me.  But 
if  the  heat  of  my  wrath  should  burn  a  mark  upon  you,  it 
will  live,  and  remain,  and  will  be  noted  all  through  the  city ; 
nor  will  even  Cinnamus,  with  all  his  cunning,  eflace  the 
stigma.  But  have  pity  upon  yourself,  and  do  not,  like  a 
furious  dog,  provoke  with  rabid  mouth  the  fuming  nostrils 
of  a  living  bear.  However  calm  he  may  be,  and  however 
gently  he  may  lick  four  fingers  and  hands,  he  will,  if  resent- 
ment  and  bile  and  just  anger  excite  him,  prove  a  true  bear. 
Let  me  advise  you,  therefore,  to  exercise  your  teeth  on  an 
empty  hide,  and  to  seek  for  carrion  which  you  may  bite 
witn  impunity. 

When  sprang  of  Fsbhts9  raoe  you  no  way  are, 

Nor  Cunus,  who  himself  to 's  plough-men  bare 

Their  dinner  j  whose  rough  wife  her  child-bed  made 

Under  the  covert  of  an  oak's  thick  shade : 

But  of  a  father  born,  trimm'd  by  a  glass, 

A  mother  for  a  courtesan  does  pass ; 

And  so  effeminate  yon  yourself  withal, 

Tour  wife,  though  nice  she  be,  you  wife  may  call; 

For  you  to  dare  my  much-famed  verse  detract! 

The  Momus,  on  my  approved  toys  to  act! 

My  toys,  I  say,  all  Rome  attentive  hear, 

To  which  both  learn'd  and  noble  lend  an  ear  ; 

Which  deathless  8Qius  with  regard  does  treat; 

And  Regains'  fluent  tongue  deigns  to  repeat; 

Which  to  revolve,  Caxsr  a  time  does  spare, 

Amidst  the  weight  of  all  the  public  care. 

But  von  know  more,  your  wise  discerning  heart 
Pallas  has  framed  by  the  Athenian  art 
May  I  not  live,  if  th?  heart  and  paunch  we  meet, 
Hie  garbage,  guts,  and  the  great  dangling  feet,. 
Which  loaded  butchers  carry  through  the  street, 
With  no  small  terror  unto  erry  nose, 
Do  not  a  sharper  wit  than  thine  disclose. 
Yet,  with  the  waste  of  paper,  against  me 
Verses  you  write,  such  as  none  read  or  see : 
But  if  my  chafed  choler  thee  shall  brand. 
The  work  will  live,  be  read  in  eVry  land; 
Tis  not  thy  barber's  soap  can  cleanse  the  stein. 
Take  heed  the  outrage  be  not  thine  own  bane. 
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To  urn  a  tiring  bear,  oetse  to  presume, 

Until  ms  rage  forth  at  hit  nostrils  fume. 

Though  calm,  he  11  lick  the  hand,  and  strokJngs  bear; 

.Booted  and  provoked,  you  11  find  him  atOl  a  bear. 

Thy  teeth  then  fasten  in  aome  empty  hide, 

Or  beaat  that 't  dead,  and  will  the  wrong  abide. 

LIT.     TO  TTJGCJL. 

"You  write  epigrams  in  hexameters,"  is  what  Tuoca*  1 
know,  is  saying.  There  are,  Tuoca,  precedents  for  it ;  in  a 
word, Tueca, it  is  allowable.  "But  this  one,  yon  say,  is  very 
long.'*  There  aw  precedents  for  its  length  also,  Tncca,  and 
it  is  allowable.  If  yon  approve  of  shorter  ones,  read  only 
my  distichs.  Let  ns  agree,  Tucca,  that  I  shall  be  at  liberty 
to  write  long  epigrams,  and  you  be  at  liberty  not  to  read 
them. 

What!  in  Ions  Terse  write  epigrams?  say  you. 

I  say,  tie  usual,  and  t  ia  lawful  too. 

Then,  they  are  long.  This  too  is  law  and  use: 

If  you  like  short,  do  you  the  distichs  chose. 

Let  us  agree;  the  bargain  does  no  hurt; 

I  may  write  long;  and  you  may  read  the  short   Hay. 

xxn.    ok  jl  cbibb  ssLLnro  ▲  oibl. 

The  crier  Gellianus  was  lately  offering  for  sale  a  young 
lady  of  not  over-good  reputation,  such  as  sit  in  the  middle 
of  the  Suburra.1  When  she  had  been  for  some  time  standing 
at  a  small  price,  the  seller,  desiring  to  prove  her  purity  to 
all  around,  drew  her  towards  him,  and,  while  she  feigned 
resistance,  kissed  her  two,  three,  and  four  times.  Do  you 
ask  the  result  he  produoed  by  his  kisses  P  It  was,  that  he 
who  had  just  offered  six  hundred  sesterces,  withdrew  his 
bidding. 

GeUian  the  erier  brought  a  lass 

To  market,  of  small  fame  to  pass, 

Such  as  in  ill-fam'd  taverns  sate : 

'Whiles  she  stood  long  at  a  small  rate, 

He  to  approve  her  sound  and  good, 

Brew  her  near  to  him  as  she  stood, 

And  kiss*d  her  three  or  four  times  o'er: 

But  wouldst  thou  know  what  fruit  these  bore  t 

1  A  afreet  in  Borne  where  prostitutes  dwelt. 
«2 
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Why  he  that  bade  six  hundred  pieces  for  her, 

Upon  this  score  did  utterly  abhor  her*  tUkk*. 

Lxni.  to  punriorrs. 
Do  yon  ask,  Pannicus,  why  your  wife  CaJia  has  about 
her  only  priests  of  CybeleP  Oefia  lores  the  flowers  of  mar- 
riage, but  fears  the  fruits. 

Pannicus,  dost  wish  to  know 

Why  thy  Gellia  fevours  so 

The  priests  of  CybeleP  To  sport 

She  fores,  and  pay  no  suffering  fort      Amom. 

LXVm.      TO  OUBTBICUS,  OK  TH1  DIATH  OF  THB  TOUKO 
IUTIOHU8. 

Bewail  your  crime,  ye  Naiads,  bewail  it  through  the  whole 
Lucrine  lake,  and  may  Thetis  herself  hear  your  mourning! 
Eutychua,  yonr  sweet  inseparable  companion,  Castricus,  has 
been  snatched  away  from  yon,  and  has  perished  amid  the 
waters  of  Bai®.  He  was  the  partner  and  kind  consoler  of 
all  your  cares :  he  was  the  delight,  the  Alexis,  of  our  poet. 
Was  it  that  the  amorous  nymph  saw  thy  charms  exposed 
beneath  the  crystal  waves,  and  thought  that  she  was  sending 
bock  Hylas  to  Hercules  ?  Or  has  8aJmacis  at  length  left  her 
effeminate  Herniaphroditua,  attracted  by  the  embrace  of  a 
tender  but  vigorous  youth  f  Whatever  it  may  be,  whatever 
the  cause  of  a  bereavement  so  sudden,  may  the  earth  and 
the  water,  I  pray,  be  propitious  to  thee. 

Tou  watfry  nymphs  weepe  for  your  dire  mishap, 
But  with  whole  floods  pour*d  into  Thetis  lapp. 
That  lovely  youth  in  Baian  streames  is  drown'd, 
Whom  by  your  side  so  oft  you  sweetely  found, 
Deare  Castricus:  companion  of  your  care 
And  sweete  hearts-ease,  your  love,  your  minion  fayre. 
Thee  naked  i'th'  deare  waves  when  shee  did  see,  * 
Did  the  nymph  leave  her  Hylas  and  seise  thee ; 
Or  Salmacis  ner  loved  Hermaphrodit 
With  this  soft  youth's  embraces  tempted  quitt  ? 
Whate'er  the  cause  ov  th'  sudden  rapyne  be, 
May  earth  and  water  gently  cover  thee ! 

OUMS.iethOentwy 

LUX.      TO  CATULLUS. 

I  do  not  wonder  that  your  Bassa,  Catullus,  drinks  water;' 
1  Os  enim,  quo  tibi  morigeiator,  rrargaii  debet 
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(rat  I  do  wonder  that  the  daughter  of  Bassos1  drinks 
water. 


Thy  Basts  water  drinks:  "t  it  well  and  good. 

Bui  I  matt  marvel  Bassos'  daughter  should.    JZlphi$i$Um. 

LXZ.    TO  XAS0IAOT8. 

Sixty  summers,  Marcianus,  and,  I  think,  two  more  have 
been  completed  by  Gotta*  and  he  does  not  remember 
ever  to  have  felt  the  weariness  of  a  bed  of  sickness  even  for 
a  single  day.  With  resolute,  nay  nncourteous  gesture,  he 
bids  the  doctors  Alcon,  Daeius,  and  Symmachus  keep  at  a 
distance.  If  our  years  were  accurately  counted,  and  if  the 
amount  subtracted  from  them  by  cruel  fevers,  or  oppres- 
sive languor,  or  painful  maladies,  were  separated  from  the 
happier  portion  of  our  Uvea,  we  should  be  found  in  reality 
but  infante,  though  we  seem  to  be  old  men,  He  who 
thinks  that  the  lives  of  Priam  and  of  Nestor  were  long  is 
much  deceived  and  mistaken.  Life  consists  not  in  living, 
but  in  enjoying  health. 

Cotta  has  pats'd  his  threescore  years  and  two, 

And  ne'er  remembers  that  he  had  to  do 

With  sickness,  or  vet  once  laid  down  his  head; 

For  a  distemner  felt  a  tedious  bed: 

But  at  physicians  he  durst  point  with  scorn, 

At  Danus  and  Alcontus  make  a  horn. 

!£,  like  wise  men,  we  do  our  years  compute, 

Rase  or  subtract  the  days  that  did  not  suit 

With  happy  life,  such  as  in  pain  are  spent, 

Gouts,  fevers  sharp,  and  the  mind's  discontent 

We  should  but  children  be,  that  sged  seem, 

And  hugely  they  're  imposed  on,  who  do  deem 

Prism  and  Nestor  many  years  have  told : 

Not  who  live  long,  but  happily,  are  old.    Anon,  1695. 

If  I  judge  right,  our  Rood  old  friend,  Sir  John, 
Next  spring  is  sixty-three,  or  thereupon. 
Yet  it  was  never  known,  I  've  heard  it  said, 
That  in  his  life  he  one  day  kept  his  bed ; 
Nor  ever,  hut  in  joke,  held  out  his  pulse, 
To  Slosne,  to  Mead,  to  Wflmot,  or  to  Hulse. 
If  from  our  life's  account  we  should  strike  out 
lbs  hours  we  lose  by  fevers  or  the  gout, 

1  Who  was  a  drunkard. 


SM  ]fABTUI.'S 

S  spleen,  by  head-ache,  every  other  ill ; 
High  we  teem  old,  we  are  out  children  stOL 
If  any  think  Priam  or  Nestor  old, 
Though  o'er  the  last  three  eenturies  had  roHM, 
They  t*  much  deceived  j  for  sense  and  reason  tell, 
That  life  is  only  life  when  we  are  weU.  Hay. 

LUI.     OV  T^LBTHVBA. 

Telethnsa,  skilled  in  displaying  attractive  gestures  to  the 
sound  of  her  Spanish  castanets;  and  in  dancing  the  sportive 
dances  of  Cadis ;  Telethnsa,  capable  of  exciting  the  decrepit 
Pelias,  and  of  moving  the  husband  of  Hecuba  at  the  tomb 
of  Hector;  Telethnsa  inflames  and  tortures  her  former 
master.  He  sold  her  a  slave,  he  now  buys  her  back  a  mis- 
tress. 

Wantoning  to  Betic  sounds, 

She  in  Gaoish  symbols  bounds} 

8he  a  Pelias  might  beguile, 

Or  the  sire  at  Hector's  pile. 

For  love  her  former  master  dies  j 

Maid  he  sold  her,  mistress  buys.      ffjMuto*. 

TiTTTT.     TO  TABTTLLUS,  OS  A.  THTBTTSH  CTLICIAH. 

A  Oilician,  a  thief  of  but  too  notorious  rapacity,  wished 
to  rob  a  certain  garden ;  but  in  the  whole  grounds,  large  as 
they  were,  Fabulius,  there  was  nothing  save  a  marble  Priapus. 
As  he  did  not  wish  to  return  empty-handed,  the  Oilician 
stole  Priapus  himself. 

Gilix,  a  knave  of  noted  theft, 

Besolved  to  rob  a  garden  by: 

But  there  was  nought,  Fabulius,  left 

But  a  huge  marble  deity. 

Yet  lest  his  empty  hand  should  miss  its  prey, 

Cuix  presumed  to  steal  the  god  away.  FMchr. 

Till  ill.      OK  THB  FBIAPUS  OF  HHABIT8. 

No  rude  rustic  fashioned  me  with  untaught  pruning 
knife ;  yon  behold  the  noble  handywork  of  the  steward.  For 
Hilarus,  the  most  noted  cultivator  of  the  C©retan  territory, 
possesses  these  hills  and  smiling  eminences.  Behold  my  wefi- 
rormed  face,  I  do  not  seem  made  of  wood,  nor  the  arms  I Jtear 
destined  for  the  flames,  but  my  imperishable  sceptre,  fashion* 
ed  of  ever-green  cypress,  in  manner  worthy  of  the  hand  of 
Phidias,  boldly  presents  Itself    Neighbours,  I  warn  you, 
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worship  the  dmnity  of  Priapus,  and  respect  these  fourteen 
acres. 

No  ratio,  with  untutorM  hand, 

Has  bid  my  stately  godship  stand: 

Who,  fbrm'd  with  adamantine  tool. 

Speaks  Dispensator's  noble  sehooL 

rat  joyous  Carats  foremost  yeoman. 

The  wealthy,  witty,  jolly  freeman, 

Sole  tenant  of  the  high  and  low, 

Exults  mine  honest  fiee  to  show. 

Spectator,  scan  my  frame  entire; 

Nor  deem  me  destined  to  the  fire : 

Well  mingled  with  immortals,  I 

In  deathless  cypress,  time  defy. 

But  chief;  my  beard,  thou  manly  part  I 

Still  bristle,  as  by  Phidian  art 
Good  neighbours,  wise,  attend  my  law ; 

And  eye  your  guardian-god  with  awe. 

Each  mimical  act  forbear, 

And  these  twice  seyen  fair  acres  spare.  Etpkuutm. 

L1XIV.     TO  MIVLAJXVB, 

That  guesii^ecliiimg  at  his  ease  on  the  middle  couch,  whose 
bald  head  is  furnished  with  three  hairs,  and  half  daubed  orer 
with  pomade,  and  who  is  digging  in  his  half-opened  mouth 
with  a  lentisc  toothpick,  is  trying  to  impose  upon  us,  JSfii- 
latras;  he  has  no  teeth. 

Who  lounges  lowest  in  the  middle  bed, 

Bieh  unguent  portioning  his  three-hairtt  head ; 

And.  with-  the  lentisc  in  his  mouth,  looks  big; 

But  looks  a  he:  he  has  no  teeth  to  dig.       Etp&uUm. 

LXXT.     TO  POWTLL. 

When  you  send  me  a  thrush,  or  a  slice  of  cheesecake, 
or  a  here  a  thigh,  or  something  of  that  sort,  you  tell  me, 
Pontia*  that  you  hare  sent  me  the  dainties  of  your  choice.  I 
shall  not  send  these  to  any  one  else,  Ponton,  nor  shall  I 
eat  them  myself.1 

When  yon  tend  me  a  thrush,  or  a  portion  of  cake, 
Or  the  wing  of  a  hare ;  and  would  have  me  partake : 
You  beg  leave  to  present  me  some  mouthful*,  you  say: 
Neither  my  mourn  they  fill,  nor  another's,  to-day. 

J 
1  Psntia  was  skfllsd  m  poisoning.    See  B.  fa.  Ep.  34. 
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Fuscus,  lately  the  guardian  of  the  sacred  person  of  the 
emperor,  the  supporter  of  the  Man  who  administered  civil 
justice  at  home,  the  leader  to  whom  the  amy  of  our  sove- 
reign lord  was  intrusted,  lies  buried  here.  We  may  confess 
this,  Fortune,  that  that  stone  now  fears  not  the  threats  of 
enemies ;  the  Dacian  has  received  our  proud  yoke  with  sub- 
dued neck,  and  the  victorious  shade  of  Fuscus  reposes  in  a 
grove  which  he  had  made  his  own.1 

Guard  of  the  sacred  Hie,  of  primal  powV  j 
Lord  of  thf  imperial  camp,  in  luckless  hour 
Here  Fuscus  lies.  Dread  fortune  this  must  own, 
No  hostile  threats  can  agitate  a  stone : 
Nor  vainly  with  fell  Daaa  vengeance  strove : 
The  victor-shade  commands  the  vanquiah'd  grove. 

Blphmdo*. 

LXXTH.     TO  AFBB. 

When  you  are  poorer  than  even  the  wretched  Irus,  more 
vigorous  than  even  ParthenoptHis,*  stronger  than  even 
Artemidorus*  in  his  prime,  why  do  you  delight  to  be 
carried  bv  six  Cappadocian  slaves?  Tou  are  laughed  at, 
Afer,  ana  derided  much  more  than  you  would  be  were  you 
to  walk  unattired  in  the  middle  of  the  Forum.  Just  so 
do  people  point  at  the  dwarf  Atlas  4  on  his  dwarf  mule,  and 
the  black  elephant  carrying  its  Libyan  driver  of  similar  hue. 
Do  you  wish  to  know  why  your  litter. brings  you  into  so 
much  ridicule  P  You  ought  not  to  be  carried,  even  when 
dead,  on  a  bier  borne  by  six  persons.5 

When  poorer  yet  than  Irus  Aon  art  deem'd, 
Than  Farthenopams  younger  much  esteem'd, 
Stronger  than  wrestlers  in  their  prime  and  might, 
Why  to  be  borne  by  six  dost  thou  delight  P 
T  were  a  less  jest,  shouldst  thou  in  public  go 
Naked,  afoot,  than  with  this  pageant  show. 

i  Fuscus  died  fighting  against  the  Dadans,  and  was  buried  in  Daciam 
ground. 

*  One  of  the  seven  chieft  against  Thebes. 

*  A  pancratiast  in  the  reigns  of  Galba  and  Vitelline. 

*  Mentioned  by  Juvenal,  riiL  81. 

*  Yon  ought  to  be  buried  o  a  poOTpeceon,  on  a  smaller  bier. 
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Hit  state  thou  tak*st  doet  more  absurd  appear 

Than  if  six  slaves  a  seventh,  inpomp,  should  bear  t 

A  Moor  upon  an  elephant  of  like  hue, 

Would  move  lets  laughter  "mong  the  vulgar  crew; 

80  on  a  mule  as  little  at  himself 

Mounted,  we  see,  some  pigmy  little  elf, 

Wouldat  know  what  aoorn  thy  pride  to  thee  baa  bred  f 
Men  grudge  that  six  should  bear  thee,  wert  thou  dead. 

Anon.  1696. 

LZZTHL     TO  JLULTJS. 

Phryx,  a  famous  drinker,  Aulus,  was  blind  of  one  eye,  and 
purblind  of  the  other.  His  doctor  Heras  said  to  him,  "Be- 
ware of  drinking;  if  you  drink  vrine,  you  will  not  see  at  alL" 
Phryx,  laughing,  said  to  his  eye,  u  I  must  bid  yon  fare* 
welll'9  and  forthwith  ordered  caps  to  be  mixed  for  him  in 
copious  succession.  Do  you  ask  the  result  ?  While  Phryx 
drank  wine,  his  eye  drank  poison. 

Phryx,  a  stout  drinker,  who  no  goblet  fearM, 
Though  one  eye  he  had  lost,  ana  t*  other  bleer'd: 
Who,  when  physicians  bid  of  wine  beware, 
And  threaten'd  blindness,  if  he  had  not  care, 
Deriding,  said,  "farewell,  my  other  eye  j" 
And  ten  lane  eupa  bid  fill  him  by-and-by, 
And  more  than  once.  Wouldat  know  the  end  o'th*  prank 
Phryx  aoak'd  good  wine,  but  hit  eye  poison  drank. 

^mw.1605. 
Hill.     TO  LXTPIT8. 

Yon  are  sad  in  the  midst  of  every  blessing.  Take  aire 
that  Fortune  does  not  observe,  or  she  will  call  yon  on* 
gratefuL 

How9  tad  and  rich  ?  Beware  lest  Fortune  catch 
Thee,  Lupus,  then  the  11  call  thee  thankless  wretch. 

TV  art  rich  and  sad;  take  heed  lest  Fortune  see, 

And,  as  ungrateful,  do  proceed  with  thee.       Amm.  169& 

TiTTT.     TO  DOMJTOAir,  OK  HIS   Will  TIB  BO8S8. 

Anxious  to  pay  her  court  to  thee,  the  land  of  the  Nile 
had  sent  to  thee,  Ctasar,  as  new  guts,  some  winter  roses.  The 
Memphian  sailor  felt  little  respect  for  the  gardens  of  Egypt, 
after  he  had  crossed  the  threshold  of  your  city;  such  was 
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the  splendour  of  the  spring,  sad  the  beauty  of  balmy 
Flora ;  and  such  the  glory  of  the  Pttstan  rose-beds.  So 
brightly,  too,  wherever  he  directed  his  steps  or  his  looks, 
did  every  path  shine  forth  with  garlands  of  flowers.  But 
do  thou,  0  Wile,  since  thou  art  compelled  to  yield  to  Soman 
winters,  send  us  thy  harvests,  and  receive  our  roses. 

Egypt  did  proudly  winter  roses  boast, 

As  the  sole  product  of  her  fertile  coast : 

But  now  at  Home  her  merchants  are  surprised 

To  see  such  store,  the  Memphian  are  despised: 

Where'er  they  look,  where'er  they  take  tneir  way, 

Hedges  of  blushing  roses  do  display. 

80  does  this  glory  of  the  spring  excel, 

Not  Pestan  rosaries  more  fragrant  smell  1 

Even  goddess  Flora  seems  in  Rome  to  dwelL 

Let  not  thy  winters,  Nile,  then  vie  with  ours, 
Go  plough,  and  send  us  corn  j  well  send  thee  flowVs. 

Am*.  1096, 

IHH     TO  CHJLBTDIMUS. 

Iratus  tamquam  populo,  Charideme,  lavans . 

Tnguina  sic  toto  subluis  in  solio. 
Nee  caput  hie  vellem,  sic  te,  Charideme,  lavare ; 

Et  caput,  eoce,  lavas;  inguina  malo  laves. 

Tu,  o  Oaridemo,  ti  lavi  come  sdesnato  con  tutti:  tahnente 
guassi  le  pudenda  oer  tutto  fl  tana  Non  vorrei,  o  Oaridemo,  che 
tu  vi  lavaad  il  capo  in  questo  modo :  pure,  eooo  tu  vi  lavi  il  capo : 
amerei  meglio  che  vi  lavaad  le  pudenda. 

li  1 1 11.   to  nimrs. 

A  man,  the  other  day,  Bufua,  after  having  diligently 
contemplated  me  just  as  a  buyer  of  slaves  or  a  trainer  of 
gladiators  might  do,  and  after  having  examined  me  with  eye 
and  hand,  said, M  Are  you,  are  you  really,  that  Martial,  whose 
lively  sallies  and  jests  are  known  to  every  one  who  has  not  a 
downright  Dutchman's  ear  P"  I  smiled  faintly,  and  with  a 
careless  nod  admitted  that  I  was  the  person  he  supposed. 
"Why  then,"  said  he,  "have  you  so  bad  a  cloak  P^  I  an- 
swered,u  Because  I  am  a  bad  poet."  That  this,  Bufus,  may 
not  happen  again  to  your  poet,  send  me  a  good  cloak* 

Ev*n  now  one  looking  on  me  wistly,  and 
Trying,  as  butchers  doe,  with  eye  and  hand. 
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The  wet  they  are  to  buy,  M  Art  thou,"  quoth  Lee, 
M  lint  IffartiaU,  whose  wanton  drollery 
Ii  to  well  known,  and  valued  too  ao  much, 
By  all  whose  eares  are  not  dull  dreary  Dutch  P" 
I  smfld  a  little,  and  with  gentle  nod 
Seen**  to  confess  I  wa*  the  man.  "Good  God!" 
Quoth  he,  "why  are  you  then  ao  meanly  claddP" 
"Because,*  quoth  I,  "my  poetry  is  bada7, 
That  men  your  poet  may  not  still  thus  jeere, 
Send  him,  good  Bufus,  better  eloathes  to  weare. 

Old  MS.IM  Cent. 

T.TTTTTT.    TO  DOMITLAJf,  Df  PBAI81  O*  HIS  OLHOVOT. 

As  much  aa  the  fortune  of  the  father  of  Etruscan1  owes  to 
the  solicitations  of  the  son,  ao  much,  moat  powerful  of  princes, 
do  both  owe  to  you ;  for  you  have  recalled  the  thunderbolt 
launched  by  your  right  hand ;  I  could  wish  that  the  fires 
of  Jupiter  were  of  a  similar  character.  Would  that  the 
all-powerful  Thunderer  had  your  feelings,  Csasar;  his  hand 
would  then  rarely  apply  its  full  force  to  the  thunderbolt. 
From  your  clemency  Etruscus  acknowledges  that  he  has  re- 
ceived the  double  boon  of  being  allowed  to  accompany  his 
father  when  he  went  into  exile,  and  when  he  returned  from  it. 

Whatever  parental  lore  to  filial  owes, 
That,  chief  of  chiefs,  thy  grace  on  both  bestows. 
The  bolts  emitted,  thou  forbad'st  to  rove : 
Oh,  for  such  temper  to  the  bolts  of  Jove ! 
Oh!  did  the  Thunderer  like  Cesser  feel, 
Rare  would  his  hand  her  total  vengeance  deal. 
Thy  double  boon  Etruscus  must  admire ; 
That  crown*  th'  associate,  when  it  call'd  the  sire. 

Bpkmdm. 

Till  1 1 V.     TO  A  VITUS. 

Philippns,  in  good  bodily  health,  is  carried,  Avitus,  in  a 
litter  borne  by  eight  men.  But  i£  Avitus,  you  think  him 
sane,  you  are  yourself  insane. 

Phifin,  in  health,  eight  men  to  bear  him  had : 
Who  thinks  him  in  good  healthy  himself  is  mad. 

Anon,  1095. 

1  There  were  two  Btrusci,  frthcr  and  son;  the  fether wis  sent  into 
exile  by  DomUiaa,  and  the  son  accompanied  him.  By  ihescJcitationsof 
the  eon,  Douritiaa  was  induced  to  allow  the  lather  f>  return.  8eeB.  vU. 
2p.  39,  and  Statins  Sylv.  3. 
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LXXXV.     OH  THE  DIATH  OF  BUTUS  OAHOKItTB. 

My  sixth  book  is  published  without  thee,  Bufus  Camonius, 
for  a  patron,  and  cannot  hope  to  have  thee,  my  friend,  for  a 
reader.  The  impious  land  of  the  Cappadocians,  beheld  by 
thee  under  a  malignant  star,  restores  only  thy  ashes  and  bones 
to  thy  father.  Pour  forth,  bereaved  Bononia,  thy  tears  for 
thy  Bufus,  andlet  the  yoioe  of  thy  wailing  be  heard  throughout 
the  JEmilian  Way.  Alas!  how  sweet  an  affection,  alas  I  how 
short  a  life,  has  departed!  He  had  seen  but  just  five  times  the 
award  of  prizes  at  the  Olympian  games.  O  Bufus,  thou  who 
wast  wont  to  read  through  my  trifles  with  careful  attention, 
and  to  retain  my  jests  in  thy  memory,  receive  this  short  strain 
with  the  tears  of  thy  sorrowful  friend,  and  regard  them  a* 
incense  offered  by  him  who  is  far  removed  from  thee. 

Inth'  absence,  Bafus,  my  sixth  book  is  oat, 

But  thou  Ler  reader  the  doth  sadly  doubt, 

Base  Capoadocia  by  a  fate  unjust 

Gives  to  toy  friends  thy  bones,  to  thee  thy  dust. 

WidowM  Bononia  bathe  my  friend  in  tears, 

While  that  JSmiha.  thy  griefs  echo  bears. 

How  pious !  but  how  short-lived  did  he  fall ! 

Five  bare  Olympiads  he  had  seen  in  all. 

Bufus,  thou  that  wast  wont  to  bear  in  mind 

Oar  sports,  and  them  in  memory  to  find, 

Accept  this  sad  verse  which  I  send, 

As  the  sweet  incense  of  my  absent  friend.         FleUier. 

LXXXVI.     OK  BETJTO  BSQUIBED  TO  DRI9K  HOT  WATEB  WHXH 
BIOK. 

O  wine  of  Setia,  0  excellent  snow,  0  goblets  constantly 
refilled,  when  am  I  to  drink  you  with  no  doctor  to  prevent 
meP  He  is  a  fool,  and  ungrateful,  and  unworthy  of  so  great  a 
boon,  who  would  rather  be  heir  to  the  rich  Midas,  than  enjoy 
you.  May  he  who  ia  envious  of  me  possess  the  harvests  of 
Libya,  ana  the  Hermus,  and  the  Tagus,  and  drink  warm  water. 

Setian  nectar,  sov'rain  snow ! 

Circling,  as  attempered  bowl ! 
When  will  ye  your  bliss  bestow, 

And  no  quack  pretend  control  P 
Senseless  to  a  boon  so  rare, 

Fool,  that  would  forego  the  joy, 
To  be  golden  Midas'  heir ! 

His  be  Midas'  full  alloy. 
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For  him  let  all  Libya  ware  j 

Hermus,  Tejgua,  roll  tfadr  gold: 
Burning  may  he  quaff  and  laugh, 

Whoso  grudge*  me  the  cooPi    Flpkwtto*. 

Lxzxrn.   to  DOXEnjjr. 

May  the  aods  and  70a  yourself  indulge  you  with  whate?er 
youdcaerrel  May  the  gods  and  you  yourself  indulge  me  with 
whaterer  I  wish,  if  I  hare  deserved  it ! 

On  thee,  may  heaven,  and.  thou,  thy  due  bestow : 
On  me,  my  little  wish  j  if  that  ye  owe.       Etpkkutom. 

Lxxmn.  to  oaonjunrs. 

One  morning,  Caxnlianus,  I  happened  to  salute  you  simply 
by  your  name,  without  calling  you,  "  My  Lord."  Does  any 
one  ask  how  much  that  freedom  cost  me  P  it  has  cost  me  a 
hundred  farthings.1 

Thee,  by  thy  real  name,  this  morn  I  hailM ; 

Nor  plain  Gncilian  at  "My  lord"  addreartL 
What  stood  the  freedom,  that  so  neatly  fkil'd  P 

But  a  poor  hundred  farthings,!  protest     Elpkhulm. 

mm.  to  Emms,  ov  pajtjlbettts,  a.  druvkasd. 
Panaretus,  full  of  wine,  called  with  eloquent  finger,*  just  at 
midnight,  for  a  vessel  necessary  for  a  certain  purpose.  A 
Spoletan  wine-jar  was  brought  to  him ;  one  which  he  had 
himself  drained  to  the  dregs,  but  which  had  not  been  enough 
for  him,  though  drinking  alone.  Most  faithfully  measuring 
back  to  the  ^ar  its  former  contents,  he  restored  the  full 

E'"by  of  wine  to  its  receptacle.  Are  you  astonished  that 
held  all  that  he  had  drunk  P  Cease  to  be  astonished, 
>  he  drunk  it  neat. 

When  Panaret,  maudlin,  with  snap  of  the  thumb, 
At  midnight  commanded  the  needful  to  comes 
A  spoletme  came,  which  himself  had  just  drain'd: 
Nor  had  it  sufficed  that  the  flagon  oontain'd. 
"With  utmost  good  faith  redecanting  his  store, 
He  erown'd  the  vast  Teasel  at  high  as  before. 


*  Centwm  ymirfruw/w,  the  usual  varae  of  the  iportmla  or  ] 
fry  the  rich  to  their  dependants  instead  of  a  dinner, 
s  By  snapping  his  thumb  and  finger,  the  usual  signal  to  lbs  attendants 
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Osnaoious,  you  wonder,  the  pot  as  the  cask  I 

This  pure  had  imbibed}  which  accounts  for  the  teak. 

XO.    OK  0BL1U. 

Gellia  has  but  one  gallant;  this  is  a  great  disgrace,  but, 
what  ia  a  greater,  she  ii  the  wife  of  two  husbands. 

To  one  alone  gallant  will  Gellia  deign, 
More  scandal  hats ;  the  consort  thus  of  twain. 

SipkJMtiOM. 
ZOL     TO  EOILU8. 

The  sacred  censorial  edict  of  our  sovereign  Lord  condemns 
and  forbids  adultery.  Bejoice,  Zoilus,  that  your  tastes  ex* 
empt  yon  from  this  law.1 

The  emperor's  law  forbids  adultery  j 

But  grieve  not,  Zofiuaj  'twill  not  touch  thee.    Ano*. 

Zen.   to  AMMUjnrs,  DKnnmro  bad  wnri. 

By  the  serpent  which  the  art  of  Myron  has  graven  on  vour 
sup,  Ammianua,  it  ia  indicated  that,  in  drinlringVatican  wine,* 
you  drink  poison. 

The  serpent  twined  around  thy  cup. 

By  Myron's  wondrous  art, 
la  emblem  of  the  poison  which 

Thy  odious  wines  impart.  Amm. 

ZGDX.  OBT  THJLDB. 

Thais  smells  worse  than  an  old  jar  of  a  covetous  fuller 
just  broken  in  the  middle  of  the  street ;  worse  than  a  goat 
after  an  amorous  encounter ;  than  the  belch  of  a  lion ;  than 
a  hide  torn  from  a  dog  on  the  banks  of  the  Tiber ;  than 
chick  rotting  in  an  abortive  egg ;  than  a  jar  fetid  with  spoilt 
pickle.  Cunningly  wishing  to  exchange  this  disagreeable 
odour  for  some  other,  she,  on  laying  aside  her  garments  to 
enter  the  bath,  makes  herself  green  with  a  depilatory,  or  con- 
ceals herself  beneath  a  daubing  of  chalk  dissolved  in  acid,  or 
covers  herself  with  three  or  four  layers  of  rich  bean-un- 
guent.   When  by  a  thousand  artifices  she  thinks  she  has 


>  Feminas  enim  non  inibat,  ntpote  fellater. 
8  Which  was  the  wont  sort  of  wine. 
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succeeded  in  making  herself  safe,  Thais,  after  all,  smells  of 
Thais. 

Worn  than  a  fuller's  tubb  doth  Thais  stink, 
Brokaintheftioeti,indleeiLingthroa^eachchiiik^ 
Or  horn's  belch  j  or  lustftill  reeking  goats  j 
Or  skin  of  dogg  that  dead  o*  th'  bankside  floats  | 
Or  hatfhatch'd  chicken  from  broke  rotten  eggs, 
Or  taynted  jarrs  of  stinking  mackrell  dreggs : 
This  vile  rank  smell  with  perfumes  to  disguise, 
'Whene'er  she's  in  the  bath,  she  doth  dense  i 
She's  with  pomatum  smugg'd,  or  paint  good  store, 
Or  oyle  of  Dean-flow'r  vanush'd  oer  and  o'er : 
A  thousand  waves  shee  tries  to  make  all  wellj 
In  vayne,  still  Thais  doth  of  Thais  smelL 

OUMAWhOm*. 

ZOIT.  OK  (ULPBTIAKITS. 

Calpetaanns' table  is  always  laid  with  a  gold  service,  whether 
he  dines  abroad  or  at  his  own  house  in  town.  So,  too,  does 
he  sup  even  in  an  inn  or  at  his  country  house.  Has  he  then 
nottiing  else?  No !  and  even  that  is  not  his  own.1 

Osbetaan's  board  the  golden  platters  crown, 
At  home,  abroad ;  in  country  and  in  town : 
In  hovel  or  the  field,  alike  they  're  shown. 
He  has  none  else  s  nay,  he  has  not  his  own. 

ElpkinHmL 


book  vn. 


X.     TO  DOMHIAK,  OK  HIS  AB8UMPTI0H  0*  A.  BBUlB*» 
PULTH. 

Sxobivb  the  terrible  breastplate  of  the  warlike  Minerva, 
which  even  the 'anger  of  the  snaky-locked  Medusa  dreads. 
When  you  do  not  wear  it,  Caesar,  it  may  be  called  a  breast- 

1  The  maarfag  is  uncertain;  but  it  seems  to  be  intimated  either  that  ha 
bad  borrowed  or  hired  plate,  for  the  sake  of  ostentation,  or  that  he  had 
tot  it  by  dishonest  l 
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plate ;  when  it  sits  upon  your  sacred  breast,  it  will  be  an 

sagis.1 

Cesser,  thy  dread  Palladian  breastplate  wear, 
Which  ern  the  Gorgon  seems  itself  to  fear : 
When  on  thee  buckled,  all  the  aegis  know  j 
But  when  unarm'd,  it  doth  plain  armour  show. 

TJ.     TO  TUB  BBXABTPULTB  IT8BLP. 

Breastplate  of  our  lord  and  master,  impenetrable  to  the 
arrows  of  the  Sarmatians,  and  a  greater  defence  than  the 
hide  worn  by  Mars  among  the  Get© ;  breastplate  formed 
of  the  polished  hoofs  of  innumerable  wild  boars,*  which  de- 
fies the  blows  even  of  an  JEtolian  spear;  happy  is  thy  lot, 
to  be  permitted  to  touch  that  sacred  breast,  and  to  be 
warmed  with  the  genius  of  our  god.  Go,  accompany  him, 
and  mayst  thou,  uninjured,  earn  noble  triumphs,  and  soon 
restore  our  leader  to  the  palm-decked  toga.* 

Gird  on  the  breastplate  of  the  warlike  maid, 
Of  which  Medusa's  snakes  might  shrink  afraid* 
Habergeon,  Caesar,  uninform'd  of  thee, 
Will,  on  thy  sacred  bosom,  aegis  be. 

Blest  cuirass,  go,  Sarmatio  shafts  deride  j 
Nor  fear  to  rival  Man's  Getic  hide. 
MaU'd  with  the  slmp'ry  claws  of  many  a  boar, 
Thee  never  point  of  feu  JStolian  tore. 
Hail,  happy  cuirass!  what  a  lot  is  thine ! 
To  gird  a  god,  and  glow  with  soul  divine ! 
Go,  glean,  unhurt,  thy  triumphs  o'er  the  globe ; 
And  soon  restore  the  hero  to  the  robe.  Elpkimto*, 

HI.     TO  POV1XLIAOT8. 

Why  do  I  not  send  you  my  books,  Pontilianus  P  Lest  you 
should  send  me  yours,  rontifianus. 

1  The  egif  was  borne  by  the  gods;   the  lorica,  or  breastplate,  was 
worn  by  men.    Domitian  appears  to  have  had  an  aegis,  or  shield,  made 
himself  after  the  fashion  of  Mmerva's  «*ia,  whom  he  particularly 


s  The  Sarmatians,  according  to  Pausanias,  made  breastplates,  or 
coats  of  maiL  of  the  talons  of  wild  beasts,  arranged  like  scales.  The 
breastplate  of  Domitian  was  formed  either  of  that  material,  or  in  imi- 
tation of  H. 

9  The  toga  palmate,  worn  by  generals  in  triumphal  processions. 
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"Why  send  I  not  to  thee  these  boohs  of  mine* 

'Cause  I,  PontiJian,  would  be  free  from  thine,     Wright 

Ton  ask  me  why  I  hare  no  verses  sent  P 

For  fear  yon  should  return  the  compliment    Hay. 

IT.     TO  CABTBIGUS,  OK  OPFIAJTTXS. 

Oppianus,  haying  an  unhealthy  complexion,1  Gastricus, 
began  to  write  verses. 

To  have  some  colour  for  his  pallid  lookes, 
Oppian  begins,  forsooth,  now  to  write  bookes. 
**  OldM&lMOmt. 

t.    to  BOianAjr,  soLicrrnro  hdc  to  bitubjt. 

If;  Cieear,  yon  regard  the  wishes  of  tout  people  and 
senate,  and  the  real  happiness  of  the  inhabitants  or  Borne, 
restore  onr  deity  to  our  urgent  prayers.  Borne  is  envious  of 
the  foe  that  detains  him,  although  many  a  laurelled  letter 
reaches  her.  That  foe  beholds  the  lord  of  the  earth  nearer 
than  we;  and  with  thy  countenance,  Caxar,  the  barbarian  is 
as  much  delighted  as  awed. 

If  with  thee,  Cesar,  the  desires  take  place 
Of  people,  senate,  all  the  Soman  race, 
Thy  presence  graciously  to  them  afford, 
At  their  impatient  suit,  return  their  lord. 
Borne  her  foes  envies,  that  they  thee  detain, 
Though  many  laurels  she  thereby  doth  gain  j 
That  barbVous  nations  see  her  prince  so  near, 
Enjoy  that  face  which  they  do  so  much  fear. 

,4ms.  1696. 

TT.     TO  7AMS. 

Is  there  then  any  truth  in  the  report  that  Oscar,  quitting 
the  northern  climes,  is  at  length  preparing  to  return  to 
AnsoniaP  Certain  intelligence  is  wanting,  but  every  tongue 
repeats  this  news.  I  believe  thee,  Fame;  thou  art  wont  to 
tell  the  truth.  Letters  announcing  victory  confirm  the 
public  joy;  the  javelins  of  Mars  have  their  points  green  with 
laurel  Again,  rejoice!  Borne  proclaims  aloud  your  great 
triumphs ;  and  your  name,  Ca&sar,  even  though  it  be  against 

1  Looking  pale,  as  those  who  would  be  thought  poets  wished  to  look. 
Hor.Epist.i.19. 
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your  will,  resounds  throughout  your  city.  But  now,  that 
our  joy  may  have  greater  grounas  for  certainty,  come  your* 
self;  and  be  your. own  ineeseuger  of  your  rictory  over  the 
Sarmatiana* 

Hani!  nam  hyperborean  shores, 

Cbser  now  hit  route  explores. 

Fame,  the  harbinger  of  praise, 

Glads  the  great  Auaooian  ways. 

What  though  none  assure  the  bliss  P 

Er*ry  ?oioe  announces  this. 

Fame,  upon  thy  lips  I  dwell ; 

Truth  as  thou  art  wont  to  telL 

Victor-letters  speak  the  joy: 

Martial  weapons  quell  annoy, 

With  thaw lameTa  point  serene: 

All  is  dad,  and  all  is  green. 

Ios  bid  thy  Rome  rebound : 

Matchless  Cesar  is  the  sound. 

But,  the  buss  that  nought  gainsay, 

Bring  thytelf  the  Sarmat  bay.  Btphiniiom. 

TO.     TO  OB8JJI. 

Though  the  wintry  Northern  Bear,  the  barbarous  Fence,1 
the  Danube  warmed  by  the  trampling  of  horses'  feet,  and  the 
Bhine,  with  its  preaumptuoua  torn  already  thrice  broken, 
may  withhold  thee  from  us,  0  sovereign  ruler  of  the  earth, 
and  father  of  the  world,  whilst  thou  art  subduing  the  realms 
of  a  perfidious  race,  yet  thou  canst  not  be  absent  from  our 
prayers.  Even  there,  Cssar,  our  eyes  and  minds  are  with 
thee;  and  so  fully  dost  thou  occupy  the  thoughts  of  all,  that 
the  yery  crowd  in  the  great  Circus  know  not  whether  Fas* 
serinua  is  running  or  Tigris.* 

Mid  polar  iee  and  Peucian  snows, 

Where  with  the  hoof  hard  later  glows ; 

And  rebel  Bhine,  with  broken  horn, 

Still  bids  thee  awe,  and  still  adorn, 

The  kingdasss  of  a  faithless  race, 

That  spurn  thy  guidance  and  thy  grace; 

O  earth's  controller  nnoonfined, 

Propitious  parent  of  mankind ! 

Far  from  our  tows  thou  canst  not  be; 

Our  heads  and  hearts  are  full  of  thee. 

1  An  Mind  at  the  mouth  of  the  Danube. 
*  Naasas  of  favourite  hones. 
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Nay,  all  <mr  eyes  thou  boldest  to, 

That  not  the  Tasty  Circus  know 

What  paragons  pretend  to  shine, 

A  Tigris  or  a  Passerine.  BipMntto*, 

mi.     TO  THl  MUSES,  OK  BOXITIAir'l  BSTUBHT. 

Now,  O  Muses,  now,  if  ever,  give  vent  to  joy.  Oorgod 
is  restored  to  us  victorious  from  the  plains  of  Thrace.  Thou 
art  the  first,  0  December,  to  confirm  the  wishes  of  the 
ople ;  now  we  may  shout  with  loud  voice,  "He  is  coming.9' 
appy  art  thou,  0  December,  in  thy  lot;  thou  mightest  have 
assumed  equality  with  January,  haast  thou  given  us  the  joy 
which  he  will  give  us.  The  crowned  soldier  will  sport  in 
festal  railleries,*  as  he  walks  in  procession  amid  the  laurelled 
steeds.  It  is  not  unbecoming  even  in  thee,  0  Casar,  to 
listen  to  jests  and  trivial  verses ;  since  the  triumphal  cele- 
bration itself  gives  a  license  to  amusement. 

Now  sport,  if  e'er,  ye  Moses,  with  my  vein ! 
From  the  north  world  the  god  returns  again. 
•  December  first  brings  forth  the  people's  vote, 

*T  is  just  we  cry,  He  comes,  with  open  throat 
Blest  in  thy  chance,  from  Janus  share  the  day, 
Since  what  he  'd  give,  thou  givest  to  us,  our  joy. 
Let  the  erown'd  soldier  play  his  solemn  sport, 
While  he  attends  the  bays-invested  court; 
T  is  right,  mat  Cesar,  our  light  jokes  to  hear, 
8ince  that  thy  triumph  them  doth  love  and  bear. 

IX*     OS  CASGXLIiIUS,  JL  IJLWIJEJt  DSTCCrJEHT  TJT  YLTTE9CY. 

CasceHius  numbers  sixty  years,  and  is  a  man  of  talent, 
When  will  he  be  a  man  of  eloquence  P 

If  at  threescore  he  lawyer  do  commence  j 

Say,  at  what  age  he  'U  be  a  man  of  sense.    2£*/. 

Thy  valour,  Bounce,  imnroves  apace, 

For  one  so  past  his  prime ! 
Already  thou  It  an  army  free, — 

Thou 'It  free  a  man  in  time.       N.B.Hdbi. 

X.     TO  0LXT8,  A  8LAWDSBXB. 

ftos  has  a  Ganymede,  Pinus  is  strangely  fond  of  women  | 
what  is  it  to  you,  Olus,  what  either  of  them  does  with  bin* 

1  Se»B.LEp.v. 
x2 
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self?  Matho  pays  a  hundred  thousand  sesterces  to  a  mistress: 
what  is  it  to  you,  Olus  P  It  is  not  yon,  but  Matho,  who 
will  thus  be  reduced  to  poverty.  Sertoriua  aits  at  table  till 
daylight :  what  is  it  to  you,  Olua,  when  you  are  at  liberty  to 
snore  all  night  long  P  Lupus  owes  Titus  seven  hundred 
thousand  sesteroes :  what  is  it  to  you,  Olus  P  Do  not  give  or 
lend  Lupus  a  single  penny.  What  really  does  concern  you, 
Olus,  and  what  ought  more  intimately  to  concern  you,  you 
keep  out  of  sight.  You  are  in  debt  for  your  paltry  toga;  that, 
Olus,  concerns  you.  No  one  will  any  longer  give  you  a 
farthing's  credit;  that,  Olus,  concerns  you.  xour  wife  plays 
the  adulteress ;  that,  Olus,  concerns  you.  Your  daughter  is 
grown  up,  and  demands  a  dowry ;  that,  Olus,  concerns  you. 
I  could  mention  some  fifteen  other  things  that  concern 
you ;  but  your  affairs,  Olus,  concern  me  not  at  alL 

Jack  and  Tom  haunt  each  bawdy-house  in  town : 
What  's  that  to  you?  Is  not  their  skin  their  own  P 
Harry  at  vast  expense  maintains  a  whore : 
What's  that  to  you  P  T  U  Harry  will  grow  poor. 
Ned  spends  the  nights  in  gaming  and  in  riot: 
Wbat*s  that  to  you  P  Cannot  you  sleep  in  quiet  P 
Dick  owes  five  hundredpounds  unto  a  friend : 
What's  that  to  you?  Does  Dick  ask  you  to  lend  P 
Do  you  forget  what  is  your  own  affair? 
Of  what  it  more  becomes  you  to  take  care  P 
T  is  your  affair  to  pay  for  your  own  coat, 
As  *t  is,  that  none  will  trust  you  for  a  groat  j 
Tis  your  affair,  that  your  wife  goes  astray, 
As  *t  is,  your  daughter's  portion  soon  to  pay. 
Thousands  are  your  affairs,  which  I  decline 
To  name ;  for  what  you  do  is  none  of  mine.       J5ay. 

"  Will  and  Hal  love  their  bottle."  Well,  Prattle,  why  not 
Drink  as  much  as  they  can,  't  will  not  make  you  a  sot 
"  Phil's  purse  has  fined  deep  for  illicit  amours." 
Well,  Prattle,  the  damage  is  Philip's,  not  yours. 
"  Surface  revels  all  night,  and  sleeps  out  half  the  day." 
Well,  Prattle,  his  pranks  will  not  turn  your  head  grey. 
M  Charles,  ruin'd  by  gambling,  begs  alms  to  subsist'* 
Well,  Prattle,  subscribe  or  withhold,  as  you  list 
Be  less  busy,  good  Prattle,  with  others'  affairs : 
Keep  an  eye  to  concerns  of  your  own,  and  not  theirs 
You  Ve  in  risk  of  arrest,  Prattle ;  that 's  your  concern : 
None  will  lend  you  a  doit,  and  you  've  no  means  to  < 
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Your  wife  '•  ever  drank,  Prattle,  that  eoneerna  too. 
Mitt  Prattle,  your  daughter  fa  with  child, — and  that  too 
I  eould  preach  thus  a  week,  did  my  taste  ao  incline ; 
But,  Prattle,  your  scrapes  are  no  business  of  mine. 

N.B.HMmL 

XI.     TO  AJTLVB  PUDHW8. 

Ton  urge  me,  Pudens,  to  correct  my  books  for  yon,  with 
my  own  hand  and  pen.  Yon  are  far  too  partial,  and  too 
kind,  thus  to  wish  to  possess  my  trifles  in  autograph. 

Trifles  would  my  Pudens  scan, 

Winnow'd  by  the  author's  fan  P 

Oh !  how  keen  will  friendship  sift, 

Such  originals  her  drift !  Elptonsiom. 

in.    to  lAUSTnrus. 

So  may  the  lord  of  the  world,  Faustinas,  read  me  with 
serene  countenance,  and  receive  my  jests  with  his  wonted 
attention,  as  my  page  injures  not  even  those  whom  it  justly 
hates,  and  as  no  portion  of  reputation,  obtained  at  the  ex- 
pense of  another,  ia  pleasing  in  my  eyes.  To  what  purpose 
ia  it  that  certain  versifiers  wish  publications  which  are  but 
darts  dipped  in  the  blood  of  Lycambes l  to  be  deemed  mine, 
and  that  they  vomit  forth  the  poison  of  vipers  under  my 
name  P — versifiers,  who  cannot  endure  the  rays  of  the  sun  and 
the  light  of  day  P  My  sport  is  harmless ;  you  know  this 
well ;  I  swear  it  fry  the  genius  of  all-powerful  Fame,  and  by 
the  Gastalian  choir,  as  well  as  by  the  attention  you  grant 
me,  reader,  who,  if  you  are  free  from  the  unmanly  passion  of 
envy,  are  to  me  as  a  great  deity. 

May  Gsasar  still  with  the  same  gracious  ear, 
Ana  serene  brow,  my  sportive  verses  hear, 
As  they  wrong  none,  not  those  I  justly  hate  j 
As  fame  I  love  not  at  the  odious  rate 
Of  others9  blushes.  But  what  does 't  avail  P 
If  in  blood-fetching  lines  others  do  rail, 
And  vomit  vip'rous  poison  in  my  name ; 
8uch  as  the  sun,  themselves,  to  own,  do  shame  P 
Who  know  me,  know  my  verses  harmless  are : 
And  by  the  Muses'  sacred  choir  I  swear, 

Who  was  driven  to  commit  suicide  by  the  satire  of  Archflochna,  is 
he  had  first  engaged,  and  then  refused,  his  daughter. 
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By  Hi*  genius  of  my  prevailing  fame, 

By  thy  ears,  candid  reader,  and  thy  name 

Which  hold  the  place  of  deities  to  me, 

From  aA  malignant  envy  I  am  free.  Jmo*.169&. 

Xm.     OK  LYCOBI8.* 

Lycoris  the  brunette,  haying  heard  that  the  ivory  of  an 
antiquated  tooth  recovered  its  whiteness  by  the  action  of  the 
pun  at  Tivoli,  betook  herself  to  its  hills,  sacred  to  Hercules. 
Ho w  great  is  the  efficacy  of  the  air  of  the  lofty  Tivoli!  In  a 
short  time  she  returned  black. 

That  an  elephant's  fang,  dusk  Lycoris  had  heard, 
On  the  rfburtine  hills  eVry  sallowness  spurn'd. 
To  Alcides9  fated  heights  her  ambition  transferr'd, 
EVry  gale  blew  in  vain:  she  all  sable  return'd. 

Elpktnston. 

ITT.     TO  ATJLTTS. 

A  frightful  misfortune,  Aulua,  has  befallen  a  fair  acquaint- 
ance of  mine ;  she  has  lost  her  pet,  her  delight;  not  such  as 
Lesbia,  the  mistress  of  the  tender  Catullus,  bewailed,  when  she 
was  bereaved  of  her  amorous  sparrow;  nor  such  as  the  dove, 
sung  by  my  friend  Stella,  which  Ianthis  lamented,  and  whose 
dark  shade  now  flits  in  elysium.  My  fair  one  is  not  capti- 
vated by  trifles,  or  objects  of  affection  such  as  those ;  nor  do 
such  losses  affect  the  heart  of  my  mistress.  She  has  lost 
a  young  friend  numbering  twice  six  years,  whose  powers  had 
not  yet  reached  maturity. 

What  dire  disaster  gave,  alas !  the  knell 

To  Delia's  joy,  I  will  my  Aulas  telL 

Her  playmate,  and  her  darling,  has  she  lost. 

Far  other  corse  the  lambent  Lesbia  cross'd, 

When  of  her  charmer's  killing  rogueries  reft, 

Which  just  Catullus  has  immortal  left. 

Other  my  Stella  sang  Ianthis9  sighs, 

For  the  dear  dove  that  in  Elysium  flies. 

My  minion  ne'er  was  smit  with  shafts  so  mean: 

No  trivial  losses  could  dismay  my  queen. 

Him,  who  told  years  twice  ten,  does  Delia  mourn, 

Whose  down  was  never  mowM,  or  youthful  honours  shorn. 

JBIphinston. 


XT.     TO  ABGYKinrS. 


1 


What  boy  is  this  that  retreats  from  the  sparkling  waters  of 
1  8eeB.rr.Kp.  62.  »  Compare  Ep.  50. 
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Itnth^  and  flees  from  the  Naiad  their  inifltressP  IsitHylaaP 
Weil  is  it  that  Hercules  is  honoured  in  this  wood,  and  that 
he  so  closely  watches  these  waters.  Thou  mayst  minister 
at  these  fountains,  Argynnus,  in  security ;  the  Nymphs  will 
do  thee  no  harm ;  beware  lest  the  guardian  himself  should 
wish  to  do  so. 

What  boy  decline  Ianthii9  waves  I  tee, 

And  court  tb«  Naiad-queen  P  aHylasheP 

Hail,  happy  grove,  that  own'st  Tirynthian  care ! 

Hail,  loving  waters,  that  such  guardian  share ! 

Safe  from  the  nymphs,  the  fount,  Argynnus,  tend : 

Nor  aught,  but  from  the  patron,  apprehend.     Elphinttoru 

XTX     TO  BEOULUS. 

I  hate  not  a  farthing  in  the  house ;  one  thing  only  re- 
mains for  me  to  do,  Begulus,  and  that  is,  to  sell  the  presents 
which  I  have  received  from  you ;  are  you  inclined  to  buy  them  P 

I  have  no  money,  Begulus,  at  home, 

Only  thy  gifts  to  sell:  wilt  thou  buy  someP     Fletcher. 

XVTL     TO  THX  LEBBABY  OF  JULIUS  1LUITIAXI8. 

Library  of  a  charming  country  retreat,  whence  the  reader 
can  see  the  neighbouring  town,  if,  amid  more  serious  poems, 
there  be  any  room  for  the  sportive  Thalia,  you  may  place 
the"        -    -  --  -  -       - 


even  upon  the  lowest  shelf  these  seven  books  which  I  send 
you  corrected  by  the  pen  of  their  author.  This  correction 
gives  them  their  value.  And  do  thou,  0  library  of  Julius  Mar- 
tialis,  to  which  I  dedicate1  this  little  present,  thou  that  wilt 
be  celebrated  and  renowned  over  the  whole  globe,  guard  this 
earnest  of  my  affection ! 

Thou  lovely  country  library, 

Whence  thy  lord  views  the  city  nigh, 

lit  'mongst  his  serious  studys,  place 

My  wanton  muse  may  find,  and  grace, 

To  these  aeVn  books  afford  a  rooms, 

Though  on  the  lowest  shel£  which  come 

Corrected  by  their  authour*s  penn : 

For  those  blotto'  sake  esteeme  them  then. 

And  thou,  whose  worth  the  world  shall  note, 

This  little  gift,  which  I  devote 

1  The  common  reading  Micata  is  followed  hers,  instead  of  dsifest* 
which  Schneidewin  adopts. 
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To  thee,  preserve—pledge  of  the  dears 

Friendship  I  to  my  Juh^  beare.  Old  MS.  16U  Qmi 

TTm.     TO   QALUL. 

Cum  tibi  sit  fades,  de  qua  nee  foBmina  possit 

Dicere ;  com  corpus  nulla  litura  notet : 
Cur  te  tarn  rarus  cupiat,  repetatque  fututor, 

MirarisP  yitium  est  non  leve,  Galla,  tibi. 
Accessi  quoties  ad  opus,  mistisque  movemur 

Inguinibua :  cunnus  non  tacet,  ipsa  taces. 
Dl  faeerent  ut  tu  loquereris,  et  ipBe  taceret. 

Offendor  cunni  garrulitate  tui. 
Federe  te  mallem :  namque  hoc  nee  inutile  dicit 

Symmachus,  et  risum  res  movet  ista  simul. 
Quis  ridere  potest  fatui  poppysmata  cunni  P 

Gum  sonat  hie,  cui  non  mentula  mensque  cadit  P 
Die  aliquid  saltern,  clamosoque  obstrepe  cunno : 

St  si  adeo  muta  es,  diace  Tel  inde  loquL 

Agendo  ta  mi  Tolto,  del  quale  ne  par  una  donna  pud  dime  oontro 
e  neasun  dSffetto  mareando  il  tuo  corpo :  ti  meravigl}  perche  si  di 
raro  un*  adultero  ti  brand,  e  ti  rioerchi:  tu,  o  Galla,  hai  un  diffetto 
che  non  &  lieve.  Ojpi  volta  che  venni  teoo  alle  preee,  e  nei  mia- 
chiati  piaeeri  8*aggitiamo  coi  lumbi,  tu  tad,  e  1  too  o — no  chiassa. 
Voleasero  i  Dei  cue  tu  parlaaai  ed  esao  taoease :  io  aono  nauaeato 
dalla  chiaochiera  del  too  o-^-no :  amerd  meglio  che  tu  petaasi :  im- 
perocche  Simaco  dice  che  dd  d  giovevole,  e  nd  tempo  stesso  muove 
u  riso.  Chi  pud  ridere  ai  poppiami  d'un  fattao  o — no  P  quando 
costui  romba,  a  chi  non  caaca  la  mente,  e  la  mentola  P  di  almeilo 
qualche  coaa,  o  terra  il  susurroso  too  c— no :  e  ae  non  ad  aftatto 
mutola,  impara  indi  a  parlare.  GragUa. 

TEL.    OV  A  7RA.OHBHT  OP  TH9  SHIP  ABOO. 

This  fragment,  which  you  think  a  common  and  useless  piece 
of  wood,  was  a  portion  of  the  first  ship  that  ventured  on  un- 
known seas,  a  ship  which  neither  the  Cyanean  rocks,  so  fer- 
tile in  shipwrecks,  nor  the  still  more  dangerous  rage  of  the 
Scythian  ocean,  could  formerly  destroy.  Time  has  overcome 
it;  but,  though  it  has  yielded  to  years,  this  little  plank  is 
more  sacred  than  an  entire  ship. 

This  piece  thou  seeaH  of  rotten,  useless  wood, 
Was  the  first  ship  that  ever  ploughed  the  flood  i 
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Which  not  the  billows  of  Cyanean  teas 
Of  old  could  wreck,  or  Scythian  worse  than  these. 
Age  conquer'd  it ;  but  in  time's  golf  thus  drown'd, 
One  plank 's  more  sacred  than  the  vessel  sound. 

1605. 


XX.     OV  SAVTBA. 

If  o  one  is  more  pitiable,  no  one  more  gluttonous,  than 
8antra,  when  he  is  invited  and  hurries  off  to  a  regular  supper, 
to  which  he  has  fished  for  an  invitation  many  days  and 
nights:  he  asks  three  tunes  for  boar's  neck,  four  times  for 
the  loin,  and  for  the  two  hips  and  both  shoulders  of  a  hare 
nor  does  he  blush  at  lying  for  a  thrush,  or  niching  even  the 
livid  beards  of  oysters.  Sweet  cheese-cakes  stain  his 
dirty  napkin ;  in  which  also  potted  grapes  are  wrapped,  with 
a  few  pomegranates,  the  unsightly  skin  of  an  excavated 
sow's  udder,  moist  figB,  and  shrivelled  mushrooms.  And 
when,  the  napkin  is  bursting  with  a  thousand  thefts,  ho 
hides  in  the  reeking  fold  of  his  dress  gnawed  fish-bones,  and 
a  turtle-dove  deprived  of  its  head.  He  thinks  it  not  disgrace- 
ful, too,  to  gather  ur>  with  greedy  hand  whatever  the  waiter 
and  the  dogs  have  left.  N  or  does  solid  booty  alone  satisfy 
his  gluttony ;  at  his  feet  he  fills  a  flagon  with  mingled 
wines.  These  things  he  carries  home  with  him,  up  some  two 
hundred  steps;  and  locks  himself  carefully  in  his  garret 
and  bars  it;  and  the  next  day  the  rapacious  fellow  sells 
them. 

When  Sanctra  long  had  rioted  in  dreams, 

And  fed  his  waking  mind  with  future  steams; 

To  the  still  panted,  pray'd,  pursued  repast, 

Him  the  dear  invitation  bless'd  at  last 

But  oh !  poor  Sanctra,  wast  thou  bless'd  or  cursed, 

When  on  the  gorgeous  board  thine  eyeballs  burst  P 

The  kernels  of  the  boar  he  thrice  demands: 
The  loin  he  four  times  hints  he  understands. 
To  the  hare's  either  hip  his  spirit  springs : 
And  flutters  now  to  fly  on  both  the  wings. 
His  soul  he  perjures  for  a  glorious  thrush: 
He  beards  the  oysters,  but  he  will  not  crush. 
With  comfits  next  behold  his  napkin  graced : 
In  the  same  hoard  the  potted  grapes  are  placed. 
Here  a  few  grains  of  Punic  apples  lie ; 
And  there  a  skin,  just  scoop'd  from  out  a  sty. 
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Nor  it  the  blear-eyed  fig  herself  forgot  j 
Nor  here  forgets  the  mushroom  mssn'd  to  rot 
When  the  rack'd  cloth,  by  many  a  hundred  rents, 
Bewrays  a  thousand  thefts,  a  thousand  scents ; 
The  half-gnaw'd  bones  he  fosters  in  his  breast, 
Where  not  the  headless  dove  disdains  to  rest. 
Nor  does  his  dextrous  hand  abhor  the  theft 
Of  the  last  offals  that  the  dogs  hare  left 

But  lo!  he  fills,  sufficed  not  thus  to  eat, 
With  mingled  wine  the  flagon  at  his  feet. 
When  all  ten-score  of  stairs  he  home  has  raised, 
And  eVry  pow*r,  that  lent  him  powV,  has  praised, 
His  treasure  he  unlocks;  and,  strange  to  tell ! 
Next  morn  he  condescends— the  whole  to  selL     EtphmtUm* 

XXL     02T  TH1  JjnflYEBSABT  OF  THE  BIBTH-DAT  OF 
LTTOAK. 

This  is  the  day  which,  witness  of  an  illustrious  birth, 
save  Lucan  to  the  people  and  to  thee,  Polla.1  Alas,  cruel 
Nero,  more  detested  on  account  of  no  one  of  your  victims  than 
this,  such  a  crime  at  least  should  not  have  been  permitted 
you. 

This  is  that  day,  Folia,  to  thee  brought  forth 
Lucan,  and  to  the  world;  that  man  of  worth. 
Ah,  cruel  Nero !  ne'er  more  loath'd  than  now, 
This  met  at  least  heavV  should  not  thee  allow. 

Old  M&1M  Cent. 

XTTT.     OK  THE   SAME. 

The  day  returns,  memorable  for  the  illustrious  birth  of  a 
bard  inspired  by  Apollo ;  Aonian  virgins,  be  propitious  to  our 
sacrifices.  Bffltis,  when  she  gave  thee,  Lucan,  to  the  earth, 
deserved  that  her  waters  should  be  mingled  with  those  of 
Castalia. 

Apollo's  bard  exalts  to-day : 

Aonian  choir,  attune  the  lay. 

When  bounteous  Batis  Lucan  gave, 

He  blended  with  Castalia's  wave.       JSjpkmtUm. 

TTITT.     TO  APOLLO,  02T  THE  BAKE. 

Pbrebus,  come  great  as  thou   wast  when  thoujravest 
1  The  wife  of  Lucan. 
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the  second  quill  of  the  Latin  lyre  to  the  singer  of  wan. 
What  can  I  pray  for  worthy  of  so  glorious  a  day  f  That  thou, 
Polla,  mayst  often  venerate  the  shade  of  thy  husband,  and 
that  he  may  be  sensible  of  thy  veneration* 

Come,  Fho bus,  great  at  when  the  warlike  swain 
Thou  lenf  rt  the  second  bow  to  sweep  the  lyre. 

What  moos  tow  can  for  this  morn  remain? 
Oft,  Polla,  hail  thy  lord  j  and  may  he  fed  thy  fire. 

HIT.     OJf  A.  SLAJTOIBBB. 

Perfidious  tongue,  that  wouldst  embroil  me  with  my  dear 
friend  Juvenal,  what  wilt  thou  not  have  the  audacity  to  say  P 
With  thee  to  coin  scandalous  stories,  Orestes  would  have 
hated  Py lades;  the  affectionate  Pirithous  would  have 
shunned  Theseus.  Thou  wouldst  have  parted  .the  Sicilian 
brothers,  and  the  Atricto,  still  greater  names,  and  the  sons 
of  Leda.  This  I  imprecate  upon  thee,  0  tongue,  as  a  just  re* 
ward  for  thy.  doings  and  thy  audacious  attempts,  that  thou 
mayst  continue  to  do  what  I  believe  thou  dost  already.1 

Perfidious  tongue,  that  wouldst  embroil 

My  Juvenal  and  me ! 
What  faith  so  pure  to  stand  the  soil 

Of  venom  shed  by  thee  P 

At  thy  surmise,  his  Pylades 

Orestes  soon  would  hate ; 
For  Theseus  would,  by  slow  degrees, 

Pirithous*  love  abate. 

Sicilian  brothers  thou  'dst  divide, 

Or  Atrean,  greater  name : 
To  LedVs  twins 't  would  be  thy  pride 

To  give  a  novel  flame. 


For  deeds  so  done,  and  so  designed, 

I  pray,  with  humble  trust, 
That  all  the  tongues  of  all  mankind 


>  tongues  < 
To  thee  be  ever  just  Elphmstom. 

XXV.    TO  A  BAD  EPIGHAMXATIST. 

Although  the  epigrams  which  you  write  are  always  sweet 

i  Lucas,  whom  Martial  ranks  next  to  Virgil. 

*  Haweat  jnguinibus  potiua  tarn  noxia  lingua.    B.  ii.  Bp.  61 
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ness  itself  and  more  spotless  than  a  whiteleaded  skin,  and 
although  there  is  in  them  neither  an  atom  of  salt,  nor  a  drop 
of  bitter  gall,  jest  you  expect,  foolish  man,  that  they  will  hie 
read.  Why,  not  even  food  itself  is  pleasant,  if  it  be  wholly 
destitute  of  acid  seasoning;  nor  is  a  face  pleasing,  which 
shows  no  dimples.  Give  children  your  honey-apples  and 
luscious  figs;  the  Chianfig,  which  has  sharpness,  pleases  my 
taste. 

Sines  all  your  lines  are  only  sweet  and  fine. 

As  k  the  skinn  which  with  white  wash  doth  shine, 

Butt  nott  a  come  of  salt,  or  dropp  of  gall, 

In  them  j  yett,  foole,  thou  'dst  have  me  reade  them  alL 

Meats  has  no  gust  without  sharpe  sawoe ;  no  face 

Without  a  smiling  dimple  has  a  grace : 

For  children  sweete  insipid  fruits  are  best; 

The  qmckand  poynant  only  me  can  feast 

OldMS.WhCemt. 

In  all  the  epigrams  you  write  we  trace 

The  sweetness  and  the  candour  of  your  face. 

Think  you,  a  reader  will  for  verses  call, 

'Without  one  pain  of  salt,  or  drop  of  gall  P 

T  is  vinegar  gives  relish  to  our  food : 

A  face  that  cannot  smile  is  never  good. 

Smooth  tales,  like  sweetmeats,  are  for  children  fit: 

High-season'd,  like  my  dishes,  be  my  wit  2Zdy* 

ZXVT.     TO  HIS  BOJJEOXS.1 

Go,  my  Seasons,  and  pay  your  respects  to  Apollinaris; 
and,  if  he  be  disengaged  (for  you  must  not  importune  hinri, 
present  him  with  this  collection,  whatever  may  be  its  wortn, 
a  collection  in  which  he  himself  has  a  share.1  May  his  re- 
fined ear  grant  my  verses  an  audience.  If  you  find  your- 
selves welcomed  with  open  brow,  you  will  ask  him  to  support 
you  with  his  usual  favour.  You  know  his  passionate  liking  for 
mv  trifles;  not  even  I  mvBelf  could  love  them  more.  If  you 
wish  to  be  safe  against  detractors,  go,  my  Seasons,  and  pay 
your  respects  to  Apollinaris. 

Season,  to  my  Apollinaris  come ; 

If  hee's  not  busy  (be  not  troublesome), 

These  frolic  lines,  wherein  himself  much  shares. 

Offer  f  th'  judgment  of  his  critiok  ears. 

1  A  sett  of  Iambic  verse.     *  By  having  corrected  some  of  the  pieces. 
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If  he  receive  thee  not  with  a  half-looke, 

With  hit  known  favour  pray  him  owne  my  books* 

Thou  know*st  how  much  my  triflei  he  does  love ; 

I  cannot  eVn  myself  them  more  approve. 

If  thou  malignant  oensorers  wouldst  shunn, 

Scaion,  tomyApoUinaritnmiL         OldMSLWkOmL 

XXVUL     O Jf  A  WTXD-BOAB. 

A  wild  boar,  a  devourer  of  Tuscan  acorns,  and  heavy  vnth 
the  fruit  of  many  an  oak,  second  in  fame  only  to  the  monster 
of  jEtolia,  a  boar  which  my  friend  Dexter  pierced  with  glitter- 
ing spear,  lies  an  envied  prey  for  my  kitchen  fire.  Let  my 
Penates  fatten  and  exude  with  the  pleasing  steam,  and  my 
kitchen,  festally  adorned,  blase  with  a  whole  mountain 
of  felled  wood.  But,  ah!  my  cook  will  consume  a  vast 
heap  of  pepper,  and  will  have  to  add  Falernian  wine  to  the 
mysterious  sauce.  No;  return  to  your  master,  ruinous 
wild-boar:  my  kitchen  fire  is  not  for  such  as  you;  I  hunger 
for  less  costly  delicacies. 

Surely,  Sir  John,  you  must  have  been  in  liquor, 

To  send  a  buck  unto  a  oountry  vicar: 

The  fattest,  too,  that  you  have  shot  this  season. 

It  crowds  my  kitchen  up  beyond  all  reason. 

To  dress  it,  I  should  build  my  chimney  new : 

Without  a  cook,  should  borrow  one  of  you. 

It  would  consume  almost  a  cord  of  wood : 

Much  wine  and  spice,  to  make  the  pasty  good* 

If  I  invite  my  parish ;  without  doubt, 

They  would  confound  a  hogshead  of  my  stout 

Then  take  it  back ;  for  here  it  can't  be  drest : 

And  it  is  Ember-week*— to  fart  is  best  Hag. 

XXV  ill.    TO  FU8CU8,  OS  SXHUIHO  HDC  HIS  SPIGBAKB. 

80  may  your  grove  at  Tivoli,  consecrated  to  Diana,  grow 
unceasingly,  and  your  wood,  though  often  cut,  hasten  to  recruit 
itself;  so  may  not  your  olives,  fruit  of  Pallas,  be  excelled 
by  the  presses  of  Spain ;  so  may  your  vast  wine-coolers  sup- 
ply you  with  good  wine;  so  may  the  courts  of  law  admire  and 
the  palace  praise  you,  and  many  a  palm  decorate  your  fold- 
ing doors,1  as,  while  the  middle  of  December  affords  you  a 

1  P*  Sm  were  affixed  to  the  doors  of  eminent  advocates  who  had  gained 
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short  vacation,  you  correct  with  unerring  judgment  these 
trifles  which  you  are  now  reading.  "  Do  you  wish  to  hear 
the  truth  P — it  is  a  trying  task."  But  you  can  say,  Fuscus, 
what  you  would  wish  to  be  said  to  yourself. 

Boon  may  your  new-cut  ooppices  revive, 

And  your  new-planted  grove  and  garden  thrive  j 

liar  laughing  Ceres  dance  around  your  fields, 

Ana  your  press  flow  with  gifts  Pomona  yields  j 

Mar  you  a  fee  receive  in  every  cause, 

And  nail  and  houses  hear  you  with  applause ; 

If;  in  the  time  the  long  vacations  lend, 

Ton  read  my  jokes,  and  censure  as  a  friend. 

I  want  the  truth,  still  backward  to  appear: 

TeU  me,  what  you  yourself  would  freely  hear.     Hey. 

XJ3X.    TO  THX8TTLUB,  THE  POST  YICTOB'S  BOX. 

Thestylns,  sweet  torment  of  Victor  Voconiua,  thou  than 
whom  no  youth  is  better  known  in  the  whole  city,  so  mayst 
thou  still,  though  thy  longhair  has  been  cot,  retain  thy  beauty 
and  the  affection  of  thy  master,  and  so  may  no  maiden  find 
favour  in  the  eyes  of  thy  poet-lord,  as  thou  now  layest  aside 
for  a  while  his  learned  compositions,  whilst  I  read  to  him  a 
few  humble  verses.  Even  by  Maecenas  while  Virgil  Bang  of 
his  Alexis,  the  brown  Metanis  of  Maraus  was  not  disregarded. 

O  thou,  Vooonius*  painful  joy, 

Tnou  o'er  the  globe  renowned  boy ! 

80  be  thou  still  thy  Victor's  pride, 

E'en  when  thou  lay'st  thy  looks  aside ; 

Nor  ministration  of  the  fair 

With  thy  complaisance  tempt  compare : 

Such,  Thestyl,  be  thy  just  reward ; 

As  thou  the  labours  of  thy  lord 

Shalt  slily  set  one  moment  by, 

While  in  his  ear  some  strains  I  try. 

Though  Maro,  with  Alexis  smooth, 

Knew  well  his  patron's  soul  to  soothe ; 

Ifooenas  could  a  Marsus  own, 

Nor  dusk  Melnnis  held  unknown*       ElpkitmtM. 

XXX.  TO  CJ3LIA. 

Ton  grant  your  favours,  Cffllia,  to  Parthians,  to  Germans, 
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to  Dadans;  and  despise  not  the  homage  of  CQtoiana  and 
Cappadociana.  To  you  journeys  the  Egyptian  gallant  from 
the  city  of  Alexandria,  and  the  swarthy  Indian  from  the 
waters  of  the  Eastern  Ocean ;  nor  do  yon  shun  the  embraces 
of  circumcised  Jews ;  nor  does  the  Alan,  on  his  Sarmatio  steed, 
pass  by  yon.  How  comes  it  that,  though  a  Soman  girl, 
no  attention  on  the  part  of  a  Eoman  citizen  is  agreeable 
to  you? 

For  Parthians,  Germans,  thou  thy  nets  wilt  spread} 

Wilt  Cappadodan  or  Cilician  wed  j 

From  Memphis  comes  a  whipster  unto  thee, 

And  a  black  Indian  from  the  Bed  Sea ; 

Nor  dost  thou  fly  the  circumcised  Jew, 

Nor  can  the  Muscovite  once  pass  by  you ; 

'Why  being  a  Roman  last  dost  do  thus?  tell, 

1st  'cause  no  Roman  knack  can  please  so  well?     IkUHm. 

TTTT.      TO  BBGUXUS,  OJf  SnTOBrO   HTJC  BOUGHT  FBI8X9TS. 

These  shrill- voiced  denizens  of  the  hen-coop,  these  eggs  of 
the  matron  hens,  these  Ghian  figs  made  yellow  by  a  moderate 
heat,  this  young  offspring  of  a  plaintive  she-goat,  these 
olives  yet  too  trader  to  bear  the  cold,  and  these  vegetables 
hoary  with  the  cold  frosts,  do  you  imagine  that  they  are  sent 
from  my  country-house?  Oh,  how  intentionally  yon  mis- 
take, Begulus !  my  fields  bear  nothing  but  myself.  What- 
ever your  Umbrian  bailiff  or  husbandman,  or  the  Etruscan,  or 
the  people  at  Tusculum,  or  your  country-house  three  miles 
from  Rome,  send  to  you,  is  all  produced  forme  in  the  middle 
of  the  Suburra. 

If  I  by  chance  a  pullet  have  with  egg, 

Of  Christmas-lamb  if  I  produce  a  leg, 

With  winter  pease  or  'sparagua  I  treat, 

You  think  them  sent  me  from  my  country-seat 

But  you  're  deceived  j  for  you  must  understand, 

I  am  my  only  stock  unon  my  land* 

What  Dorking  sends,  m  T.eadenhaH  I  found} 

In  Govent-garden  more  than  Chelsea  ground.       H*j. 

mil,     to  uncus,  cohmbkdtjto  his  xziboisb  nr  thi 

BAG*. 

O  Atticus,  who  revivest  the  fame  of  a  family  renowned  for 
eloquence,  and  snfferest  not  a  mighty  house  to  fall  into  ob- 
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liviou,  thou  art  accompanied  by  the  pious  votaries  of  the 
Cecropian  Minerva,  thou  art  pleased  with  calm  retirement, 
and  belofed  by  every  philosopher,  whilst  other  young  men 
are  instructed  in  boxing  by  a  pugilist  at  the  expense  of 
wounded  ears,  and  the  greasy  anointer  carries  off  tneir  mo* 
ney,  which  he  little  deserves.  No  ball,  no  bladder,  no  feather- 
Btufied  plaything  prepares  thee  for  the  warm  baths,  nor  the 
harmless  blows  dealt  upon  the  defenceless  wooden  image.1 
Neither  dost  thou  square  thy  arms  drenched  in  stiff  wrest- 
ler's oil;  nor  seise  at  full  speed  the  dusty  hand-balL  Thou 
only  runnest  near  the  glistening  Virgin  water,1  and  where 
the  bull  shows  his  affection  for  the  Sidonian  maiden.*  For 
a  young  man  who  can  run,  to  indulge  in  the  various  sports 
that  every  arena  presents,  is  mere  idleness. 

O  Atticus !  who  dost  thy  name  attest. 

Nor  lett'st  thy  mighty  house  in  rilenoe  rest! 

Thee  the  Cecropian  train  must  still  pursue : 

Bland  wisdom  love  thee,  and  indulgence  woo : 

While  the  rough  rector  batters  either  ear, 

Of  thine  each  brave,  and  each  beloved  compeer; 

Whom  the  mean  dauber  lubricates  to  learn, 

And  riches  ravishes  he  ne'er  could  earn. 

Thee  neither  ball  nor  post  for  bath  prepares, 

Nor  the  aott  liniment  zor  bruising  bares. 

But  to  the  virgin-stream  wilt  thou  retire, 

Or,  where  the  bull  confess'd  Sidonian  tire. 

Of  all  the  sports,  whatever  the  ground  or  growth, 

To  play,  when  thou  canst  run,  is  very  sloth.     Eipkinrtom. 

mill.    TO  CDOf A* 

When  your  toga,  Cinna,  is  dirtier  than  mud,  and  vour  sjioe 
whiter  than  the  new-born  snow,  why,  foolish  man,  do  you  let 
your  garment  hang  down  over  your  feet  P  Gather  up  your 
toga,  Cinna ;  or  your  shoe  will  be  quite  spoilt. 

When  in  a  sordid  gown  thou  lov'st  to  go, 
But  shoes  as  white  as  the  new-fallen  snow. 
Why  'bout  thy  feet  thy  gown  to  wear  dost  use  P 
Fool,  tuck  it  up,  or  it  will  foul  thy  shoes.    Ano%.  1095. 

1  £tyMt,asort  of  block  or  post,  perhaps  formed  into  the  shape  of  a  man 
tt  which  the  young  men  exercised  themselTes  as  against  an  tdrenary. 
•  See  B.  v.  Ep.  20.  *  In  the  Portico  of  Europa,  ibid. 
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H1IV.     TO  BBT1BTT8,  OK  CHABDnTB*    BX01LLXHT  BATHS. 

Do  you  ask,  Severn*,  how  it  could  come  to  pass  that  Cha- 
iinufl,  the  very  worst  of  men,  has  done  one  thing  well?  I  will 
tell  you  at  once.  Who  was  ever  worse  than  NeroP  Yet 
what  can  be  better  than  Nero's  warm  baths  P  But  hark,  there  is 
not  wanting  some  ill-natured  individual  to  say,  immediately, 
in  a  sour  tone, "  What,  do  you  prefer  the  baths  of  Nero  to 
the  munificent  structures  01  Domitian,  our  lord  and  master  P  " 
I  prefer  the  warm  baths  of  Nero  to  the  baths  of  the  debauch- 
ed Gharinus. 

It  passes  my  Severus*  ken, 

How  Charin,  vilest  much  of  men, 

Should  e'er  to  praise  or  profit  bring 

The  greatest  or  the  smallest  thing. 

What's  worse  than  Nero  P  brief  my  terms. 

Or  better  what  than  Nero's  therms  P 

Lo!  sudden  one  of  malice' tribe 

Croaks  from  his  putrid  mouth  his  gibe, 

Preferr'st  the  bath  of  an  abhorrM, 

To  all  the  bounties  of  our  lordP 

I  do  prefer,  and  nothing  fights, 

A  Nero's  to  a  catamite's.  Elpkintto*. 

XXXT.     TO  LAOAJnUL. 

Inguina  succinctus  nigra  tibi  semis  aluta 

Stat,  quoties  calidis  tota  foveris  aquis. 
Sed  meus,  ut  de  me  taceam,  Lecania,  servus, 

Judamm  nulla  sub  cute  pondus  habet. 
Sed  nudi  tecum  juvenesque  senesque  lavantur, 

An  sola  est  servi  mentula  vera  tui  P 
Ecquid  foBmineos  sequeris,  matrona,  recessus  P 

Secretusque  tua,  cunne,  lavaris,  aqua  P 

Un  servo,  ebto  le  pudenda  con  un  nero  cuojo,  attende  a  te  ogni 
volta  che  tutta  f  immerffi  nelle  ealde  aoque.  Ma  il  mio  servo,  sensa 
oarlare  di  me,  ha  il  giudaieo  peso  sotto  verun  cuojo.  Ma  e  i  gio* 
vani,  e  i  veoohi  si  lavano  nudi  teoo,  forse  che  la  mentola  del  too 
servo  e"  solamente  la  vera  P  A  che,  o  matrona,  siegui  tu  i  feminei 
reoessi  P    O  o— no,  u*  lavi  tu  di  nascosto  nella  tua  acqua  P 

OraglicL 

2XIVJL.     TO  STILL*. 

When  my  crazy  farm-house,  unable  to  resist  the  rain  and 
dropping  skies,  was  inundated  by  the  winter  floods,  there 
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came  to  me,  Bent  by  your  kindness,  a  supply  of  tiles,  suffi- 
cient for  a  defence  against  any  sudden  shower.  Hark  (  in* 
clement  December  is  roaring  with  the  blast  of  Boreas ;  Stella, 
you  coter  the  farm-house,  and  forget  to  coyer  the  farmer.1 

When  my  erased  house  heaVn's  showVs  could  not  sustain* 
But  floated  with  Tsst  deluges  of  rain, 
Thou  shingles,  Stella,  seasonably  didst  send, 
Which  from  th'  impetuous  storms  did  me  defend : 
Now  fierce  loud-sounding  Boreas  rocks  does  cleave, 
Dost  clothe  the  farm,  and  fanner  naked  leave? 

Anon.  1695. 

XXXYTX      TO  CAATBICUS. 

Do  you  know,  Castricus,  the  qusastor's  sign  of  condemna- 
tion to  death  ?  It  is  worth  your  while  to  learn  the  new 
Thota.1  He  had  given  orders  that  every  time  he  blew  his 
nose  dropping  with  cold,  the  act  should  be  a  fetal  sign  for 
death.  One  day,  when  furious  December  was  blowing  with 
dripping  jaws,  an  unsightly  icicle  was  hanging  from  his 
odious  nose.  His  colleagues  held  his  hands.  Wnat  further 
do  you  ask  P  The  wretched  man,  Castricus,  was  not  allowed 
to  blow  his  nose. 

Dost  thou  know  the  deadly  sign, 

That  a  quiestor  could  divine? 

It  is,  Gastric,  worth  thy  while, 

Though  the  Theta  make  thee  smile. 

When  the  judge  his  nostrils  blew, 

By  the  stand  a  man  he  slew. 

In  December's  frost  and  snow, 

When  the  floods  forgot  to  flow, 

From  the  fetal  trump  depended 

Mischief,  if  not  timely  mended. 

But  his  colleagues  interpose  j 

Nor  can  Nosy  blow  his  nose.  Etpkuutm, 

XULVUl.     TO  POLYPHXHUB. 

0  Polyphemus,  slave  of  my  friend  Severus,  you  are  of  such 
a  size  sua  such  a  form  that  the  Cyclops  himself  might  wonder 
at  you.    Nor  is  Scylla*  inferior  to  you  in  these  respects. 

1  You  forget  to  send  me  a  toga. 

'  The  letter  tk*a  (bring  the  initial  letter  of  eMvoroc)  was  the  mark  of 
condemnation  to  death,  on  the  voting  tablets  among  the  Greeks. 
•  Another  slave. 
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If  vou  bring  face  to  face  the  awful  monstrosities  of  the  two, 
either  will  be  a  terror  to  the  other. 

80  hewn,  and  so  huge,  it  8evere9s  Polypheme, 

A  Cyclop  with  wonder  would  glare. 
Nor  Scylla  less  fell:  did  thty  mutually  gleam, 

The  monsters  would  mutually  •care.         Blpkmdon. 

XXXIX.     OH  CJSLIU8. 

Ct&us,  unable  any  longer  to  endure  with  patience  the  con- 
stant running  from  place  to  place,  the  morning  calls,  and  the 
pride  and  cold  salutations  of  the  great,  began  to  pretend  that 
he  had  the  gout.  But,  while  he  was  over-eager  to  prove 
his  disease  real,  and  was  plastering  and  bandaging  his  sound 
feet,  and  walking  with  laboured  step  (such  is  the  efficacy  of 
care  and  art  in  feigned  pain)  he  ceased  to  feign. 

The  many  runnings  to  and  fro,  the  paynes 
Of  morning  viritU,  waytings  on  the  braynes 
Of  the  proud  great  ones,  Caeliui  to  forbeare 
Resolves,  and  take  his  ease.    Butt  yettfbr  feare 
O*  th'  worst,  hee  suttly  feigns  to  have  the  gout  1 
Which  too  much  labouring  to  putt  out  of  doubt, 
While  he  swathes  up  and  plasters  his  sound  feet, 
And  with  much  aretfe  pretends  to  goe  or  sitt, 

So  see  how  well  the  care  and  art  may  speed 
seeming  peyn'd !)  hee 's  got  the  gout  indeed. 

OUMS.  \6ikCmU. 
His  lordship's  mornings  were  in  hurry  spent, 
What  with  a  levee,  news,  and  compliment  j 
That  his  good  lordship  was  quite  wearied  out! 
And  for  his  ease  save  out  he  had  die  gout. 
T  is  fit  a  man  of  honour  should  say  true : 
To  show  he  did,  what  did  his  lordship  do? 
His  foot,  not  founder' d,  he  in  flannels  bound ; 
Limp'd  on  a  crutch ;  nor  toueh'd  with  toe  the  ground. 
What  may  not  man  with  care  and  art  obtain ! 
By  feigning  long,  his  losdship  did  not  feign.         JSTajf. 

XL.     EPITUH  OH  THB  WAXEMR  OF  XTBV8CU8.1 

Here  lies  that  old  man,  well  known  at  the  court  of  the 
emperor,  whose  favour  and  whose  anger  he  endured  with  no 
mean  spirit    The  affection  of  his  children  has  laid  him 

»  8eaB.fr  Ep.83. 
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with  the  hallowed  ashes  of  his  consort ;  the  Elysian  grove 
holds  both.  She  died  first,  defrauded  of  her  youthful  prime. 
He  lived  nearly  eighteen  Olympiads.  But  whoever  beheld 
thy  tears,  Etruscus,  thought  that  he  had  been  snatched 
from  thee  prematurely. 

Here  lyes  that  good  old  man  in  court  well  knowne 
For 's  equall  temper  in  both  fortunes  showne. 
His  sacred  bones  here  with  his  wife's  are  mixt 
By  filiall  care ;  their  souls  in  heaVn  are  fixt 
Shee  dyed  first,  her  vouthftill  prime  much  spent ; 
Near  ninety  yeeres  the  Fates  unto  him  lent 
Tett  him  in  taste  snatch'd  hence  all  would  believe, 
Who  knew  how  much  the  world  did  for  him  greiYe. 

0ldM8.iGthGaU. 

XXI.     TO  SEMPBOimTS  TUOOA. 

Tou  think  yourself  Sempronius  Tucca,  a  cosmopolite 
Vices,  Sempronius  Tucca,  are  equally  cosmopolitan  with 
virtues. 

A  cosmopolitan  thou  wouldst  be  thought : 

But  cosmopolitans  are  good— and  nought.        Anon. 

XLH.      TO  CASTBIOTB. 

If  any  person,  Castricus,  should  wish  to  rival  you  in 
making  presents,  let  him  attempt  to  do  so  also  in  making 
verses.  I  am  but  of  small  resources  in  either  way,  and  al- 
ways ready  to  own  myself  beaten;  hence  ease  and  undis- 
turbed quiet  charm  me.  Do  tou  ask,  then,  why  I  have  offered 
you  such  bad  verses  P  I  ask  you  in  return,  do  you  imagine 
that  no  one  ever  offered  apples  to  Alcinous  ? 

If  any  in  rich  gifts  with  thee  dare  vie. 
His  skill  with  thee  in  verse,  too,  let  him  try . 
I,  poor  in  both,  prepared  am  to  yield, 
And  find  much  ease  by  quitting  of  the  field. 
Why  then  ill  verses  do  I  thee  present  ? 
Dost  think  none  e'er  Alcinous  apples  sentP 

Anon.  1695. 

ran.    to  oihwa. 

The  greatest  favour  that  you  can  do  me,  Cinna,  if  T  ask 
anything  of  you,  is  to  give  it  me;  the  next,  Cinna,  to  refuse  it 
at  once.  I  love  one  who  gives,  Cinna;  I  do  not  hate  one 
who  refuses ;  but  you,  Cinna,  neither  give,  nor  refuse. 
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Tho  kindest  thing  of  all  it  to  comply* 

The  next  kind  thing  it  quickly  to  deny 

I  love  performance;  nor  denial  hate : 

Toot  "  Shall  I,  Shall  I P  "  is  the  cursed  state.     2Z*y. 

ILTT.     TO  QUDTTirS  OYIDTXT8,  OK  THE  BUST  OF  UAXSMVB 
CJBSOVTUB. 

This,  Quintus  Ovidius,  is  your  friend  Maximus  Caeonius,1 
whose  lineaments  the  living  wax  still  preserves.  Him  Nero 
condemned ;  but  you  dared  to  condemn  Nero,  and  to  follow 
the  fortunes  of  the  exile  instead  of  your  own.  You  went 
through  the  waters  of  8cylla,  a  noble  companion  of  his  exile ; 
you  who,  but  a  little  while  before,  were  unwilling  to  go  with 
him  when  he  was  consul  If  names  that  I  commit  to  paper 
are  to  live,  and  destiny  wills  that  I  should  survive  my  tomb, 
present  and  future  generations  shall  know  that  you  were  to 
him  what  he  was  to  his  friend  Seneca.1 

See  your  great  friend  Oesonius,  who  is  cone! 

His  likeness  seems  to  animate  the  stone! 

Whom  Nero  censured,  spite  of  tyrant's  hate, 

Ton  dared  acquit,  and  dared  to  share  his  fate. 

Ton,  who  refused  a  consul  to  attend, 

Attend  through  dangerous  seas  an  exiled  friend. 

If  any  names  shall  in  my  writings  live, 

Or  if  my  own'mv  ashes  shall  survive, 

Let  it  in  every  future  age  be  said, 

His  love  to  Seneca,  that  you  repaid.        Hay. 

XXV.      TO  THl  SAME,  OV  THE  8AMX  BUST. 

This  is  that  Maximus,  the  powerful  friend  of  the  eloquent 
Seneca,  next  in  his  affection  to  Garus,  or  more  dear  to  him 
than  Serenus,  and  whom  he  salutes  with  many  a  charming 
letter.  You,  Ovidius,  in  whose  praise  no  tongue  should 
be  silent,  followed  him  through  the  Sicilian  waves,  setting 
at  nought  the  wrath  of  a  furious  tyrant.  Let  antiquity  ad- 
mire her  Pylades,  who  adhered  to  one  exiled  by  his  mother's 
fury.  Who  could  compare  the  dangers  defied  by  the  two  t 
You  adhered  to  one  exiled  by  Nero. 

Sweet-speaking  Seneca's  great  friend  (whom  hee 
More  than  Serene,  next  Garus,  loved)  here  see, 

1  Cejsouius  had  been  banished,  probably,  to  Corsica  or  Sardinia. 
*  He  had  accompanied  Seneca  m  his  exile  to  Corsica. 
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That  Maximus,  whose  frequent  happy  nil 

His  learn'd  epistles  reoommend  to  nuns. 

Him  thou,  deare  Ovid,  didst  so  highly  prise 

As  raging  Nero's  fury  to  despise, 

And  mm  through  stormy  seas  accompany; 

Which  feme  shall  speak  to  all  posterity. 

Lett  old  times  Pylades  a  wonder  make, 

Who  stuck  to  's  friend  banish'd  for 's  parents*  sake: 

Who  wiU  compare  the  dangers  of  these  two  P 

You  Nero's  banish'd  did  stick  close  unto. 

OWJtfS.  l&ACW. 

XLTI.     TO  PMSCITS. 

While  you  are  wishing  to  enhance  your  present  to  me  by 
verses,1  Prisons,  and  endeavouring  to  speak  more  eloquently 
than  the  mouth  of  Homer  ever  spoke,  you  torture  both  me  and 
yourself  for  many  days,  and  still  your  muse  says  nothing  about 
what  concerns  me.  x  ou  may  send  poetry  ana  sounding  Terse* 
to  the  rich ;  to  poor  men  give  substantial  presents. 

I  understand,  to  send  me  you  design 

A  present  of  fine  verses,  with  your  wine. 

Whv  will  you  crack  your  brain,  and  break  my  rest, 

Ana  make  of  me  your  idle  Clio's  jest  P 

Send  rhymes  to  peers;  to  poor  men  send  your  treasure: 

They  may,  I  cannot,  wait  the  Muse's  leisure.  Hay. 

XLTO.     TO  LICTKTUB  STJBA,  OK  HIB  UOOTXBT  FROM 
8I0KVXS8. 

O  Licinius  Sura,  most  celebrated  of  learned  men,  whose 
eloquence,  savouring  of  antiquity,  reminds  us  of  our  mighty 
ancestors,  you  are — (oh,  by  what  kindness  of  the  Fates  !)— 
restored  to  us ;  sent  back  after  having  almost  tasted  the  water 
of  Lethe.  Our  prayers  had  lost  their  fear;1  our  sadness 
wept  without  relief;  and  it  appeared  from  our  tears  that  you 
were  quite  lost.  But  the  ruler  of  the  silent  Avernus  feared 
our  displeasure,  and  has  himself  restored  to  the  Fates  the  dis- 
taff  already  snatched  from  their  bands.   Thus  you  know,  then, 

1  Prisons  delayed  his  presents  till  his  verses  should  be  ready  to  ac- 
company it. 

*  We  no  longer  feared  that  you  would  die,  but  considered  it  certain. 
How  these  verses  should  be  read,  it  is  impossible  to  settle  satis&ctoiOy  | 
such  is  the  variation  of  copies. 
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what  lamentations  the  false  report  of  jour  death  caused 
amongst  your  fellow-creatures,  and  70a  enjoy  what  will  be 
■aid  of  70a  by  posterity.  Live  as  though  you  were  stolen 
from  death,  and  seize  fleeting  ioys,  and  thus  70ur  recovered 
life  will  not  have  lost  a  single  day. 

0  doctor,  learn'd  as  ever  filTd  a  chair, 
Whose  doctrine's  primitive,  and  life  is  fair  j 
What  an  amazing  Providence  did  save, 
And  thus  recall  you  from  the  opening  grave ! 
We  cease  to  pray ;  despairing  we  deplore ; 
Our  tears  burst  out ;  we  cry,  "  He  is  no  more !  * 
Kind  Heaven  relented  ere  it  was  too  late, 
And  sent  an  angel  to  retard  your  fate. 
Conscious  what  sorrow  from  this  rumour  came; 
You  now  inherit  your  own  future  fame. 

Lose  not  one  day,  that  was  so  kindly  given : 
Employ  each  well,  in  gratitude  to  Heaven.         Hay, 

XLYm.    OK  AK5IU8. 

Annius  has  some  two  hundred  tables,  and  servants  for 
every  table.  Dishes  run  hither  and  thither,  and  plates  fly 
about  Such  entertainments  as  these  keep  to  yourselves,  ye 
pompous ;  I  am  ill  pleased  with  a  supper  that  walks. 

Annius  two  hundred  tables  hss,  I  think, 
And  for  those  tables  boys  to  fill  him  drink. 

The  platters  fly, 
And  chargers  run  about  most  fluently. 
Rich  men,  take  to  yourselves  these  feasts  and  stir ; 

1  care  not  for  your  walking  supper,  sir.  Fletcher. 

XLTJL     TO  8ETXBU8. 

I  send  you,  Severus,  the  small  offerings  of  my  suburban 
garden;  eggs  good  for  your  throat,  fruits  to  please  your 
palate. 

What  has  my  little  garden  for  thee  got  P 

Apples  to  please  thee  j  eggs  to  clear  thy  throat.    Arum. 

L.      TO  THI  rOUHTAUr  OF  IAKTHIS,   8TELLA.'B  MISTBS88. 

Fount  of  thy  Mistress,  queen  of  the  spot  in  which  Ianthis  de- 
lights, glory  and  delight  of  this  splendid  retreat,  when  thy 
brink  is  adorned  with  so  many  snow-white  attendants,  and 
thy  waves  reflect  a  troop  of  Ganymedes,  what  is  the  vuner* 
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ated  Alcides  doing  in  the  wood  near  theeP  Why  occupies 
the  god  a  position  bo  dose  to  thee  P  Is  it  that  he  keeps 
watch  oyer  the  amorous  nymphs,  whose  manners  he  so  well 
knows,  to  prevent  so  many  Hylases  from  being  carried  off  at 
onceP1 

Imperial  fountain,  fair  Ianthis' joy, 

Thou  purest  glory  of  th'  enchanted  spot! 
When  thy  mild  margin  beams  with  many  a  boy, 

And  thy  bright  wave  beams  back  the  beauteous  knot : 
Why  stands  Alcides  sacred  in  the  grove  P 
Why  forms  the  tutelar  so  close  a  fence  P 
Is  it  to  guard,  lest  many  a  nymph  should  rove  5 
And  ao  should  ravish  many  a  Hylas  henoe  P 

Elphtntto*. 

LI.     TO  TOBICTTS. 

If  yon  are  unwilling,  Urbicus,  to  purchase  my  trifles,  and 
yet  desire  to  have  a  knowledge  of  my  sportive  verses,  go  find 
Pompeius  Auctus.  Perhaps  you  know  him ;  he  sits  in  the 
porch  of  the  temple  of  Mars  the  Avenger.  Though  deeply 
imbued  with  law,  and  versed  in  the  various  usages  of  civil 
life,  he  is  not  only  my  reader,  Urbicus,  but  my  book 
itself.  He  so  faithfully  remembers  and  repeats  his  absent 
friend's  compositions,  that  not  a  single  letter  of  my  pages 
is  lost.  In  a  word,  if  he  had  chosen,  he  might  have  made 
himself  appear  the  author;  but  he  prefers  to  assist  in 
spreading  my  reputation.  You  may  apply  to  him  after  the 
tenth  hour  *  of  the  day,  for  before  that  time  he  will  not  be 
sufficiently  disengaged;  his  little  dinner  will  accommodate 
two.    He  will  read ;  you  may  drink ;  he  will  recite  whether 

on  like  it  ornot :  and  after  you  have  said  "Hold,  enough! " 

te  will  still  continue  to  recite. 

If  you  desire  my  sportive  books  to  know, 
Tet  care  not  for  them  money  to  bestow, 
Pompeius  Auctus  (unknown)  from  me  greet, 
In  Man  Bevenger's  temple  him  you  11  meet ; 
Skill'd  in  all  law  and  courts:  on  him  I  look, 
Not  as  my  reader,  but  my  very  book. 
By  heart  he  has  so  perfect  ev'ry  line, 
That  not  a  tittle  can  be  lost  that 's  mine. 
So  that  the  author  he  might  claim  to  be, 
Did  he  not  favour  both  my  fame  and  me. 

1  Compare  Ep.  15.  Four  in  the  afternoon. 
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Yon  may  yourself  to  him,  at  ten,  invite  | 
From  business  1m  is  never  free  till  night. 
His  little  ripper  will  admit  of  two. 
He  11  read)  to  eat,  is  all  yon  have  to  do : 
And  when  von  say,  Enough,  he  11  still  go  on  j 
Nay,  though  yon  to  tired,  he  will  not  yet  have  done. 

Anon.  1695. 
UI.     TO  POKFBIU0  JLFCTTJS. 

I  am  delighted,  Auctas,  that  you  read  my  effusions  to 
Celer ;  I  mean,  if  Geler  is  also  pleased  with  what  you  read. 
He  has  been  governor  of  my  countrymen  and  the  Celtic 
Iberians,  and  never  was  purer  integrity  seen  in  our  region. 
The  profound  reverence  I  entertain  for  him  fills  me  with 
awe ;  and  I  regard  his  ears  as  those  not  of  an  auditor,  but  of 
a  judge. 

Heading  my  books  to  Celer  pleases  me, 

If  what  thou  read'st  to  him  as  pleasing  be. 

O'er  Spain,  my  native  soil,  he  does  preside ; 

Such  justice  in  that  world  did  ne'er  reside. 

So  great  a  man  my  rev*renoe  does  excite ; 

Not  to  a  reader,  bnt  a  judge,  I  write.  Anon.  1695. 

ira.  to  mass. 
Ton  have  sent  me  as  a  present  for  the  Saturnalia,  Umber, 
everything  which  you  have  received  during  the  past  five  days ; 
twelve  note-books  of  three  tablets  each,  seven  tooth-picks ; 
together  with  which  came  a  sponge,  a  table-cloth,  a  wine- 
cup,  a  half-bushel  of  beans,  a  basket  of  Pioenian  olives,  and 
a  black  jar  of  Laletanian  wine.  There  came  also  some  small 
Syrian  figs,  some  candied  plums,  and  a  heavy  pot  of  figs 
from  Libya.  They  were  a  present  worth,  I  believe,  scarcely 
thirty  small  coins  altogether;  and  they  were  brought  by 
eight  tall  Syrian  slaves.  How  much  more  convenient  would 
it  have  been  for  one  slave  to  have  brought  me,  as  he  might 
without  trouble,  five  pounds'  weight  of  silver ! 

The  five  days'  presents  which  were  given  to  thee 
In  the  Saturnal  feasts  thou  send'st  to  me. 
Twelve  three-foot  tables,  and  seven  tooth-pickers 
A  sponge,  a  napkin,  and  a  cup  with  ears, 
Two  pecks  of  beans,  of  olives  one  small  twig, 
A  bottle  of  coarse  Spanish  wine  to  swig. 
Small  Syrian  figs  with  musty  damsins  came, 
And  a  huge  eask  of  Libyan  figs  o'  th'  t 
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Thy  gifts  were  worth  scarce  five  thfllingt  in  all. 
Which  to  me  tail'd  on  thy  eight  Syrians  talL 
With  how  much  ease  mighfrt  thou  hare  tent,  in  short, 
Me  fire  poundi  by  thy  boy,  and  ne'er  sweat  for  % 

Fletcher. 

lit.    to  iTAsTDinnm. 

Every  morning  you  recount  to  me  your  idle  dreams  about 
myself  such  as  may  move  and  alarm  my  mind.  All  my 
wine  of  last  vintage  has  been  exhausted  to  the  dregs,  and 
even  that  of  the  present  is  failing,  while  the  wise  woman  is 
exorcising  for  me  the  effects  of  your  nocturnal  visions.  I 
have  consumed  heaps  of  salted  meal  and  mountains  of  frank- 
incense; my  flocks,  by  the  freouent  sacrifices  of  lambs,  have 
altogether  dwindled  away.  Not  a  pig,  not  a  fowl  of  the 
hencoop,  not  an  egg  have  I  left.  Either  lie  awake,  Nasi- 
dienujy  or  sleep  ana  dream  for  yourself. 

There's  not  a  morn  that  me  then  dost  not  vex 

With  idle  dreams,  that  may  my  thoughts  perplex : 

Which  while  to  expiate  thou  dost  pretend. 

The  wine  of  two  years'  vintage  to  an  end 

Is  brought ;  salt,  meal,  whole  heaps  of  gums  are  spent 

And  from  my  dwindling  flocks  my  lambs  are  sent: 

A  pig,  a  hen,  an  egg,  I  cannot  keep. 

Watch,  with  a  pox,  or  at  thine  own  charge  sleep. 

4*0**  168& 

LT.     TO  CHBX8TU8. 

Nulli  mnnera,  Chreste,  si  remittis, 
Nee  nobis  dederis,  remiserisque ; 
Oredam  te  satis  esse  liberalem. 
Sed  si  reddis  Apicio,  Lupoque, 
Et  Gallo,  Titioque,  Cssioque; 
Linges  non  mihi  (nam  proem  et  pusillm  est) 
Sed  qun  de  Solvmis  venit  perustis, 
Damnatam  modo  mentulam  tributia. 

8e  tu  non  rendi  regali  a  veruno,  o  Cresto,  ne*  tampoeo  ne  fiurai  e 
renderai  a  noi  j  ti  crederd  essere  bastantemente  liberale.  Ma  se  tu 
ne  rendi  ad  Apicio,  a  Lupo,  a  Gallo,  a  Tisio,  ed  a  Casio;  lsmbirai 
non  la  mia  (imperooche*  ella  6  morigerata  e  modesta)  mentola,  ma 
quells  che  venne  dall'  abbruciata  Giudea  condannata  al  tributo. 

GhngBm. 


400*  TO.]  moBAXi,  881 

ltl  to  miBrnnrs,  DOidTiur's  architect. 
You  hate  embraced  the  stars  and  the  skies  in  your  pious 
mind,  Babirins;  such  is  the  wondrous  art  with  which  you 
are  erecting  the  Parrhasian  *  edifice.  If  Pisa  still  prepare 
to  give  the  Jupiter  of  Phidias  a  temple  worthy  of  him,  she 
should  request  of  our  Jupiter  the  aid  of  your  skilful  hand. 

Babiriut  modatt  tooke  from  heaVu  to  build 
Our  wondrous  pallace,  sure  j  hee  is  so  skilTd. 
For  Phidisn  Jots  a  worthy  fame  to  rears, 
Pisa  mutt  begg  him  of  our  Thunderer. 

OUMSAZthOnU. 

LYU.      OV  GJlBTJTU. 

Gabinia  has  made  Achilles  a  Castor  out  of  a  Pollux ;  he 
was  Pyxagathoa,  now  he  will  be  Hippodamus.* 

LYHL     TO  GALLA. 

Jam  sex,  ant  septem  nupsisti,  GaHa>  ciiutdis : 

Dum  coma  te  nimium,  pexaque  barba  jurat. 
Deinde  experta  latus,  mamdoque  simillima  loro 

Inguina,  nee  lassa  stare  coacta  manu, 
Deseris  imbelles  thalamoa,  mollemque  maritum : 

Bursus  et  in  similes  decidis  usque  toros. 
Qusre  aliquem  Curios  semper  Fabiosque  loquentem, 

Hirsutum,  et  dura  rusticitate  trucem. 
Invenies :  sed  habet  tristis  quoque  turba  cin»doe : 

Difficile  est,  rero  nubere,  GaUa,  riro. 

0  0alla,tutisd  mniaritamconsdosettecinedi,intantocheuna 
bella  capigliatura,  ed  una  forbita  barba  troppo  ti  piace.  Avendo  poi 
sperimentato  i  fianchi  e  la  ririli  somiguantissime  ad  un  euojo  mate- 
rato,  nd  arrigere  tolleticate  a  stance  mano,  abbandoni  gli  impotenti 
talami,  ed  un  fiaoco  marito :  e  di  bel  nuoTO  catchi  per  ain  in  quelli 
stetai  talami.  Cerca  un  qualche  riasuto,  che  sempre  parla  dei  Curj 
e  del  Fabj,  ed  uno  inferocito,  par  la  dura  rusticita.  Lo  ritroverai : 
inalaturbasereraoaaneheisuoiemedL  E' difficile,  o  (fella,  mari- 
tarri  con  un  uomo  eompiuto.  QragUa. 

1  A  palace  on  the  Palatine  Mount,  where  Erander  the  Arcadian,  or 
Parrhasian,  settled. 

*  A  jest  in  allusion  to  Homer's  Kieropa  £'  XwwUafunf  ttal  frtf  AyaOh* 
UoXndtiKta  (U.  iii.  237).    Achilles  was  a  noted  boxer  (**|  &yaB6»)  • 
Gabinia,  by  endowing  him  with  the  fortune  of  a  knight,  may  be  facetiously 
aid  to  hare  made  him  inr&ajior  (a  horse-tamer). 
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ux   to  titus,  ov  obotllotus. 

Our  friend  Cfflcilianua,  Titus,  does  not  sup  without  a  wbole 
wild-boar  on  bis  table.  A  pretty  table-companion  CscQianua 
has! 

Without  a  boar  CscQiau  ne'er  doth  feast; 

Titus,  Ceecilian  hath  a  pretty  guest  Fletcher. 

Without  calves'  head  the  alderman  cant  dine  j 
Well  the  companion  cheers  the  civic  wine. 

Cyrus  Bedding,  N.  M.  Hag.  vol  xxvi.  1829. 

LX.     TO  JI7PITEB  CAPITOLI3nT8. 

Venerable  sovereign  of  the  Tarpeian  palace,  whom  we  be- 
lieve to  exist  as  Lord  of  the  thunder,  from  the  care  which  thou 
showest  for  the  preservation  of  our  prince,  when  everjr  one  im- 
portunes thee  with  prayers,  and  implores  thee  to  give  what 
the  gods  alone  can  give,  be  not  angry  with  me,  O  Jupiter, 
as  though  I  were  proud,  because  I  ask  thee  nothing.  It  is 
my  duty  to  supplicate  thee  for  Domitian ;  to  supplicate  Domi- 
tian  for  myself. 

Great  Capitolian  Jove,  thou  god,  to  whom 

Our  Ceesar  owes  that  bliss  he  sheds  on  Home, 

While  prostrate  crowds  thy  daily  bounty  tire, 

And  all  thy  blessings  for  themselves  desire, 

Accuse  me  not  of  pride,  that  I  alone 

Put  up  no  pray*r  that  can  be  call'd  my  own : 

For  Cesar's  wants,  O  Jove,  I  sue  to  thee  j 

Cesar  himself  can  grant  what? s  fit  for  me.     Janm  Hill. 

LH.     TO  DOMSTLUT. 

The  audacious  shopkeepers  had  appropriated  to  them- 
selves the  whole  city,  ana  a  man's  own  threshold  was  not 
his  own.  You,  Germanicua,1  bade  the  narrow  streets  grow 
wide ;  and  what  but  just  before  was  a  pathway  became  a  high- 
way. No  column  is  now  girt  at  the  bottom  with  chained  wine- 
flagons  ;  nor  is  the  Pretor  compelled  to  walk  in  the  midst  of 
the  mud.  Nor,  again,  is  the  barber's  razor  drawn  blindly  in 
the  middle  of  a  crowd,  nor  does  the  smutty  cookshop  project 
over  every  street.  The  barber,  the  vintner,  the  cook,  the 
butcher,  keep  their  own  places.  The  city  is  now  Borne ; 
recently  it  was  a  great  shop. 

1  Domitian,  who  liked  that  title.    B.  v.  Ep.  2. 
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Presumptuous  traders  did  all  Borne  nossess, 
No  bounds  did  set  to  such  their  mad  excess : 
Cesar  the  pester*d  streets  did  open  lay, 
Where  only  was  a  path  he  made  a  way  j 
Ground  for  their  huts  or  vessels  none  might  hire, 
To  cause  the  Praetor  tread  o'er  shoes  f  tl?  mire  : 
And  rogues  encouraged  street  arms  to  bear ; 
Cooks,  barbers,  victuallers,  all  restrained  are : 
Thy  edicts,  Cesar,  their  encroachments  stop ; 
Home's  Borne  again  j  't  was  lately  one  great  shop. 

Anon.  1605. 
ihl    nr  akhxxts,  impubttm. 
Beclusis  foribus  grandes  percidis,  Amille, 

Et  te  deprendi,  cum  facia  ista,  cupis ; 
Ne  quid  liberti  narrent,  servique  paterni, 

Et  niger  obliqua  gamtlitate  cliens. 
Non  pariicari  se  qui  teatatur,  Amille, 
Illud  sepe  &cit,  quod  sine  teste  fecit. 

O  Amillo,  to,  preddi  colle  porte  aperte,  e  brami  esser  sorpreso 
quando  fid  quests  cose;  non  importanaoti  che  i  liberti,  ed  i  servi  di 
easa  dicano  qualche  eosa,  ed  il  cliente  ti  taccia  con  qualche  chiac- 
ohiera.  O  Amillo,  oolui  che  testifies  non  esser  pedicsto,  fa  sorrente 
do,  she  fit  sensa  testimonio.  QragUa. 

t.tttt.    ok  aiLnrs  italious. 

You,  who  read  the  imperishable  volumes  of  the  ever-living 
83iu8  and  his  verses,  worthy  of  the  Boman  toga,  do  you  think 
that  Pierian  retreats,  and  ivy  cbaplets,  like  those  of  Bacchus 
binding  the  hair  of  the  Aonian  Virgins,  alone  gave  pleasure  to 
the  poet  ?  No !  he  did  not  approach  the  mysteries  of  the  lofty 
Virgil  until  he  had  accomplished  the  course  pursued  by  the 
great  Cicero.  The  grave  centumviral  court  of  the  judges 
still  remembers  him  with  admiration;  and  many  a  client 
speaks  of  him  with  grateful  lips.  After  ruling  with  the 
twelve  fasces  the  ever-memorable -year  which  was  consecrated 
by  the  liberation  of  the  world,1  be  devoted  his  remaining  days 
to  the  Muses  and  Phmbus,  and  now,  instead  of  the  forum, 
cultivates  Helicon. 

You  that  read  8uW  workes,  whose  great  renowns 
Shall  ever  five,  worthy  the  Latian  gowne, 

1  The  yew  in  which  Nero  perished. 
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Thiak  yon  the  ports  was  the  only  prayse 

Pleased  him,  and  erownes  mads  of  the  Muses  bays*? 

Hee  to  bee  compleat  orator  attayn'd, 

Before  the  sacred  buskin's  feme  hee  gahVd. 

Him  yet  the  grave  oentomTiri  admire, 

Him  gratefulToHents  prayse,  him  yett  desire. 

His  consulship  onoe  done,  that  yesre  which  free 

Did  sett  the  world  from  Nero's  tyrannic, 

From  business  to  the  Muses  he  resorts, 

And  prises  Helicon  instead  of  courts.    Old  MS.  16th  C$*S. 

IHT.     TO  OOTAHTiS. 

Ton,  Cinnamus,  who  were  a  barber  well  known  over 
all  the  city,  and  afterwards,  by  the  kindness  of  yonr  mis- 
tress,  made  a  knight,  hare  taken  refuge  among  the  cities  of 
Sicily  and  the  regions  of  JStna,  fleeing  from  the  stern  justice 
of  the  forum.  By  what  art  will  yon  now,  useless  log,  sustain 
your  years  ?  How  is  your  unhappy  and  fleeting  tranquillity 
to  employ  itself  f  You  cannot  be  a  rhetorician,  a  grammarian, 
a  school-master,  a  Cynic,  or  Stoic  philosopher,  nor  can  you 
sell  your  voice  to  the  people  of  Sicily,  or  your  applause  to 
theatres  of  Borne.  All  that  remains  for  you,  Cinnamus,  is 
to  become  a  barber  again. 

Thou  wast  a  barber  through  the  city  known, 

Though  by  thy  mistress  raised  to  the  gown 

Of  Knighthood  f  Cinnamus) ;  when  thou  shalt  fly 

The  judgment  or  the  court  to  Sicily, 

What  art  shall  then  sustain  thy  useless  age  F 

How  will  thy  fugitive  rest  mot  the  stage  r 

Thou  canst  not  be  grammarian,  rhetorician, 

Fencer,  nor  Cynic  on  any  condition, 

Nor  yet  a  Stoic,  nor  canst  seU  thy  tongue 

Or  thy  applause  in  the  Sicilian  throng : 

What  then  (my  Cinnamus)  doth  yet  remain  P 

Why  thou  must  e'en  turn  shaver  once  again.    FUicher. 

LXT.     TO  OABGILIUnrS. 

One  suit  carried  through  the  three  courts,1  GfargQianus, 
is  wearing  you  out,  now  numbering,  as  you  do,  the  colds  of 
twenty  winters  since  ifa  commencement.  Wretched,  in* 
fatuated  man !  does  any  one  continue  at  law  for  twenty  years, 
Gargilianus,  who  has  the  option  of  losing  his  suit  f 

1  The  old  Roman  court,  that  of  Julius  Oassar,  and  that  of  Augustus. 
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For  twice  ten  yean  you  to  the  hall  resort; 

And  now  panne  your  cause  in  the  third  court. 

Would  any  madman  let  a  process  last 

For  twenty  years,  who  sooner  could  be  cast*     JSKrjr. 

LXYI.     OK  LABDUTUB. 

Fabius  has  left  Labienua  all  his  property :  Labienus  says* 
notwithstanding,  that  he  deserved  more.1 

Fabius  left  Labien  heir  to  all  his  store  j 

Yet  Labien  says  that  he  deserred  more.      FUUker. 

LXYU.     Or  PHTLJiNIM  TBIBAD1H. 

Padicat  nueros  tribas  Phitanis, 
Et  tentigine  ssvior  mariti 
TJndenas  vorat  in  die  paellas. 
Harpasto  quoque  subligata  ludit, 
Et  fiavescit  haphe,  gravesque  draucis 
Halteres  facili  rotat  lacerto, 
Et  putri  lutulenta  de  palaestra 
Uncti  verbere  vapulat  magistri. 
Nee  const  prius,  aut  recumbit  ante 
Qum  septem  vomuit  meros  deunees : 
Ad  quos  fas  sibi  tunc  putat  redire, 
Com  coliphia  sedecim  comedit. 
Post  hs3C  omnia ;  cum  libidinatur, 
Non  fellat ;  putat  hoe  parum  virile : 
Sed  plane  medias  vorat  puellas. 
Dt  mentem  tibi  dent  tuam  Phflami : 
Cunnum  linger©  qua  putas  virile. 

Latribade  Fflene  pedica  i  ragjassi,  e  pin  libidinosa  nella  prurifgine 
che  on  marito,  strngge  in  un  giorno  ondiei  ragasxe.  E  soraceiata 
giuoea  anehe  all'  arpasto,  ed  inpialisoe  pel  tatto  della  polvere,  e  getta 
con  robusto  braocio  palle  di  piombo  pesanti  agli  irsuti,  e  stnmnata 
d'unguento  della  pntre  palestra,  e  sfenata  ooUa  verga  del  maestro 
che  la  ngne.  Ne  prima  eena,  o  si  mette  a  tavola,  che  non  abbia 
vomitato  sette  sestieri,  al  qnal  numero  essa  pensa  poter  far  ritorno 
quando  ha  mangiato  sedici  oolifle.  Dope  tntte  queste  cose ;  quando 
e  presa  dafia  hmdine:  non  fella:  tied  cid  per  poeo  maschile ;  ma 
tutta  afowenta  al  mexxo  dello  rogaue.  I  Dm,  o  Filene,  ti  dieno 
un'  inelinaaone  a  te  eonveniente :  tu  che  penal  esser  maschile  lingere 
uno— no.  GragKa. 

1  He  savs  that  he  is  not  repaid  for  the  presents  which  )ie  made  to  Fa- 
bias  to  induce  him  to  make  him  his  heir* 
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LXVTH.     TO  IHSTAtfTIUS  BOTU8. 

Be  cautious,  I  pray  you,  Instantiua  Bufus,  in  commending 
the  effusions  of  my  muse  to  your  father-in-law ;  perhaps  he 
likes  serious  compositions.  But  should  he  welcome  my  sport- 
ive writings,  I  may  then  venture  to  read  them  even  to  Curius 
and  Fabriciua.   • 

My  book,  to  show  thy  father,  friend,  forbear; 

Perhaps  he  only  likes  those  serious  are : 

My  wanton  verse,  if  they  with  him  succeed, 

I  dare  to  Curius  and  Fabriciut  read.  Anon,  1695. 

LXIX.    TO  THE  POST  OAHTU8,  OK  A.  PORTRAIT  OP  THEOPHILA. 
HIS  BETROTHED. 

This  is  that  Theophila,  Canius,  who  is  betrothed  to  you, 
and  whose  mind  overflows  with  Attic  learning.  The  Athe- 
nian garden  of  the  great  old  man l  might  justly  claim  her  for 
its  own,  and  the  Stoic  sect  would  with  equal  pleasure  call 
her  theirs.  Every  work  will  live  that  you  submit  to  her 
judgment  before  publication,  so  far  is  her  taste  above  that 
of  her  sex,  and  of  the  common  herd.  Your  favourite  Pan- 
tsdniS)  however  well  known  to  the  Pierian  choir,  should  not 
claim  too  much  precedence  of  her.  The  amorous  Sappho 
would  have  praised  her  verses ;  Theophila  is  more  chaste  than 
Sapplo,  and  Sappho  had  not  more  genius  than  Theophila. 

This,  Canius,  is  that  spouse  of  thine,  from  whose 
Wise  breast  Cecropian  learning  sweetely  flowes : 
Her  Epicurus'  gardens  might  have  bread, 
Or  Stoick  schooles  for  scholler  challenged. 
Twill  live  whate'er  her  critick  eares  doth  pass, 
So  little  vulgar,  womanish,  thee  has. 
Let  not  Pantamis  too  much  before  her, 
To  th'  Muses  though  well  knowne,  herself  prefer. 
Hie  amorous  Sappho's  self  her  lines  would  prise ; 
This  chaster  is,  and  that  was  ne'er  more  wise. 

Old  MS.  im  Out. 

IIL      TO  PHIUBFIS. 

Ipsarum  tribadum  tribas  Pbilsmi, 
Kecte,  quam  futuis,  vocas  amicam. 

O  Filene,  tribade  delle  tribadi  stesse,  tu  chiami  oon  propriety . 
arnica,  cold  che  tu  immembri.  GragUa. 

Epicurus. 
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im.     OK  A.  CSBTAUT  TAMTLY. 

The  wife  ifl  affected  without ;  the  husband  is  affected 
the  daughter,  the  son«in-law,  and  the  grandson  are  alike  af- 
fected. Nor  is  the  steward,  or  the  £rm  hailing  free  from 
the  disgusting  ulcer ;  nor  even  the  sturdy  digger  or  the  plough* 
man.  When  thus  young  and  did  alike  are  affected  with  this 
disease,  it  is  a  marvellous  circumstance  that  not  a  single  plot 
of  their  land  produces  figs.1 

inn.     TO  PA.TJLTJB. 

80  may  December  be  pleasing  to  you,  Paulus,  and  so  may 
there  come  to  you  neither  valueless  tablets,  nor  table-cloths 
too  short,  nor  half-pounds  of  incense  light  in  weight:  but 
may  some  influential  client,  or  powerful  friend,  bring  you 
chargers  or  goblets  that  belonged  to  his  ancestors,  or  whatever 
delights  and  fascinates  you  most ;  so  may  you  beat  Novius  and 
Pubnus  at  chess,  shutting  up  their  glass  men  in  their  squares ; 
so  may  the  impartial  judgment  of  the  well-oiled  crowd  of 
athletes  award  you  the  palm  in  the  warm  triangular  game  at 
ball,  and  not  bestow  greater  praise  on  the  left-handed  strokes 
of  Polvbus :  as,  if  any  malignant  person  shall  pronounce  verses 
dripping  with  black  venom  to  be  mine,  you  lend  your  voice 
in  my  favour,  and  maintain,  with  all  your  might  and  without 
remission,  "my  friend  Martial  did  not  write  those." 

So,  Paulus,  may  December  please, 

Nor  table-books  nor  toilets  tease ; 

Nor  half-a-pound  of  incense  vain 

Thine  approbation  burn  to  gain : 

But  potent  friend,  or  client  school'd, 

Present  the  plates  and  cups  of  gold : 

Or,  when  thou  aimest  archer  shafts, 

60  vanquish  each  adept  at  drafts : 

Of  naked  fives  the  manly  meed 

Be  thine,  so  by  the  judge  decreed  1 

That  not  a  dexfrous  left,  that  day, 

Bear  from  thy  right  a  ball  away: 

As  thou,  if  wight  shall  dare  to  call 

The  Kbel  mine,  embaned  in  gall, 

Shalt,  with  commanding  voice,  declare: 

M  My  Martial's  pen  was  never  there.19    fflpkiuito*. 

*  An  untranslatable  jest  whicL  may  be  partly  understood  bv  reference 
to  B.  i.  Bp.  66. 

t 
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Linn.    TO  HAXIMU8. 


You  have  a  mansion  on  the  Esquiline  hill,  and  a  mansion 
ou  the  bill 'of  Diana ;  and  another  rears  its  head  in  the  Pa* 
tririans*  quarter.1  From  one  of  jour  dwellings  you  behold 
the  temple  of  the  widowed  Cyrole,'  from  another  that  of 
Vesta;  from  others  you  look  on  the  old  and  the  new 
Capitol.  Tell  me  where  I  may  meet  you ;  tell  me  where- 
abouts I  am  to  look  for  you :  a  man  who  lives  everywhere, 
Maximim,  lives  nowhere. 

Thou  hast  a  house  on  the  Aventine  hill, 
Another  where  Diana's  worshipped  still, 
In  the  Patrician  street  more  of  them  stand, 
Hence  thou  beholdst  within  thine  eyes,  command 
The  widdowed  Cybells,  thence  Vesta  with  all, 
There  either  Jove  earth'd  in  the  Capitol. 
Where  shall  I  meet  thee  P  tell,  where  wilt  appear  ? 
He  dwells  just  nowhere,  that  dwells  everywhere. 

Fteicker. 

LXXIY.     TO  MEBCUBY;  A.  PBAY1B  POB  CABPTJ8  AJTD  KOB- 
BJJTA. 

O  glory  of  Cyllene  and  of  the  skies,  eloquent  minister  of 
Jove,  whose  golden  wand  is  wreathed  with  twisted  snakes,  so 
may  an  opportunity  for  some  fond  intrigue  never  fail  thee, 
whether  the  Paphian  goddess,  or  Ganymede,  be  the  object 
of  thy  affection ;  and  so  may  thy  mother's  Ides  be  adorned 
with  sacred  garlands,  and  thy  old  grandfather  be  pressed  with* 
but  a  light  burden,  as  Norbaua  shall  ever  joyfully  keep  with 
her  husband  Carpus  the  anniversary  of  this  day  on  which 
they  first  came  together  in  wedlock.  He,  as  thy  pious  vo- 
tary, consecrates  his  gifts  to  wisdom ;  he  invokes  thee  with 
incense,  but  is  faithful  at  the  same  time  to  our  Jove.1 

Cyllene's  glory  and  Olympus'  crown, 

Melodious  minister  of  men  and  gods ! 
Whose  golden  wand,  bright  emblem  of  renown, 

With  blooming  dragons  still  connubial  nods. 

1  The  part  allotted  to  the  Patricians  by  Serrius  Tullius,  not  Su  from 
the  Eaqufiine  hill. 
*  So  called  from  haying  lost  Atys,  for  whom  she  mourned. 
»  Faithful  to  Domitian,  as  thou  art  to  Jupiter. 
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Bo  thee  no  surreptitious  fountain  fail, 
Whether  the  Paphian  or  the  nymph  endear  i 

80  verdant  still  thy  parent's  Ides  prevail, 
Nor  e'er  Ay  granosire's  load  beoome  severe. 

Still,  with  Norbana  Carpus  hail  the  day, 
This  day,  that  ratified  the  holy  bands. 
He  wisdosrt  rites  her  pious  priest  shall  pay : 
Thine  intense  he,  while  true  to  Jove  he  stands. 

JBpimsto*, 
hit.   nr  awuic  dwobmbic. 

Via  fated  gratis,  cum  sis  deformis,  anusque. 
Bee  perridieula  est :  vis  dare,  nee  dare  vis. 

Tu  vuoi  eater  inusembrata  gratis,  essendo  tu  defonne  e  veochia. 
B>  una  oosa  fuor  di  ssodo  ridioola :  vuoi  dare,  e  non  vuoi  dare. 

OragKa. 
IHTL    TO  PHILOlfUSirS,  A.  BU1TOOV. 

Phough  tbe  great  hurry  vou  off  to  their  banquets,  and  walks 
in  the  porticoes,  and  to  the  theatres ;  and  though  they  are 
delighted,  whenever  you  meet  them,  to  make  you  share  their 
litters,  and  to  bathe  with  you,  do  not  be  too  vain  of  such 
attentions.  You  entertain  them,  Philomusus ;  you  are  not  au 
object  of  their  regard. 

When  dukes  in  town  ask  thee  to  dine, 

To  rule  their  roast,  and  smack  their  wine. 

Or  take  thee  to  their  country-seat. 

To  make  their  dogs,  and  bless  their  meat, 

Ah !  dream  not  on  preferment  soon : 

Thou  'rt  not  their  mend,  but  their  buffoon.       Hoadky* 

All  the  great  men  take  you  away 

To  dinner,  coffee-house,  or  play. 

Nor  happier  are,  than  when  you  chance 

To  hunt  with  them,  or  take  a  dance. 

Yet  do  not  pride  yourself  too  soon : 

You  're  mot  a  friend,  but  a  buffoon.  Ray. 

LXXVTL  TO  TUCCJL. 

You  importune  me,  Tuoca,  to  present  you  with  my  books. 
I  shall  not  do  so ;  for  you  want  to  sell,  not  to  read  them. 

Tucca  isott  earnestly  doth  look 
I  should  present  him  with  my  book: 
But  that!  will  not ;  for  1  smell 
My  book  he  will  not  read,  but  selL         Fletcbn 
x  2 
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lxxt1ii.    to  pa7ilvs,  a.  mut  kigoabdlt  a» 
ostehtjlt10us. 

While  upon  your  own  table  is  placed  only  the  tail  of  a  i 
Baxetan  fish,1  and,  when   you  dine  luxuriously,  cabt 
drenched  with  oil ;  you  make  presents  of  sow's  udders,  -\ 
boar,  hare,  mushrooms,  oysters,  mullets.    You  hare  neither 
sense,  Papflus,  nor  taste. 

For  thyself  if  the  tail  of  a  pilchard  thou  broil, 
And  on  festivals  swill  a  bean-soup  without  ofl| 
Teat,  boar,  hare,  ahampmions,  and  oysters,  and  mullet, 
Thou  bestow9 st :  my  poor  Pap  has  nor  palate  norjrullet 

T«TTTT.     TO  SBBVmirS,  OK  DBTKEDrO  HBW  WOT. 

I  have  just  drunk  some  consular  wine.  Ton  ask  how  old 
and  how  generous  P  It  was  bottled  in  the  consul's  own  year ; 
and  he  who  gave  it  me,  Severus,  was  that  consul  himself. 

Some  consular  wine  late  I  drank : 

Ton  ask  how  ingenuous  and  old  P 
The  consul  himself  gave  it  rank : 

My  treater  the  consul,  I  *m  told.  Elphmtton. 

TiTtt.   to  rAxrsTnrus. 

Inasmuch  as  Borne  now  leaves  in  peace  the  Getic  dime* 
and  the  hoarse  clarions  are  hushed,  you  will  be  able,  Fausti- 
nus,  to  send  this  book  to  Marcellinus:  now  he  has  leisure 
for  books  and  for  amusement.  And  if  you  wish  to  enhance 
your  friend's  trifling  present,  let  a  young  slave  carry  mj 
verses ;  not  such  a  one  as,  fed  with  the  milk  of  a  Getic 
heifer,  plays  with  Sarmatian  hoop  upon  frozen  rivers,  but  a 
rosy  youth,  bought  of  a  Mitylenean  dealer,  or  one  from  Lace- 
d&mon  not  yet  whipped  by  his  mother's  order.  My 
messenger  to  you  will  be  a  slave  from  the  subdued  Danube, 
only  fit  to  tend  sheep  at  Tivoli. 

Now  Roman  pesos  becalms  th9  Odrvsian  shore, 

Where  the  shrill  trumpet's  voice  is  heard  no  more. 

To  Marceiline  my  lay,  dear  Faustin,  send ; 

An  ear  to  jocund  lays  the  youth  may  lend. 

Yet,  fully  to  ensure  my  muse's  care, 

The  humble  boon  a  modest  stripling  bear : 

*  Some  small  fisi  from  Bstica  in  Spain. 
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Not  he,  whose  cheek  the  Oetic  heifer  dyes  | 

Who,  on  the  ice,  his  hoop  Sarmatio  plies ; 

But  one  of  Mitylene's  rosy  breed ; 

Or  Spartan,  by  his  mother  doom'd  to  bleed* 

From  haughty  Ister's  now  obsequious  rocks, 

A  cub  shall  crawl  to  tend  thy  Tout's  flocks.      Hphnston. 

LTTTT.      TO  LAUBUB. 

In  this  whole  book  there  are  thirty  bad  epigrams ;  if  there 
ace  as  many  good  ones,  Lausus,  the  book  is  good. 

Thou  thirty  epigrams  dost  note  for  bad : 

Call  my  book  good  if  thirty  good  it  had.  Jmm.  1695. 

T.IIIII.     DI  KXHOPHILO  VXBPJL. 

MenophiH  penem  tarn  grandis  fibula  vestit, 

Ut  sit  eomoedis  omnibus  una  satis. 
Hnno  ego  credideram  (nam  saepe  lavamur  in  unnm) 

Solliatum  voci  parcere,  Flacce,  suss  : 
Dnm  ludit  media  populo  spectante  pstastra, 

Delapea  est  misero  fibula ;  verpus  erat. 

Una  si  gran  fibula  conre  il  membro  di  Menofilo,  che  sola  bastereb- 
be  a  tutti  1  eommediantL  Io,  o  Flaooo,  avevo  creduto  (imperocche 
si  siamo  sowente  lavati  assieme}  che  esso  sollecitoavesse  curadella 
sua  voce :  lotta  m  messo  la  palestra  a  vista  del  popolo,  la  fibula 
cased  alio  sventurato ;  era  un'  inciso.  Qraglia. 

LHim,     OK  LT7PEBCF8. 

Whilst  the  barber  Eutrapelns  is  going  the  round  of  Luper- 
eus's  face,  and  carefully  smoothing  his  cheeks,  another  beard 
springs  up. 

'While  that  the  barber  went  to  trim 

And  shave  Lupercus9  chops  and  chin, 

He  was  so  tedious  on  the  face, 

Another  beard  grew  in  the  place.  Flekker. 

Eutrapetos,  the  barber,  works  so  slow, 

That  while  he  shaves,  the  beard  anew  does  grow. 

Jno*.M5. 

While  good  master  Temple  but  drawls  o'er  your  nice, 
Another  beard  rises,  ana  steps  in  its  place. 

Un.Hr.  Scots. 
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lxxxiy.  to  his  book. 
While  my  portrait  is  being  takenfor  CaeciliusSecundus^anci 
;he  picture,  paiated  by  a  skilful  hand,  seems  to  breathe,  go,  my 
book,  to  the  Getic  Peace1  and  the  submissive  Danube ;  this 
is  his  post,  among  the  conquered  people.  You  will  be  a  little 
gift  to  my  dear  friend,  but  acceptable :  my  countenance  will 
be  more  truly  read  in  my  verse  than  in  the  picture.  Here 
it  will  live,  indestructible  by  accidents  or  lapse  of  yean,  when 
the  work  of  Apelles  shall  be  no  more. 

While  my  Cscilios  to  the  world  would  leave 

My  picture ;  and  the  rare  niece  seems  to  breathe ; 

My  book,  to  Peuce  and  still  later  go, 

Held  by  Secundus  from  the  conauertt  foe. 

To  him  a  small,  but  pleasing,  gift  thoult  be, 

And  in  my  verse,  my  perfect  face  he  11  see : 

Which  neither  chance  nor  powV  of  time  can  rase, 

Ev*n  when  Apelles*  works  they  shall  deface.     Jmm.  1695. 

LXXXY.     TO  SABELLFS. 

For  sometimes  writing  quatrains  which  are  not  devoid  of 
humour,  Sabellus,  and  for  composing  a  few  distichs  prettily, 
I  commend  you ;  but  I  am  not  astonished  at  you.  It  is  easy 
to  write  a  few  epigrams  prettily ;  but  to  write  a  book  of  them 
is  difficult. 

That  some  tetrastieks  not  amiss  you  write, 

Or  some  few  disticks  prettyly  indite, 

1  like,  but  not  admire.    With  small  paynes  tooke 

An  epigram  is  writt  j  but  not  a  booke.      Old  MS.  16***. 

LXXXV1.     TO   8SXTU8. 

I  used  to  be  invited  to  your  birth-day  feasts,  before  I  had 
become  your  intimate  friend,  Sextus.  How  has  it  come  to 
pass,  I  ask,  how  has  it  so  suddenly  come  to  pass,  that,  after  so 
many  pledges  of  affection  on  my  part,  and  after  the  lapse  of  so 
many  years,  I,  old  friend  as  I  am,  am  not  included  in  your 
invitations.  But  I  know  the  reason ;  I  have  not  sent  you  a 
pound  of  refined  silver,  or  a  fine  toga,  or  a  warm  cloak. 
The  sportula  which  is  made  a  matter  of  traffic,  is  a  sportula 
no  longer.*  You  feed  presents,  Sextus,  and  not  friends.   But 

1  Pliny  the  younger. 

1  An  udand  at  the  mouth  of  the  Danube.    Pliny  was  prcoonsul  at 
Pontus  and  Bithynia, 
*  You  hare  given  only  that  you  might  receive. 
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yon  will  now  ted  me,  "  1  will  punish  the  stare  emitting  to 
deliver  my  invitations." 

When  hot  a  stranger,  to  thy  birth-day  feast 
I  ever,  Sextos,  was  a  constant  guest 
What 'smUen  out  P  What  did  thy  anger  more, 
After  so  many  years  and  proofs  of  love, 
That  I,  thy  ancient  friend,  am  passed  by  ? 
Bat  I  myself  can  tell  the  reason  why. 
I  sent  no  plate,  no  gift  to  thee  I  made ; 
For  thoa  esll'st  that  a  treat,  in  truth 's  a  trade ; 
Profit  thoa  seek'st ;  thou  seek'st  not,  Sextus,  friends. 
«  My  man  forgot,"  thou  say'st, M  his  stripes  shall  make  amends  * 

Anon.  1695. 

LXXXVU.  TO  FLAOOUS,  OK  HIS  OWW  LOTS  FOB  LA.BYCAS. 

If  my  friend  Flaccus  delights  in  a  long-eared  lagolopex ; ' 
if  Canius  likes  a  sad-coloured  ^Ethiopian ;  if  Publias  is  pas- 
sionately fond  of  a  little  puppy ;  if  Cronius  loves  an  ape  re- 
sembling himself;  if  a  mischievous  ichneumon  forms  the 
Sitdfication  of  Marius ;  if  a  talkative  magpie  pleases  you, 
ustts ;  if  Glaucilla  twines  an  icy  snake  round  her  neck  ; 
if  Telesina  has  bestowed  a  tomb  on  a  nightingale ;  why  should 
not  the  face  of  Labycas,  worthy  of  Cupid  himself,  be  an  object 
of  love  to  him  who  sees  that  things  so  strange  furnish  pleasure 
to  his  betters  P 

If  Flaccus  in  an  horned  owl  delight, 

And  Canius  in  an  Ethiope,  black  as  night; 

If  Publins  much  a  little  Ditch  does  love, 

And  Cronius  does  an  ape  no  less  approve ; 

If  Marius  a  vile  Indian  mouse  affects, 

H  Laosus,  thou  a  pratling  pye  respect's t; 

(Sacilla  wreaths  about  her  neck  a  snake, 

Another  for  her  bird  a  tomb  does  make ; 

Why  may  not  I  admire  a  lovely  face, 

When  monsters,  like  to  these,  the  others  grace  ? 

Anon.  1695. 

LXXXVm.     TO  LATJ8U8  OK  HIS  WOBKS. 

It  is  reported  (if  fame  says  true)  that  the  beautiful  town 
of  Vienna  counts  the  perusal  of  my  works  among  its  pleasures. 
I  am  read  there  by  every  old  man,  every  youth,  and  every 
boy,  and  by  the  chaste  young  matron  in  presence  of  her 

1  Some  bird  of  the  owl  kind,  with  ears  resembling  those  of  a  fox. 
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grave  husband.  This  triumph  affords  me  more  \  leasure  than 
if  my  verses  were  recited  by  those  who  drink  the  Nile  at 
its  very  source,  or  than  if  my  own  Tajras  loaded  me  with 
Spanish  gold,  or  Hybla  and  Hymettus  fed  my  bees.  I  am 
then  really  something,  and  not  deceived  by  the  interested 
smoothness  of  flattery's  tongue.  I  shall  henceforth,  I  think, 
believe  you,  Laasus/ 

Vienna  fair  delights  to  con  my  lays : 

Nor  can  we  doubt  what  honest  rumour  says. 

There  am  I  read  by  ancient,  youth,  and  boy ; 

By  the  chaste  dame,  before  her  jealous  joy. 

This  gives  the  Rhone  and  me  more  rapid  course, 

Than  if  they  quaffd  who  quaff  the  Nihan  source  j 

Than  if  my  Tasus  pour'd  his  golden  bed, 

My  bees  if  Hybla  or  Hymettus  fed. 

Some  little  then  are  we  j  nor  us  deceive 

The  pow'rs  of  song:  thee,  Lauras,  111  believe.        Asmh. 

imil,     TO  A  OHAPLBT  OF  B08S8. 

Go,  happy  rose,  and  wreathe  with  a  delicate  chaplet  the 
tresses  of  mv  Apollinaris.  Remember,  also,  to  wreathe  them 
even  after  they  are  grown  grey,  but  far  distant  be  that  time ! 
So  may  Venus  ever  love  thee. 

Go,  happy  rose,  and  claim  thy  share, 

To  wreathe  Apollinaris'  hair. 

Oh !  feel  it  late  the  snowy  shower : 

So  be  thou  still  fair  Venus'  flower.        ElphmtUm. 

XO.     TO  OSSTIOUS. 

Matho  exults  that  I  have  produced  a  book  full  of  inequal- 
ities; if  this  be  true,  Matho  only  commends  my  verses. 
Books  without  inequalities  are  produced  by  Galvinus  and 
Umber.  A  book  that  is  all  bad,  Oreticus,  may  be  all  equality. 
Matho  objects,  my  books  unequal  are ; 
If  he  says  true,  he  praises  ere  aware. 
Calvin  and  Umber  write  an  equal  strain : 
Naught  is  the  book  that 's  free  from  heights,  and  plain. 

Anon.  1695. 
XOI.     TO  JtTVBKAL. 

I  send  you,  eloquent  Juvenal,  some  nuts  from  my  little 

1  I  shall  believe  that  there  are  as  many  good  epigrams  in  my  books  as 
bad  ones.    See  Ep.  81. 
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(arm  as  a  present  for  the  Saturnalia.  The  libertine  god  who 
protects  it,  has  given  the  rest  of  thd  fruits  to  amorous 
young  ladies. 

Old  Saturn  presents,  to  the  lord  of  the  lay, 
Some  filberts  to  toss,  and  to  crack  with  his  jokes. 

The  gay  god  of  gardens  gave  all  else  away 
Last  night  in  a  treat  to  the  maids  of  the  oaks. 

Eipkintion, 

XCII.      TO  BACCARA. 

"  If  yon  want  anything,  you  know  it  is  not  necessary  to 
solicit  my  assistance,"  is  what  you  tell  me  two  or  three  times 
every  day.  The  stern  Secundus  calls  upon  me  with  harsh 
voice  to  repay  him.  You  hear,  Baccara,  but  do  not  know 
what  I  want.  My  rent  is  demanded  of  me,  loudly  and 
openly,  in  your  very  presence :  you  hear,  Baccara,  but  do 
not  know  what  I  want.  I  complain  of  my  worn-out  cloak, 
that  will  not  protect  me  from  the  cold:  you  hear,  Baccara, 
but  do  not  know  what  I  want.  I  will  tell  you  then  what 
I  want ;  it  is  that  you  may  become  dumb  by  a  sudden  stroke 
of  paralysis,  and  so  be  unable  to  talk  to  me  of  what  I  want. 

If  need  thou  hast,  thou  need'st  not  me  intreat, 
Baecar,  these  words  thou  often  dost  repeat 
My  creditor's  rase  thou  in  his  look  dost  read ; 
Thou  seest,  but  know'st  not,  Baocar,  what  I  need. 
My  rent,  thou  by,  is  calTd  for  in  with  speed ; 
Thou  hear'st,  but  know'st  not,  Baecar,  what  I  need. 
I  shiver  in  a  tatter*d  thread-bare  weed  j 
Thou  seest,  yet  know'st  not,  Baecar,  what  I  need. 
I  need,  that  thou  wert  planet-struck  with  speed, 
No  more  that  thou  may'st  say,  What  dost  thou  need  P 

Anon.  1695. 

XCIII.     TO  THB  TOWK  OF  HABNIA,  WHJEBB  QUIHTU8 
OVXDIU8  WAS  BI8IDIHG. 

Narnia,  surrounded  by  the  river  Nar 1  with  its  sulphureous 
waters,  thou  whom  thy  double  heights  render  almost  in- 
accessible, why  does  it  delight  thee  so  often  to  take  from 
me,  and  detain  with  wearisome  delay,  my  friend  Quintus  P 
Why  dost  thou  lessen  the  attractions  of  my  Nomentan  farm, 
which  was  valued  by  me  because  he  was  my  neighbour  there  f 

1  The  river  Nar,  now  Negra. 
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Have  pity  on  3ie  at  length,  Narnia,  and  abuse  not  thy  pos 
session  of  Quintua:  bo  mayest  thou  enjoy  thy  bridge  foi 
ever ! 

O  Narnia,  circled  by  sulphureous  rill, 
That  aWn'st  aooaat  but  by  thy  doable  hill  j 
Why  call  my  Quintals,  ah !  so  oft  away  P 
Yet,  need  I  ask  P  or,  why  prolong  his  stay? 
Why  sink  the  value  of  Momentum's  land, 
Which  once  was  doubled  by  the  social  band  P 
Belease  my  friend,  nor  lengthen  my  annoy : 
So  may'st  thou  still  thy  peerless  bridge  enjoy. 

IOTV.      OK  PAPILU8. 

What  the  email  onyx  box  contained  was  perfume ;  Papilua 
■melt  it,  and  it  is  become  a  mass  of  corruption. 

Sweet  ointment  once  was  in  that  onyx-stone : 
Ton  smelt,  and,  see,  't  is  putrefaction  grown. 

Wright. 
xov.    to  Lnnrs. 

It  is  winter,  and  rude  December  is  stiff  with  ice;  vet 
you  dare,  Linus,  to  stop  every  one  who  meets  you,  on  this 
side  and  on  that,  with  your  freezing  kiss,  and  to  kiss,  indeed, 
the  whole  of  Borne.  What  could  you  do  more  severe  or 
more  cruel,  if  you  were  assaulted  and  beaten  ?  I  would  not 
have  a  wife  kiss  me  in  such  cold  as  this,  or  the  affectionate  lips 
of  an  innocent  daughter.  But  you  are  more  polite,  more 
refined,  you,  from  whose  dog-like  nose  depends  a  livid  icicle, 
and  whose  beard  is  as  stiflf  as  that  of  a  Cinyphian  he-goat,1 
which  the  OQician  barber  clips  with  shears.  I  prefer 
meeting  a  hundred  of  the  vilest  characters,  and  I  have  less 
fear  of  a  recently  consecrated  priest  of  Gybele.  If,  therefore, 
Linus,  you  have  any  sense  or  decency,  defer,  I  pray  you,  your 
winter  salutations  till  the  month  of  April. 

T  is  winter,  and  December's  horrid  cold 
Makes  all  things  stark  j  yet,  Linus,  thou  lay*st  iold 
On  all  thou  meetfst  j  none  can  thy  clutches  miss ; 
But  with  thy  frozen  mouth  all  Borne  dost  kiss. 
What  could'st  more  spightful  do,  or  more  severe, 
Had'st  thou  a  blow  ov  th'  face,  or  box  o' th'  ear? 
My  wife,  this  time,  to  kiss  me  does  forbear, 
My  daughter  too,  however  debonaire. 

1  On  the  rivet  Cinyps  in  Africa, 
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But  thou  more  trim  and  sweeter  art    No  doubt, 

III'  icicles,  hanging  at  thy  dog-like  snout, 

The  oongeal'd  snivel  dangling  on  thy  beard, 

Banker  than  th'  oldest  goat  of  all  the  herd. 

The  nastv'st  mouth  i*  th'  town  1  'd  rather  greet, 

Than  with  thy  flowing  frozen  nostrils  meet 

If  therefore  thou  hast  either  shame  or  sense, 

Tin  April  comes  no  kisses  more  dispense.    Anon.  1695. 

IOTL      EPITAPH  OP  TOBICTTS. 

Here  I,  the  child  Urinous,  to  whom  the  mighty  citv  of 
Borne  gave  both  birth  and  name,  repose;   an  object  of 
mounting  to  Baasus.    Six  months  were  wanting  to  complete 
my  third  year,  when  the  stern  goddesses  broke  my  fetal 
thread.    What  did  my  beauty,  my  prattle,  my  tender  yean 
avail  me?    Thou  who  readeat  the  inscription  before  thee, 
drop  a  tear  npon  my  tomb.    So  may  he,  whom  thou  shah 
desire  to  survive  thyself  be  preserved  from  the  waters  of  Lethe 
till  he  has  reached  an  age  greater  than  that  of  Nestor. 
My  parents'  grief  I  here  lie  in  this  tomb, 
"Who  had  my  birth  and  name  from  mighty  Borne : 
Six  months  I  wanted  of  three  years  to  me, 
When  my  life's  thread  was  cut  by  destiny. 
What  grace  shall  ape,  or  tongue,  or  beauty  have  t 
Thou  that  read'st  this,  shed  some  tears  on  my  grave. 
80  he  that  thou  wouldst  have  thyself  survive, 
Shall  longer  than  decrepit  Nestor  live.  FU&ckir. 

XOVTI.      TO  HIS  BOOK. 

I£  my  book,  you  are  well  acquainted  with  Caxius  Sa- 
binus,  the  glory  of  the  mountainous  Umbria,  the  fellow- 
townsman  of  my  friend  Aulas  Fudens,  you  will  present  these 
lines  to  him,  even  though  he  be  engaged.  Though  a  thou- 
sand cares  may  besiege  and  press  upon  him,  he  will  still  have 
leisure  for  my  verses;  for  he  loves  me,  and  will  read 
me  next  to  the  noble  compositions  of  Turnus.1  Oh,  what 
renown  is  in  store  for  me !  what  glory !  what  numbers  of  ad- 
mirers 1  You  will  be  celebrated  at  feasts,  at  the  bar,  in  the 
temples,  the  streets,  the  porticoes,  the  shops.  You  are  sent 
t    one,  but  you  will  be  read  by  all. 

H  book,  Caxius  Sabinus  (the  renown 
Of  hilly  Umbria,  and  of  the  town 

1  A  writer  of  satires.    See  B.  xi.  Ep.  U. 
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Of  my  friend  Aulas  Pudens},  thou  dost  know, 
Howe'er  employM,  yet  boldly  to  him  go  j 
Though  many  urgent  cares  oppress  his  mind, 
A  vacant  time  to  read  thee,  he  will  find* 
For  me  he  lores  j  and  deigns  my  Terse  the  grace, 
Next  Turnus*  noble  works  to  hold  the  place. 
O,  what  great  trophies  are  for  thee  prepared  I 
'What  num*roiis  friends !  what  glories  to  be  shared ! 
There 's  not  a  mart,  in  which  thou  'It  not  be  found, 
A  feast,  a  street,  but  will  with  thee  resound ; 
The  baths,  the  porticoes,  eVn  evVy  stall : 
To  one  thou  *rt  sent,  but  wilt  be  read  by  alL 

Amm.  1695. 

XOYIII.      TO   CA8TOB. 

Ion  buy  everything,  Castor ;  the  consequence  will  be,  thai 
you  will  sell  everything. 

You  purchase  everything,  which  makes  it  plain 
That  everything  you  soon  will  sell  again.  Hay. 

If  for  mere  wantonness  you  buy  so  fast, 

For  very  want  you  must  sell  all  at  last         Bouquti. 

Why,  Tom.  you  purchase  everything !  *t  is  well : 

Who  can  deny  you'll  have  the  more  to  sell  P     Hodgmm. 

XOIX.      TO  GBI8PIOT8.1 

So,  Crispinus,  may  you  always  see  the  Thunderer's  f  face, 
looking  serene,  and  so  may  Borne  love  you  not  leas  than  your 
own  Memphis,  as  my  verses  shall  be  read  in  the  Parrhasian 
palace;*  (for  the  sacred  ear  of  Gsssar  usually  deigns  to 
listen  to  them).  Take  courage  to  say  of  me,  as  a  candid 
reader,  "  This  poet  adds  something  to  the  glory  of  thy  age, 
nor  is  he  very  much  inferior  to  Marsus  and  the  learned  Ca- 
tullus." That  is  sufficient;  the  rest  I  leave  to  the  god 
himself. 

Mav'st  thou  the  prince  still  gracious  to  thee  find, 
Ana  Rome,  no  less  than  Egypt,  ever  kind ; 
If,  when  in  court,  my  verses  thou  dost  hear 

Sor  sometimes  Caesar  deigns  to  them  an  ear), 
iou  me  afibrd'st  this  free  and  candid  praise, 
This  man's  a  dory,  Caesar,  to  thy  days, 
Yields  not  to  Marsus,  Pedo,  or  the  best 
This  is  enough ;  to  Caesar  leave  the  rest      Anon.  1695. 

1  The  same,  says  Raderus,  that  is  mentioned  by  Juvenal,  Sat  I.  and  IV 
*  Domitian's.  »  On  the  Palatine  hill.    See  Ep.5& 
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BOOK  VIII. 


talbbhts  mabtialis  to  thb  xmpbbob  noinnAiros,  obsab 

AUGUSTUS,  GBBKAXIOUS,  DA0I0U8,  GBSETHTG. 

All  my  books,  Sire,  to  which  you  have  riven  renown,  that 
is,  life,  are  dedicated  to  you;  and  will  for  that  reason,  I  doubt 
not,  be  read.  This,  however,  which  is  the  eighth  of  my  col- 
lection, has  furnished  more  frequent  opportunities  of  show- 
ing my  devotion  to  you.  I  had  consequently  less  occasion 
to  produce  from  my  own  invention,  for  the  matter  supplied 
the  place  of  thought ;  yet  I  have  occasionally  attempted  to 
produce  variety  by  the  admixture  of  a  little  pleasantry,  that 
every  verse  might  not  inflict  on  your  divine  modesty  praises 
more  likely  to  fatigue  you  than  to  satisfy  me.  And  though 
epigrams,  addressed  even  to  the  gravest  persons  and  .to  those 
of  the  highest  rank,  are  usually  written  in  such  a  manner 
that  they  seem  to  assume  a  theatrical  licence  of  speech,  I 
have  nevertheless  not  permitted  these  to  speak  with  any  such 
freedom.  Since,  too,  the  larger  and  better  part  of  the  book 
is  devoted  to  the  majesty  of  your  sacred  name,  it  has  to  re- 
member that  it  ought  not  to  approach  the  temples  of  gods 
without  religious  purification.  That  my  readers  also  may 
know  that  I  consider  myself  bound  by  this  obligation,  I  have 
determined  to  make  a  declaration  to  that  effect  at  the  com- 
mencement of  the  book  in  a  short  epigram : 

I.      TO  HIS  BOOK. 

My  book,  as  you  are  about  to  enter  the  laurel-wreathed 
palace  of  the  lord  of  the  world,  learn  to  speak  with  modesty, 
and  in  a  reverent  tone.  Betire,  unblushing  Venus ;  this 
book  is  not  for  thee.  Come  thou  to  me,  Pallas,  thou  whom 
Caesar  adores. 

To  thv  prince's  laureffd  court,  seeing  thouVt  to  go, 
Learn,  Dook,  a  chaste  and  modest  speech  to  know. 
No  place  is  left  for  wanton  Venus  there  j 
Pallas.  CflBsarean  Pallas,  rule  does  bear.         Anon.  1695. 
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U.     TO  JA1TOS. 

Janus,  the  author  and  parent  of  our  annals,  when  he  re- 
cently beheld  the  conqueror  of  the  Danube,  thought  it  not 
enough  to  have  several  faces,1  and  wished  that  he  bad  more 
eyes ;  then,  speaking  at  once  with  his  different  tongues,  he 
promised  the  lord  of  earth  and  divinity  of  the  empire  an  old 
age  four  times  as  long  as  that  of  Nestor.  We  pray  thee,  father 
Janus,  that  thou  wouldst  give  the  promised  term  in  addition 
to  thine  own  immortality.* 

When  Jurat,  lord  of  times,  beheld  of  late 
TV  imperial  victor  in  triumphant  state, 
Thougn  facet  he  had  two,  he  thought  them  few, 
And  wiah'd  that  yet  more  eyes  he  nad  to  view. 
With  both  his  tongues  he  said  unto  our  lord, 
Nestor's  four  ages  1 11  to  thee  afford. 

O  father  Janus!  thine  own  also  give, 
That  he  not  long,  but  may  for  ever,  live.     Awm.  1696. 

ni.     TO  HIS  MUSI. 

"Five  books  had  been  enough ;  six  or  seven  are  surely  too 
many :  why.  Muse,  do  you  delight  still  to  sport  on  P  Be  mod- 
est and  make  an  end.  Fame  can  now  give  me  nothing  more: 
7  book  is  in  every  hand.  And  when  the  stone  sepulchre 
Messala*  shall  lie  ruined  by  time,  and  the  vast  marble 
tomb  of  Licinus4  shall  be  reduced  to  dust,  I  shall  still  be 
read,  and  many  a  stranger  will  carry  my  verses  with  him  to 
his  ancestral  home."  Thus  had  I  concluded,  when  the 
ninth  •  of  the  sisters,  her  hair  and  dress  streaming  with  per- 
fumes, made  this  reply:  Canst  thou  then,  ungrateful,  lay 
aside  thy  pleasant  trifling  p  Canst  thou  employ  thy  leisure, 
tell  me,  in  any  better  way  P  Dost  thou  wish  to  relinquish 
my  sock  for  the  tragic  buskin,  or  to  thunder  of  savage 
wars  in  heroic  verse,  that  the  pompous  pedant  may  read 
thee  with  hoarse  voice  to  hh  class,  and  that  the  grown-up 
maiden  and  ingenuous  youth  may  detest  theep  Let  such 
poems  be  written  by  those  who  are  most  grave  and  singularly 
severe,  whose  wretched  toilings  the  lamp  witnesses  at  mid- 
night.   Bat  do  thou  season  books  for  the  Bomans  with  racy 

1  Janus  it  generally  represented  with  two  facet ;  but  tonieumet  wi'.H 
four,  answering  to  the  four  aeatona.  *  Immortality. 

*  The  orator,  Menala  Commit.    B.  z.  Ep.  2. 
4  A  rich  freed-man  of  Augustus.    Pertiua.  Sat  IL  •  Thalia, 
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salt ;  in  thee  let  human  nature  read  and  recognise  its  own 
manners.  Although  thou  mayst  seem  to  be  playing  on  but  a 
slender  reed,  that  reed  will  tie  better  heard  than  the  trum- 
pets of  many. 

Eve  had  sumoM  j  six  books  or  seven  do  cloy, 

Why  dost  at  yet  delight,  my  muse,  to  toy  P 

Give  o'er,  for  shame:  Fame  has  not  more  to  grace 

My  Terse,  the  business  made  in  eVry  place. 

And  when  proud  tombs,  in  which  for  feme  men  trust. 

O'erthrown  and  broken  lie  reducM  to  dust, 

I  shall  be  read,  strangers  will  make  *t  their  care, 

Unto  their  several  soils  my  works  to  bear. 

She  of  the  sacred  nine  (when  I  had  spoke), 
Whose  locks  with  odours  drop,  thus  sQenoe  Droket 

And  wilt  thou  then  thy  pleasant  Terse  forsake  P 
What  better  choice,  ungrateful,  canst  thou  make  P 
Exchange  thy  mirthful  for  a  tragic  vein  j 
Thunder  harsh  wars  in  an  heroic  strain; 
Which  strutting  pedants,  till  they're  hoarse,  may  rant, 
While  the  ripe  youth  detest  to  hear  the  cant: 
Let  the  o'er-sour  and  dull  that  way  delight, 
Whose  lamps  at  midnight  see  the  wretches  write. 
But  season  thou  thy  lines  with  sharpest  wit. 
That  all  may  read  their  vices  smartly  hit 
Altho'  thou  seem'st  to  play  but  on  a  reed, 
Thy  slender  pipe  the  trumpet  does  exceed.     Anon.  1695. 

IT.      TO  DOIOTIAK. 

What  a  world  of  people,  ye  gods,  is  collected  at  the  Boman 
altars,  offering  up  prayer  and  tows  for  its  ruler!  These, 
Gennanicus,  are  not  the  joys  of  men  only ;  it  seems  to  me 
that  the  gods  themselves  are  celebrating  a  festival 

At  Latian  altars  see  conglob'd  mankind, 
Joint  vows  and  Io's  for  its  lord  to  pay. 

Such  joys  to  man  alone  were  ne'er  ssskn'd: 
The  gods  themselves  do  sacrifice  to-oay. 

£&mdom. 

T.     TO  M1.0SB. 

Yon  have  given  so  many  rings  to  young  ladies,  Macer, 
that  yon  have  none  left  for  yourself.1 

1  Ton  are  deprived  of  your  equestrian  ring  and  dignity,  for  which  youi 
fortune  hat  ceased  to  be  sufficient. 
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You  give  so  many  girls  a  ring, 

That  you  yourself  have  no  such  thing.     .Hay. 

YI.      OK  XTJOTUt. 

There  is  nothing  more  hateful  than  the  antique  vaaea  of  old 
Euctua.  I  prefer  cupa  made  of  Saguntine  day.  When  the 
garrulous  old  man  boasts  the  pedigrees  of  his  smoky  silver 
vessels,  he  makea  even  the  wine  seem  musty  with  his  talk. 
"  These  cups  belonged  to  the  table  of  Laomedon ;  to  obtain 
which  Apollo  raised  the  walla  of  Troy  by  the  sound  of 
his  lyre.  With  this  goblet  fierce  Bhoecua  rushed  to  battle 
with  the  Lapitha;  you  see  that  the  work  has  suffered  in 
the  struggle.  This  double  vase  is  celebrated  for  having 
belonged  to  the  aged  Nestor;  the  doves  upon  it  have  been 
worn  bright  by  the  thumb  of  the  hero  of  Pylos.  This  is 
the  tankard  in  which  Achilles  ordered  wine  to  be  pre- 
pared for  his  friends  with  more  than  ordinary  copiousness 
and  strength.  In  this  bowl  the  beauteous  Dido  drank  the 
health  of  Bitiaa,  at  the  entertainment  given  to  the  Phrygian 
hero."  When  you  have  done  admiring  all  these  trophies  of 
ancient  art,  you  will  have  to  drink  Astyanax  in  the  cupa  of 
Priam.1 

In  leathern  jack  to  drink  much  leas  I  hate, 

Than  in  Sir  William's  antique  set  of  plate. 

He  tells  the  gasconading  pedigree, 

Till  the  wine  turns  insipid  too  as  he. 

"  This  tumbler,  in  the  world  the  oldest  toy," 

Says  he,  "was  brought  by  Brute  himself  from  Troy. 

That  handled  cup,  and  which  is  larger  far, 

A  present  to  my  father  from  the  Cxar: 

See  how  't  is  bruisM,  and  the  work  broken  off  | 

T  was  when  he  flung  it  at  Prince  MensikoiL 

The  other  with  the  cover,  which  is  less, 

Was  once  the  property  of  good  Queen  Bess : 

In  it  she  pledged  duke  d'Alencon,  then  gave  it 

To  Drake,  my  wife's  great  uncle :  so  we  have  it 

The  bowl,  the  tankard,  flagon,  and  the  beaker, 

Were  my  neat-grand&thers,  when  he  was  Speaker.* 

What  pity  a  is,  that  plate  so  old  and  fine 

Should  correspond  no  better  with  the  wine.  Hay* 

*  Ten  wul  have  to  drink  new  wine  out  of  old  cupa. 
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TU.     TO  OTJfHJ* 

Ii  tfaii  pleading  causes,  Cinna  ?  Is  this  speaking  eloquently, 
to  say  inre  words  in  ten  hours  P  Just  now  you  asked  with  a 
loud  voice  for  four  more  clepsydra.1  What  a  long  time  you 
take  to  say  nothing,  Cinna! 

Cinna,  is  this  to  plead?  and  wisely  say 
Only  nine  words  in  ten  hours  of  the  day? 
But  with  a  mighty  voice  thou  erav'st  for  thee 
The  hour-glass  twice  two  times  reversed  to  be : 
CSnna,  how  great's  thy  taciturnity!  Fletcher. 

TIIL     TO  JAHTJS,  Off  DOKITIAW'8  BITUBV  IK  JAOTABT 

Although,  Janus,  thou  givest  birth  to  the  swiftly-rolling 
years,  and  recalleat  with  thy  presence  centuries  long  past; 
and  although  thou  art  the  first  to  be  celebrated  with  pious  in-  • 
cense,  saluted  with  vows,  and  adorned  with  the  auspicious 
purple  and  with  every  honour ;  yet  thou  nreferreat  the  glory, 
which  has  just  befallen  our  city,  of  beholding  its  god  return 
in  thy  own  month. 

Dread  guardian  of  the  infant  year, 

That  opens,  but  in  act  to  fly  j 
Who  bidd'st  us  still  the  last  revere, 

And  keep  it  in  reflexive  eye : 
Though  thee  the  primal  incense  hail, 
Though  thee  invoke  the  early  vow; 
Glad  purple  fan  thee  with  her  gale, 
To  thee  each  honour  awful  bow : 
It  more  bespoke  thy  gracious  nod, 

As  blessing  more  the  Latian  town, 
To  see  thy  month  bring  back  a  god, 
Who  could  the  wish  of  nations  crown. 

ElphineUm. 
IX.     TO  QUIKTU8. 

Hylas,  the  blear-eyed,  lately  offered  to  pay  you  three  qua** 
ten  of  his  debt;  now  that  he  has  lost  one  eye  he  offers  you 
half  Hasten  to  take  it;  the  opportunity  for  getting  it  may 
soon  pass,  for  if  Hylas  should  become  blind,  he  will  pay  you 
nothing. 

Nine'  ounces  blear-eyM  Hylas  would  ha* e  paid: 
Now  dusk  he  tenders  half  thy  debt  delaytf: 

1  See  B.  vi.  Ep.  36. 
9a 
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Take  his  next  offer:  gainst  occasion  '•  short: 
If  he  prove  blind,  thou  wilt  have  nothing  fort 

X.     OJT  BJJI8TJ8. 

Bassus  has  bought  a  cloak  for  ten  thousand  sesterces;  a 
Tyrianone  of  the  very  best  colour.  He  has  made  a  good  bar- 
gain. "Isit  then,"  you  ask,  "so  very  cheap?"  Tea;  for  he 
will  not  pay  for  it 

His  lordship  bought  his  last  gay  birth-day  dress, 
And  gay  it  was,  tor  fourscore  pound,  or  less. 
Is  he  so  good  at  buying  cheap  P  you  say — 
Extremely  good :  for  he  does  never  pay.  Hay, 


Gay  Bassus  for  ten  thousand  bought 

A  Tyrian  robe  of  rich  array, 
And  was  a  gainer.    HowP   fie  taught: 

The  prudent  Bassus  did  not  pay. 

Westminster  Review,  Apr.  1863. 

xi.    to  BomnAjr. 

The  Bhine  now  knows  that  yon  hare  arrived  in  your 
own  city;  for  he  too  hears  the  acclamations  of  your  people. 
Even  the  Sarmatian  tribes,  and  the  Danube,  and  the  Getaa, 
have  been  startled  by  the  loudness  of  our  recent  exultations. 
While  the  prolonged  expressions  of  joy  in  the  sacred  circus 
greeted  you,  no  one  perceived  that  the  horses  had  started 
and  run  four  times.  No  ruler,  CsBsar,  has  Borne  ever  so 
loved  before,  and  she  could  not  love  you  more,  even  were  she 
to  desire  it. 

That  Caesar's  come  to  Borne  the  Bhine  does  know, 
So  far,  so  fast*  the  people's  voices  go ; 
Their  iterated  shouts  the  Scythians  fright, 
All  nations,  whom  their  joy  does  not  delight 
While  in  the  cirque  their  Salve's  welcome  thee, 
The  races  they  regard  not,  though  they  see. 
No  prince,  thyself,  was  e'er  so  lord  before ; 
Borne,  if  she  would,  she  could  not  love  thee  more. 

Anon.  1996. 

XII.     TO  PBISCUS. 

Do  you  ask  why  I  am  unwilling  to  marry  a  rich  wifef  It 
is  because  I  am  unwilling  to  be  taken  to  husband  by  my  wife. 
The  mistress  of  the  house  should  be  subordinate  to  her  hus> 
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bandy  for  in  no  other  way,  Prisons,  will  the  wife  and  husband 
be  on  an  equality. 

Dost  ask  why  I'd  not  many  a  rich  wifeP 

1 11  not  be  subject  in  that  double  strife. 

Let  matrons  to  their  heads  inferior  be, 

Else  man  and  wife  have  no  equality.         Fbtekmr. 

Why  a  rioh  bride  I  would  not  choose 

To  lead  home,  do  you  ask* 
Why  truly  an  uxorious  noose 

Is  no  such  pleasant  task! 
Oh,  Edward,  let  the  husband  be 

Superior  to  the  wife. 
As  otherwise  they'll  disagree 

And  live  in  endless  strSe.        Rev.  Jfr.  Scott,  1773. 

XTTT.     TO  GU&GILIAHUS* 

I  bought  what  yon  called  a  fool  for  twenty  thousand  ses- 
terces. Keturn  me  my  money,  Gargilianus ;  he  is  no  fool 
as  all 

I  bought  him  'cause  you  said  a  fool  he'd  bee : 
Pay  back  my  money  j  hee's  too  wise  for  mee. 

Old MS.lWi  Cent. 

HT.     TO  A  7BIXND. 

That  your  tender  COician  fruit  trees  may  not  suffer  from 
frost,  and  that  too  keen  a  blast  may  not  nip  your  young 
plants,  glass  frame-works,  opposed  to  the  wintry  south  winds, 
admit  the  sunshine  and  pure  light  of  day  without  any  detri- 
mental admixture.  But  to  me  a  cell  is  assigned  with  un- 
placed windows,  in  which  not  even  Boreas  himself  would 
like  to  dwell.  Is  it  thus,  cruel  man,  that  yon  would  have 
your  old  friend  liveP  I  should  be  better  shelter'd  as  the  com- 
panion of  your  trees. 

Your  oranges  and  myrtles,  with  what  cost, 
You  guard  against  the  nipping  winds  and  frost! 
The  absent  sun  the  constant  stoves  repair: 
Windows  admit  his  beams  without  the  air. 
My  garret  too  hath  windows,  but  not  glasses; 
Where  Boreas  never  stays,  but  often  passes. 
For  shame  (  to  let  an  old  acquaintance  freese ! 
I  had  much  better  live  amongst  your  trees.  Hay. 

2a* 
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XT.     TO  SOlOTZAjr. 

While  the  newfy^uquiredgbry  of  the  Bm^ 
is  the  unirerMl  theme  of  conversation,  and  while  every  alter 
is  offering  propitious  sacrifices  to  our  Jupiter  on  his  return, 
the  people,  the  grateful  knights,  the  senate,  offer  incense ;  and 
largesses  from  jou  for  the  third  time  enrich  the  Boman  tribes. 
These  modest  triumphs,  too,  Borne  will  celebrate;  nor  will 
your  laurels  gained  in  peace  be  less  glorious  than  your  former 
triumphs  in  war,  inasmuch  as  jrou  feel  assured  of  the  sacred 
affection  of  your  people.  It  is  a  prince's  greatest  virtue  to 
know  his  own  subjects. 

While  As  Pannonian  war  new  glory  sends. 

And  eVrr  altar  coming  Jove  attend* ; 

The  people,  knights,  and  fathers,  blend  the  songi 

And  As  third  boons  enrich  the  Latian  throng. 

Borne  shall  thy  modest  triumphs  mad  express: 

Nor  shall  the  laurel  of  thy  peace  be  less. 

What  joy,  from  piety  eombin'd,  must  flow  I 

A  printers  honour  is  his  own  to  know.  Elphuittom. 

XVI.  TO   CIPEEU8. 

You,  Cyperus,  who  were  long  a  baker,  now  plead  causes,  and 
are  seeking  to  gain  two  hundred  thousand  sesterces.  But  you 
squander  what  you  get,  and  even  go  so  far  as  to  borrow  more, 
x  ou  have  not  quitted  your  former  profession,  Cyperus :  you 
make  both  bread  and  flour. 

Long  you  bak'd,  and  no  one  wonder*d : 

Now  you  plead,  and  ask  two  hundred. 

Still  you  waste,  and  still  you  borrow; 

That,  Cyperus,  proves  our  sorrow. 

Baker  soil,  though  somewhat  musty, 

Bread  you  make,  and  still  are  dusty.     SXpkindotu 

XVII.  TO   8EXTU8. 

I  pleaded  your  cause,  Sextus ;  having  agreed  to  do  so  for 
two  thousand  sesterces.  How  is  it  that  you  have  sent  me 
only  a  thousand  P  "  Tou  said  nothing,"  you  tell  me ;  "  and 
the  cause  was  lost  through  you,"  Tou  ought  to  give  me  so 
much  the  more,  Sextus,  as  I  had  to  blush  for  you. 

Ton  said,  ten  guineas  when  your  cause  was  done  t 
What?  do  you  think  tc  fobb  me  off  with  one? 
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Now  yon  pretend  that  I  could  nothing  say. 

The  more  you  owe,  my  blushes  to  repay.        Hay. 

XV  JUL.     TO  CJJULB1US, 

If,  Cirinius,  you  were  to  publish  jrour  epigrams,  you  might 
be  my  equal,  or  even  my  superior,  in  the  estimation  of  the 
reading  public;  but  such  is  the  respect  you  entertain  for 
your  old  friend,  that  his  reputation  is  dearer  to  you  than  your 
own.  Just  so  did  Virgil  sustain  from  the  style  of  the  Cala- 
brian  Horace,  although  he  was  well  able  to  excel  even  the 
odes  of  Pindar,  and  so  too  did  he  resign  to  Varius  the  praise 
of  the  Boman  buskin,  although  he  could  have  declaimed  with 
more  tragic  power.  Gold,  and  wealth,  and  estates,  many  a 
friend  wul  bestow;  one  who  consents  to  yield  die  palm  in 
genius,  is  rare. 

80  smooth  your  numbers,  friend,  your  verse  so  sweet, 

80  sharp  the  jest,  and  yet  the  tone  so  neat 

That  with  her  Martial  Rome  would  place  Chine, 

Borne  would  prefer  your  sense  and  thought  to  mine. 

Yet  modest  you  decline  the  public  stage, 

To  fix  your  friend  alone  amid  th'  applauding  age. 

80  Maro  did ;  -the  mighty  Maro  tings 

In  vast  heroic  notes  of  vast  heroic  things, 

And  leaves  the  ode  to  dance  upon  his  Fleecus*  strings. 

He  scom*d  to  daunt  the  dear  Horatian  lyre, 

Though  his  brave  genius  flaah'd  Pindaric  fire, 

And  at  his  will  could  silence  all  the  lyric  quire. 

80  to  his  Varius  he  resign*d  the  praise 

Of  the  proud  buskin  and  the  tragic  bays, 

When  he  could  thunder  with  a  loftier  vein, 

And  sing  of  gods  and  heroes  in  a  bolder  strain. 

A  handsome  treat,  a  piece  of  gold,  or  so, 
And  compliments,  will  every  friend  bestow : 
Rarely  a  Virgil,  a  drine  we  meet, 
Who  lays  his  laurels  at  inferior  feet, 
And  yields  the  tenderest  point  of  honour,  wit 

Dr.  WtUt  Harm  Lyricm 

In  epigram  so  happy  is  your  strain, 

You  might  be  read,  and  I  might  write  in  vain: 

But  your  regard  to  friendship  so  sincere, 

Your  own  applause,  than  mine,  you  hold  less  dear. 

80  Maro  left  to  Flaccu*  Pindar's  flight, 

Able  himself  to  soar  a  nobler  height  1 
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And,warm'd  with  a  superior  tragic  rage, 

To  Varins  gave  the  honour  of  the  stage. 

Friends  oft  to  friends  in  other  tooints  submit  j 

Few  yield  the  glory  of  the  field  in  wit  Jfiy. 

XTX.     OK  01MA. 

Cinna  wishes  to  seem  poor,  and  is  poor. 

Cinna  does  always  act  the  poor  man's  party 

And  is  nott  worth  a  groat    What  neeaes  such  art  P 

Old  MS.  16th  Cent 

Hal  am  he's  poor,  in  hopes  you  11  say  he's  not  j 
But  take  his  word  for  't ;  Hal's  not  worth  a  groat 

XX.     TO  TABUS. 

Though  you  write  two  hundred  yerses  every  day,  Varus, 
yon  recite  nothing  in  public.  You  are  unwise,  and  yet  you 
are  wise. 

Each  day  you  make  two  hundred  yerses,  sott, 
But  none  recite :  you  're  wise,  and  you  are  nott 

Old  MS,  im  CM. 

Ton  make  two  hundred  yerses  in  a  trice ; 

But  publish  none :— The  man  is  mad  and  wise.      JJoy. 

XXI.     TO  THX  MOBKIire  STAB. 

Phosphorus  (MoniingStar),  bring  back  the  day ;  why  dost 
thou  delay  our  joys  P  when  Caesar  is  about  to  return,  Phos- 
phorus, bring  back  the  day.  Borne  implores  thee.  Is  it  that 
the  sluggish  wain  of  the  tame  Bootes  is  carrying  thee,  that 
thou  comest  with  axle  so  slow  P  Thou  shouldst  rather  snatch 
Cyllaros  from  Leda's  twins ;  Castor  himself  would  to-day  lend 
thee  his  horse.  Why  dost  thou  detain  the  impatient  Titan  P 
Already  Xanthus  and  jEthon  lone  for  the  bit,  and  the  benign 
parent  of  Memnon  is  up  and  ready.  Yet  the  lingering  stars 
refuse  to  retreat  before  the  shining  light,  and  the  moon  is 
eager  to  behold  the  Ausonian  ruler.  Come,  Ca*ar,  even 
though  it  be  night:  although  the  stars  stand  still,  day  will 
not  be  absent  from  thy  people  when  thou  comest. 

Phosphor,  bring  light ;  why  dost  our  joys  delay  P 
Caesar 's  to  come ;  Phosphor,  bring  on  the  day. 
Rome  begs  it    Art  drawn  in  Bootes'  team, 
Thou  morst  so  slowly  with  a  lasy  beam? 
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Castor  will  not  refuse  that  thou  shouldfe  mount 
His  swift-foot  Cyflaros  on  this  account. 
Impatient  Titan  why  dost  thou  detain? 
Xanthus  and  JBthon  both  desire  the  rein; 
Aurora  waits;  yet  lingering  stars  there  be, 
Aa  if  the  moon  th*  Ausonian  king  would  see! 
Come,  Cesser,  though  in  night  let  stars  delay: 
When  thou  art  here,  we  shall  not  want  a  day. 

Anon.  1090. 

XXII.     TO  OIXLIOUS. 

Yon  invite  me,  Qallicns,  to  partake  of  a  wild  boar;  you 
place  before  me  a  home-fed  pig.  I  am  a  hybrid,  Gallicus,  if 
you  can  deceive  me. 

You  bid  to  a  boar,  and  you  treat  with  a  hog. 
Ton  make  us  both  mongrels,  if  thus  you're  a  dog. 

Hill.      TO  BTJ8TI0TJ8. 

I  seem  to  yon  cruel  and  too  much  addicted  to  gluttony, 
when  I  beat  my  cook  for  sending  up  a  bad  dinner.  If  that 
appears  to  you  too  trifling  a  cause,  say  for  what  cause  you 
would  have  a  cook  flogged r 

On  me  aa  sterne  and  gluttonous  you  looke, 
'Cause  for  my  supper  spoyTd  I  beate  my  eooket 
If  this  fault  you  think  slight,  nor  worth  a  blow, 
For  what  else  should  a  cooke  be  beaten  t    8how. 

Old  MS.  IStMOmL 

hit.  to  DOianur. 
If  I  chance  in  my  timid  and  slender  book  to  make  any 
request  of  thee,  grant  it,  unless  my  pages  are  too  presump- 
tuous. Or,  if  thou  dost  not  grant  it,  Caesar,  still  permit  it 
to  be  made;  Jumter  is  never  offended  by  incense  and  prayers. 
It  is  not  he  who  fashions  divine  images  in  gold  or  marble, 
that  makes  them  gods,  but  he  who  offers  supplications  to 
th^Fi. 

If  I  in  fear  ehanee  to  petition  thee, 

If  I  'm  not  impudent,  vouchsafe  it  me. 

If  thou  It  not  grant,  deign  to  be  ask'd  in  love, 

Inoense  and  prayers  ne'er  offended  Jove. 

"He  that  an  image  frames  in  gold  or  stone 

Makes  not  a  god;  he  that  kneels,  makes  it  one.         A 

FU4mtrt 
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x±v.  to  oppiahxts. 
You  have  seen  me  very  ill,  Oppianus,  only  onee:  I  sLaL 
often  aee  you  so.1 

You  taw  ma  ill  one  day,  yon  tell* 
Oppian.    I  never  eee  you  welL        Anom. 

xxn.    TO  DOMITIAIT. 

The  huntsman  on  the  banks  of  the  Ganges,  looking  pale 
as  he  fled  on  his  Hyreanian  steed,  never  stood  in  fear,  amid 
the  Eastern  fields,  of  so  many  tigers  as  thy  Borne,  0  Ger- 
manicus,  has  lately  beheld.  She  could  not  even  count  the 
objects  of  her  delight.  Your  arena,  Cnear,  has  surpassed 
the  triumphs  of  Bacchus  among  the  Indians,  and  the  wealth 
and  magnificence  of  the  conquering  deity;  for  Bacchus,  when 
he  led  the  Indians  captive  after  his  chariot,  was  content  with 
a  single  pair  of  tigers. 

On  Ganged  banks,  who  spoils  the  wood  or  mead* 

And  paly  flies  on  the  Hyreanian  steed, 

Ne'er  saw,  Germanic,  as  thy  Rome,  such  sights : 

Nor  can  she  number  all  her  new  delights. 

The  Erythrean  triumphs  yield  to  thine  j 

The  pow*r  terrestrial  and  the  wealth  divine ; 

For,  when  the  car  the  captive  Indians  trod, 

A  brace  of  tigers  drew  the  victor-god.  Efyhmdm. 

XXVII.  TO  OAUBTJS. 

He  who  makes  presents  to  you,  Gaums,  rich  and  old  as 
you  are,  says  plainly,  if  you  have  but  sense  and  can  under* 
stand  him,  "Die!" 

Gaurus,  he  that  doth  gifts  bertow 

On  thee,  both  rich  and  old, 
If  thou  art  wise  thou  needs  must  know 

He'd  have  thee  dead  and  cold.  Fktcbr. 

Who  gives  you  gifts,  being  rich  and  old,  doth  cry, 
Gaum,  to  thee  I  give  these  gifts  to  die.  Wright. 

You  Ye  rich  and  old ;  to  you  they  presents  send: 
Don't  you  perceive  they  old  you  die,  my  friend  P    ifoy. 

XXTHL-  tO  A  TOOA,  OIVSK  HIM  BT  PABTHBVI178. 

Say,  toga,  rich  present  from  my  eloquent  friend,  of  what 
lock  wert  thou  the  ornament  and  the  glory  P   Did  the  grass 

1  SeeB.vtt.Ep.  4.    I  shall  see  you  often  looking  pals. 
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of  Apulia  and  Ledaan  Fhalantns1  spring  up  for  tbee,  where 
Galmus  irrigates  the  fields  with  waters  from  Calabria?  Or 
did  the  Tartarian  Gnadalqmyir,  the  nourisher  of  the  Iberian 
fold,  wash  thee,  when  on  the  back  of  a  lamb  of  HesperiaP 
Or  has  thy  wool  counted  the  months  of  the  divided  Timavus,' 
of  which  the  affectionate  Cvllarns,  now  numbered  with  the 
stars,  once  drank?  Thee  it  neither  befitted  to  be  stained 
with  Amyctaan  dye,  nor  was  Miletus  worthy  to  receive  thy 
fleece.  Thou  surpassest  in  whiteness  the  lily,  the  budding 
flower  of  the  privet,  and  the  ivory  which  glistens  on  the  bill 
of  Tivoli.*  The  swan  of  Sparta  and  the  doves  of  Faphos  must 

S 'eld  to  thee;  and  even  the  pearl  fished  from  the  Indian  seas, 
ut  though  this  be  a  present  that  vies  with  new-born  snows, 
it  is  not  more  pure  than  its  river  Paxthenius.  I  would  not 
prefer  to  it  the  embroidered  stuffs  of  proud  Babylon,  de- 
corated with  the  needle  of  Semiramis ;  1  should  not  admire 
myself  more  if  dressed  in  the  golden  robe  of  Athamas,  could 
Phrixus  give  me  his  Jtolian  fleece.4  But  oh  what  laughter 
will  my  worn-out  ragged  cloak  excite,  when  seen  in  company 
with  this  regal  toga! 

Say,  grateful  gift  of  mine  ingenious  friend, 
"What  happy  flock  shall  to  thy  fleeoe  pretend? 
For  thee  did  herb  of  fam'd  Fhalantns  blow, 
Where  glad  Galesus  bids  his  waters  flow? 
Or  did  Tartessian  Bsetis  also  lave 
Thy  matchless  woo£  in  his  Hesperian  wave? 
Did  thy  wool  number  streamlets  more  than  seves, 
Of  him  who  slak'd  the  warrior-horse  of  heaven  ? 
Amycta's  bane  ne'er  harjowM  up  thy  hair : 
Miletus  never  boasted  fleeoe  so  fair. 
To  thee  the  lily  fades,  the  privet  'spale  j 
And  all  the  blanching  powrs  of  Hour  fail. 
The  Spartan  swan  the  Paphian  doves  deplore, 
The  pearls  their  hue  on  Erythrean  shore. 

1ThapasturaofTarentaii^laid<mity 
who  was  descended  from  Leda.    See  B.  v.  Ep.  87. 

*  A,  river  of  the  north  of  Italy,  running  into  the  Adriatic  at  which 
Cyllaruf,  Castor's  horse,  drank,  when  he  passed  the  mouth  of  it,  as  it  is 
said,  among  the  Argonauts. 

*  The  ivory  in  the  temple  of  Hercules  is  probably  meant  Comp. 
B.  i*.  Ep.  62. 

4  The  golden  fleece  of  Phrixus  the  ton  of  Athamas  sad  grandson  el 
^fiolus* 
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But,  thbigh  th*  boon  leave  new-fall'n  snows  behind. 
It  If  not  surer  than  the  donor's  mind. 
A  Babylonish  vest  I M  ne'er  pursue, 
A  rest  the  Semiramian  pencil  drew  | 
Old  Athamas's  gold  I'd  proudly  mock, 
Would  Phrixni  give  me  an  JSolian  flock. 
Yet  oh!  what  laughter  will  the  contrast  crown t 
My  threadbare  cloak  upon  th9  imperia  gown! 

XXIX.     OK  DISTICHS. 

He  who  writes  distichs,  wishes,  I  suppose,  to  please  by 
brevity.  Bat,  tell  me,  of  what  avail  is  their  brevity,  when 
there  is  a  whole  book  fall  of  them  ? 

Who  distich*  writes  to  brevity  does  look: 

Bat  where's  the  brevity,  if1 1  ills  a  book.    Ano*.  1*96. 

Ton  hope  in  distichs  brevity  may  please : 

A  book  of  distichs  gives  us  no  great  ease.    Eay. 

XXX.    OK  THJ  SPECTACLE  OF  SC-STOLi.1  BTTBJTIHO 
HIS  HAND. 

The  spectacle  which  is  now  presented  to  as  on  Cnsaris 
arena,  was  the  great  glory  of  the  days  of  Brutus.  See  how 
bravely  the  hand  bears  the  flames.  It  even  enjoys  the 
punishment,  and  reigns  in  the  astonished  fire!  Scapvola 
himself  appears  as  a  spectator  of  his  own  act,  and  applauds 
the  noble  destruction  of  his  right  hand,  which  seems  to 
luxuriate  in  the  sacrificial  fire ;  and  unless  the  means  of 
suffering  had  been  taken  away  from  it  against  its  will,  the 
left  hand  was  still  more  boldly  preparing  to  meet  the  van- 
quished flames.  I  am  unwilling,  after  so  glorious  an  action, 
to  inquire  what  he  had  done  before ;  it  is  sufficient  for  me  to 
jave  witnessed  the  fate  of  his  hand. 

He  who  cheife  glory  was  of  Brutus'  age, 
Is  now  become  the  sport  of  Cesar's  stage : 


8ee  how  he  grasps  the  flames,  enjovs  his  paynes, 
How  in  th'  astoniah'd  fin  his  bold  nand  reknes! 
His  own  spectator,  unconoerri'd,  doth  stand! 
Loves,  ana  e'en  feeds  o'  th'  sacrifice  of 's  hand! 
80  much  that  (if  not  ravish'd  from  *t)  he'd  tyre 
With  his  more  bold  left  hand  the  weary'd  lyre. 

;  A  malefactor  wis  compelled  to  act  the  part  of  Scssvola,  as  ottors  had 
1  been  obliged  to  act  those  of  Prometheus,  Daedalus,  Orpheus,  and  tthars. 
See  Specuc  Bp.  7, 8, 21 
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Vomttttf  what  this  hancYs  forfeit  has  tape, 
Enough  to  ma  this  gallant  act  t*  hare  teen. 

Old  MS.  16*  Cm*. 

TTIT.     TO  DETTO. 

Tern  make  a  pretty  confession  about  yourself  Pento, 
when,  after  taking  a  wife,  you  petition  for  the  rights  of  H 
father  of  three  children.1  But  cease  to  importune  the  em- 
peror, and  return,  though  a  little  behind  time,  to  your  own 
country;  for,  after  so  long  seeking  three  children  far  away 
from  your  deserted  wife,  you  will  find  four  at  home. 

Thou  know*st  not,  Dento,  what  thou  dost  give  leave 
To  men  pleasantly  of  thee  to  conceive : 
Who  begg'st  that  grace,  as  soon  as  thou  art  wed, 
'Which  should  be  giv*a  thee  from  the  marriage-bed. 
But  with  requests  to  tire  the  prince  forbear, 
And  to  thy  long-left  wife  and  home  repair  j 
Who,  while  at  Kome  thou'rt  suing  on  the  score 
Of  having  three  sons,  will  have  brought  thee  four. 

Amm.lOM* 

XXXII.    OK  THB  DOVX  OF  ABXTULLA,  WHOS1  BBOTHXB 
WAS  EXTLED  TO  SABDESTA. 

A  gentle  dove,  gliding  down  through  the  silent  air,  settled 
in  the  very  lap  of  Aretulk  as  she  was  sitting.  This  might 
have  seemed  the  mere  sport  of  chance,  had  it  not  rested 
there,  although  undetained,  and  refused  to  depart,  even  when 
the  liberty  of  flight  was  granted  it.  If  it  is  permitted  to  the 
affectionate  sister  to  hope  for  better  things,  and  if  prayers 
can  avail  to  move  the  lord  of  the  world,  this  bird  is  perhaps 
come  to  thee  from  the  dwelling  of  the  exile  in  Sardinia,  to 
announce  the  speedy  return  of  thy  brother. 

A  dove  soft  glided  through  the  air, 

On  Aretulla/s  bosom  bare. 

This  might  seem  chance,  did  she  not  stay, 

Nor  would  permissive  wing  her  way. 

But,  if  a  pious  sister's  vows 

The  master  of  mankind  allows  j 

This  envoy  of  Sardoan  skies, 

From  the  returning  exile  flies.       Elpkmttmk 

>  0eeB.ii.Ep.  91,  92. 


mm    to  pjlultts,  ow  bjrokyikg  nox  snc  a.  cup  of 

TBBT  THXV  METiX. 

Yog  send  me,  Psulus,  a  leaf  from  a  Prater's  crown,  and 
give  it  the  name  of  a  wine-cup.  Some  toy  of  the  stage  has 
perhaps  recently  been  covered  with  this  thin  substance,  and 
a  dash  of  pale  saffron-water  washed  it  oE  Or  is  it  rather 
a  piece  of  gilding  scraped  off  (as  I  think  it  may  be)  bythe 
nail  of  a  cunning  servant  from  the  leg  of  your  coach  P  Why, 
it  is  moved  by  a  gnat  flying  at  a  distance,  and  is  shaken  by 
the  wing  of  the  tiniest  butterfly.  The  flame  of  the  smallest 
lamp  makes  it  flit  about,  and  it  would  be  broken  by  the 
least  quantity  of  wine  poured  into  it  With  some  such  crust 
as  this  the  date  is  covered,  which  the  ill-dressed  client  carries 
to  his  patron,  with  a  small  piece  of  money,  on  the  first  of 
January.  The  bean  of  Egypt  produces  filaments  less  flexible ; 
and  lilies,  which  fall  before  an  excessive  sun,  are  more  sub- 
stantial The  wandering  snider  does  not  disport  upon  a  web 
so  fine,  nor  does  the  hanging  silk-worm  produce  a  work  so 
slight.  The  chalk  lies  thicker  on  the  face  of  old  Eabulla; 
the  bubble  swells  thicker  on  the  agitated  wave.  The  net 
which  enfolds  a  phi's  twisted  hair  is  stronger,  and  the 
Batavian  foam  which  changes  the  colour  of  Soman  locks  is 
thicker.  With  skin  such  as  this  the  chick  in  the  Ledsan 
egg  is  clothed:  such  are  the  patches  which  repose  upon 
the  senator's  forehead.  Why  did  you  send  me  a  wine-cup, 
when  you  might  have  sent  me  a  small  ladle,  or  a  spoon  evenP 
But  I  speak  too  grandly;  when  you  might  have  sent  me  a 
snail-shell ;  or  in  a  word,  when  you  might  have  sent  me 
nothing  at  all,  Faulus  P 

As  thinn  as  Msrch-payue  fiaggs  you  seat  mee,  Paul, 
A  cupp,  which  you  a  gobblett  needs  must  call: 
With  such  thinn  stuff  gilt  pageants  wee  o'erlay, 
Which  saffron  water  washes  streight  away: 
Such  plate  as  your  light-finger'd  page  with's  nayks 
Scrapes  from  your  bed-poest  when  his  money  feyles. 
So  thinn  'tis,  that  a  gnstft  wing  passing  by, 
Shakes  it  at  distance,  or  least  butterfly. 
With  candle's  smoak  it  takes  a  doubtral  flight, 
Least  drop  of  wine  infus'd  dissolves  it  quite. 
With  such  are  nutmeggs  gilt,  that  clownes  present 
At  Christmas  to  their  landlords  with  their  rent 
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Greene  beane-stoeks  pflTd  so  thin  a  We  can't  runn, 
Nor  101/8  leaves  that  mil  with  too  much  sunn. 
From  busie  spider's  loome  no  such  small  three* 
Or  pendulous  sOkworme's  womb,  is  borrowed. 
The  troubled  water's  bubble  is  more  thick, 
Or  paint  which  on  Fabnlla's  cheek  doth  stick  f 
A  stronger  cauls  keeps  in  her  curled  hayre, 
And  thicket  lather  makes  her  tresses  myre : 
Her  half-moon'd  beauty-spots  are  nott  so  thinn  j 
Chickins  f  th*  egg  are  cloeth'd  with  such  a  skinn. 
Why  then  a  goblett  ?  when  you  might  hare  sent 
A  ladle,  or  as  well  a  spoon  present? 
I  speake  too  bigg— might  it  a  thimble  calif 
Nay,  when  you  needed  not  hare  sent  at  all? 

OldMS.\WiC*U. 

HUT.    TO  A.  BOA8TIB. 

You  say  that  you  have  a  piece  of  plate  which  is  an  original 
work  of  Mys.  That  rather  is  an  original,  in  the  making  of 
which  you  had  no  hand. 

Thy  cup  thou  as  a  true  antique  dost  show : 

What  tnou'dst  no  hand  in  making,  may  be  so.    Anon. 

XXXV.     TO  JL  BAB  OOUPLB. 

8inoe  you  are  so  well  matched,  and  so  much  alike  in  your 
Uvea,  a  very  bad  wife,  and  a  very  bad  husband,  I  wonder 
that  you  do  not  agree. 

When  as  you  are  so  like  in  life, 
A  wicked  husband,  wicked  wife, 
I  wonder  you  should  lire  at  strife. 

Old MS.\<oth  Cent. 

Both  man  and  wife  as  bad  as  bad  can  be, 

I  wonder  they  no  better  should  agree.        Hay. 

Who  says  that  Giles  and  Joan  at  disoord  be? 

Th*  observing  neighbours  no  such  mood  can  see. 

Indeed  poor  Giles  repents  he  married  ever  f 

But  that  his  Joan  doth  too.  And  Giles  would  never 

By  his  free  will  be  in  Joan's  company ; 

No  more  would  Joan  he  should.   Giles  riseth  early, 

And  having  got  him  out  of  doors,  is  glad : 

The  like  is  Joan.  But  turning  home  is  sad, 

And  so  is  Joan.   Oft-times  when  Giles  doth  find 

Harsn  sights  at  home,  Giles  wisheth  he  were  blind  i 


All  this  doth  Joan.   Or  that  bit  lonff-yearn'd  lilit 

Were  quite  out-spun \  the  like  with  hath  his  wife. 

The  children  thai  oe  Keeps  Giles  swears  are  none 

OP  his  begetting ;  and  so  swears  his  Joan. 

In  all  affections  she  eonenrreth  still : 

If  now,  with  man  and  wile,  to  will  and  nfll 

The  self-same  things,  a  note  of  concord  be, 

I  know  no  couple  better  can  agree.  Bern  Jonstm. 

ZXXTI.    TO  DOMTTIAK,  OH  HIS  PJULOE. 

Smile,  Ctasar,  at  the  miracnloua  pyramids  of  Egyptian 
kings;  let  barbarian  Memphis  now  be  silent  concerning  her 
eastern  monuments.  How  insignificant  are  the  labours  of 
JJgypt  compared  to  the  Parrhasian  palace!1  The  god  of 
day  looks  upon  nothing  in  the  whole  world  more  splendid. 
Its  seven  towers  seem  to  rise  together  like  seven  mountains ; 
Ossa  was  less  lofty  surmounted  by  the  Thessalian  Pelion. 
It  so  penetrates  the  heavens,  that  its  pinnacle,  encircled  by 
the  glittering  stars,  is  undisturbed  by  thunder  from  the 
clouds  below,  and  receives  the  rays  of  Phoabus  before  the 
nether  world  illumined,  and  before  even  Circe1  beholds  the 
face  of  her  rising  father.  Yet  though  this  Palace,  Augustus, 
whose  summit  touches  the  stars,  rivals  heaven,  it  is  not  so 
great  as  its  lord. 

8mile,  Cesar,  at  the  pyramids9  loud  fame  j 
Memphis  no  more  thy  barb'rous  wonders  name ; 
TV  Egyptian  works  reach  not  the  smallest  part 
Of  the  Parrhasian  court's  majestic  art: 
No  such  illustrious  piece  the  day  does  show  j 
Nor  Sol  in'a  universal  travels  know. 

Seven  vast  pavilions,  like  seven  mountains,  rise, 
Pelion  on  Ossa  scal'd  not  so  the  skies; 
Thunder  and  clouds  beneath,  thv  aspiring  top 
Enters  the  heavens,  and  'gainst  the  stars  does  knock  | 
The  sun  salutes  it  with  his  early'st  ray, 
On  highest  hills  'tis  night,  when  here  'tis  day. 
Thy  palace,  'bore  th*  Olympian  though  renown'd, 
Unto  its  lord  is  not  yet  equal  found.  Anon*  1096. 

una  to  folyohabictts,  who  utictbd  ltbekaxitt. 
When  you  have  given  up  to  Caietanns  his  bond,  do  yea 
imagine  that  you  have  made  him  a  present  of  ten  thousand 
1  8ee  B.  viL  Ep.  55. 
•  TU  promontory  of  Circe,  csJleduwDan^iter  of  the  Sion, 
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sesterces?   "He  owed  me  that  sum,"  700  say.    Sleep  the 
bond,  Polycharmus,  and  lend  Caietanna  two  thousand.1 

Because  to  Catch  his  bond  you  rencWd  have, 
Think  yon  thereby  a  hundred  pound  you  gave  t 
He  owed  so  much,  you  11  say— your  bond  ne  11  send, 
80  you  11  the  t'other  forty  snOlmgs  lend. 

oid  M8.  imam. 

Ton  gave  Jack  up  his  judgment  and  his  bond: 
Hare  you  then  given  Jack  a  hundred  pound  P 
You  say,  he  ow*d  it :  he  will  both  restore, 
Let  him  but  owe  you  for  a  hundred  more.       Bay. 

ULLVlii.    TO  MBLIOR,  OK  HIS  TBXBTJT1  TO  THB  lOXOBY 
01  THB  VOTABT  BLA81T8. 

He  who  makes  presents  with  persevering  attention  to  one 
who  can  make  a  return  for  his  liberality,  is  perhaps  angling 
for  a  legacy,  or  seeking  some  other  return.  But  if  any  one 
perseveres  in  giving  to  the  name  which  alone  remains  after 
death  and  the  tomb,  what  does  he  seek  but  a  mitigation  of 
his  grief  P  It  makes  a  difference  whether  a  man  is,  or  only 
wishes  to  seem,  good.  You  are  good,  Melior,  and  Fame  knows 
it,  in  that  you  anxiously  prevent  with  solemn  rites  the  name 
of  the  buried  Blmus  from  perishing:  and  what  you  profusely 
give  from  your  munificent  coffers  to  the  observant  and  affec- 
tionate company  of  notaries  to  keep  his  natal  day,  you  bestow 
purely  on  Btasus'  memory.  This  honour  will  lie  paid  you 
for  many  a  year,  as  long  as  your  life  shall  last,  and  will  eon* 
nnue  to  be  paid  after  your  death. 

With  zealous  seeming  love  who  gives 
To  one  who  feels  the  good,  and  lives, 
May  lay  a  bayte  returnes  ^engage: 
Butt  whose  devotions  to  the  dead 
Doe  persevere,  what  can  we  say 
Hee  seekes,  but  his  grafts  to  allay  P 
Tis  better  bee,  than  teeme,  good:  you 
That  good  report  challenge  as  due, 
"Who  with  such  strict  solemnity 
Suffer  nott  the  dead's  name  to  dyes 
But  doe  with  profuse  bounty  pay 
(To  celebrate  your  boy's  birth-day) 
Lam  summs  f  his  Mow  pages,  wfce 
By  those  remember  him  and  you: 

1  Compare  B.  ix.  Ep.  10& 
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So  biting  tributes  while  70a  lire, 
And  after  death,  t?  yourself  you  give. 

OidM$A6<kCmL 

Present!  to  living  friends  may  have  an  eye 

To  greater  favours,  or  a  legacy. 

Expenses,  lavish'd  after  their  decease, 

May  be  perhaps  to  give  our  sorrows  ease. 

Perhaps 'tis  vanity :  tie  not  the  same, 

To  covet  and  to  merit  a  good  name. 

All  know,  each  year  yon  costly  tribute  pay, 

To  eelebrate  great  mlhWs  natal  day: 

All  know,  immortal  is  his  memory. 

Can  you,  then,  fear  his  memory  may  die  P 

IUaminations,  liquor  to  the  town, 

Add  not  to  his,  but  may  to  your  renown. 

The  tale  may  now  among  your  neighbours  spread  j 

But  soon  will  die  away,  when  you  are  dead.       Hay. 

mil.    TO  DOMJTHJr,  OK  Hlfl  PJJULGE. 

There  was  previously  no  place  that  could  accommodate  the 
feasts  and  ambrosial  entertainments  of  the  Palatine  table. 
Here  thon  canst  duly  quaff  the  sacred  nectar,  Germanicus, 
and  drain  cups  mixed  by  the  hand  of  thy  Ganymede.  May  it 
be  long,  I  pray,  before  thou  becomeet  the  guest  of  the 
Thunderer ;  or,  if  thou,  Jupiter,  art  in  haste  to  sit  at  table  with 
Domitian,  come  hither  thyself! 

For  those  that  eat  the  courts  ambrosial  fare, 

8pacious  enough  the  rooms  not  lately  were. 

Tne  structure  now  adds  to  the  wine  a  grace, 

Which  Ganymedes  pour  forth  in  ev*ry place. 

Borne  does  implore,  Jove's  guest  thou  late  wou'd'st  be  j 

Or,  if  impatient,  that  he'd  sup  with  thee.    Anon,  1695. 

XL,     TO  FBIAPUS. 

O  Pmrjua,  guardian,  not  of  a  garden,  nor  of  a  fruitful  vine, 
but  of  this  little  grove,  from  which  you  were  made  and  may 
be  made  again,  I  charge  you,  keep  from  it  all  thievish  hands, 
and  preserve  the  wood  for  its  master's  fire.  If  this  should  fall 
short,  you  will  find  that  you  yourself  are  but  wood. 

I  care  not  that  the  task  is  thin* 
To  tend  the  garden's  gen'rous  vine, 
But  warn  thee  with  a  guardian's  love— 
Priapus,  watch  my  little  grove : 
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The  grove  from  whose  perentel  shade 
Thou  wait  end  mar  again  he  made. 
Bid  evVypflfrmg  hand  retire: 
Preserved*  trees  lor  Martial's  fee. 
Fail  hut  my  grove,  thyself  moat  burn, 
And,  onoe  a  torn,  'mongst  logs  return. 

E.  B.  Grem$9 1774. 

XIX*  TO  TjLXTSTTBTTi. 

Athenagoras  says  he  ia  aony  that  he  has  not  sent  me  the 
presents  which  he  usually  sends  in  the  middle  of  Decern. 
oer.  I  shall  see,  Faustinas,  whether  Athenagoraa  ia  sorry; 
certainly  Athenagoraa  has  made  me  sorry. 

Ton  're  sorry  yon  forgot  to  send,  yon  say. 
My  usual  present  upon  New-year's  day. 
"Whether  you  sorry  are,  'tis  tune  must  show: 
*  It  oertain  Is,  that  you  hare  made  me  so.       Hay. 


If  a  larger  aportnla  has  not  attracted  you  to  those  who  are 
more  favoured  by  fortune,  as  ia  usually  the  case,  you  may 
tako  a  hundred  tmths,  Matho,  from  my  aportnla.1 

If  not,  seducM  by  higher  bribe, 

Thou  blestest  now  the  blessed  tribe; 

My  little  snortule  so  sublimes, 

She  bids  thee  bathe  a  hundred  times.    JBfphm$tm. 

xlhi.  ok  rjjBiua  ajtd  chbesttxul 
Pabius  buries  his  wires,  Chrestilla  her  husbands;  each 
shakes  a  funeral  torch  over  the  nuptial  couch.    Unite  theae 
conquerors,  Venus,  and  the  result  will  then  be  that  Libitina 
will  carry  them  both  off  together. 

Fire  wires  hath  he  dispateh'd,  she  husbands  fire: 

By  both  alike  the  undertakers  thrive. 

Venus  assist!  let  them  join  hands  in  troth! 

One  common  funeral,  then,  would  serve  them  both.  l&y. 

Toth$Ho*.Tkom*$WMmdl£ulyDorothgH$wfane*r 
Pertma*  Sputre. 

While  Tom  and  Dolly  many  mates 
Do  carry  off  ftis  said) 

1  The  sportula  was  a  hundred  quadrantes,  and  a  quadrant,  equal  ts 
shout  half  a  farthing,  was  the  pries  of  an  ordinary  bath. 

2a 
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Each  shakes  by  turns  (so  will  the  Fates) 

The  Funeral  torch  in  bed. 
Oh  fie,  ma'am,  Venus,  end  thia  root 

Commit  them  to  the  Fleet, 
And  grant  they  may.  be  carried  ant, 

Botn  buried  with  one  sheet 

Bee  Mr,  Scott,  1773. 

XLIY.     TO,  TTTTTLLUa. 

I  admonish  yon,  Titullus,  enjoy  life;  ft  is  already  late  to 
do  so ;  it  is  late,  even,  to  begin  under  the  schoolmaster.  IJut 
you,  miserable  Titulhis^  are  not  even,  enjoying  life  in  your 
old  age,  but  wear:  out  every  threshold  with  morning  calls, 
and  all  the  forenoon  are  covered  with  perspiration,  and 
slobbered  with  the  losses  of  the  whole  city.  Ton  wander 
through  the  three  forums,1  in  face  of  all  the  equestrians,  the 
temple  of  Mars,  and  the  colossus  of  Augustus ;  you  are  run- 
ning  about  everywhere  from  the  third  to  the  fifth  hour.1 
Grasp,  accumulate,  spare,  and  hoard  as  you  will,  you  must 
leave  all  behind  you.  Though  the  splendid  coffer  be  pale9 
with  closely  packed  silver  coins,  though  a  hundred  pages  of 
kalends4  be  filled  with  your  debtors  names,  yet  your  heir 
will  swear  that  you  have  left  nothing,  and,  whilst  you  are  ly- 
ing upon  your  bier  or  on.  the  stones,  while  the  pyre  stuffed 
with  papyrus  is  rising  for  you,  he  will  insolently  patronise 
your  weeping  eunuchs ;  and  your  sorrowing  son,  whether  vou 
like  it  or  not,  will  caress  your  favourite  the  very  first  night 
after  your  funeral 

'Tis  late :  begin  to  live,  old  gentleman; 

It  would  be  late,  if  you  at  school  began. 

You  a  long  race  of  misery  have  run;, 

But  have  not  yet  the  race  of  life  begun. 

Your  every  morning  is  in  labour  spent, 

This  man  to  dun,  or  that  to  compliment 

With  dirty  stockings  you  to  Hall  resort, 

A  well-known  party  now  in  every  court 

Through  every  quarter  of  the  town  yon  range, 

Guild-hall,  the  Bank*  the  Custom-house,  tfeer  Change. 

Heap,  scrape,  oppress,  use  every  fraudful  art  j 

Oh !  dismal  thought !  ypur  weatthand  you  must  part 

1  See  B.  iii.  Ep.  38. 

*  Prom  sunrise ;  between  nine  and  eleven  of  our  time. 

v  In  allusion  to  the  colour  of  the  silver. 

4  un  ihe  Kalends,  or  first  day  of  the  month,  interest  was  nail, 
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Of  cash  and  mortgages  though  nuge  your  store 
Tour  graceless  ion  will  .wonder  'tis  no  more. 
And  when  the  gurnet  shall  o'er  your  coffin  wave, 
And  Sable's  vena)  train  attend  your  grave, 
Chief  mourner  he,  and  heir  to  your  embrace, 
Shall  with  your  whore  that  night  supply  jrour  place. 

Hay 

X*Y.     TO  VLACOUB,  OK  THB  BITUBV  OF  PBI8CTT8 
TSBJUIT1US. 

Priscus  Terentius,  my  dear  Flaccus,  is  restored  to  me  from 
the  const  of  Sicily ;  let  a  niilk-white  gem  mark  this  day.  Let 
the  contents  of  this  amphora,  diminished  by  the  lapse  of  a 
hundred  consulships,1  flow  forth,  and  let  it  grow, brighter, 
turfed  as  it  now  is,  strained  through  the  purifying  linen.* 
When  will  a  night  so  auspicious  cheer  my  board?  When 
will  it  be  mine  to  be  warmed  with  wine  so  fitly  quaffed  P 
When  Cytherean  Cyprus  shall  restore  you,  Flaccus,  to  me, 
I  shall  hare  equally  good  reason  for  such  indulgence. 

My  Priscua,  lo!  return'd  from  JStna's  height! 
The  gem,  that  marks  this  day,  be  purest  white. 
Flow,  fining  cask,  from  out  the  deep  recess: 
The  hundredth  consul  has  just  made  it  less. 
When  shall  with  such  a  joy  my  table  shine  f 
When  feel  the  fervours  of  so  /air  a.  wine  P 
When  Cyprus  thee,  my  Flaccus,  shall  restore, 
Wise  luxury  again  shall  hare  her  lore.      ElphimUm* 

XLTT.     TO  CE8TTJ8. 

How  great  is' thy  innocent  simplicity,  how  great  the 
childish  beauty  of  thy  form,  youthful  Cestus,  more  chaste 
than  the  young  Hippolytus !  Diana  might  covet  thy  society* 
and  Doris  desire  to  bathe  with  thee:  Cybele  would  prefer 
to  have  thee  all  to  herself  instead  of  her  Phrygian  Atys. 
Thou  mightest  have  succeeded  to  the  couch  of  Ganymede,  but 
thou,  cruel  boy,  wouldest  have  given  kisses  only  to  thy  lord 
Happy  the  bride  who  shall  move  the  heart  of  so  tender  a 
husband,  and  the  damsel  who  shall  first  make  thee  feel  that 
thou  art  a  man* 

*  Wine  was  supposed  to  suffer  some  diminution  in  bulk  from  being 
aeptipng. 

*  li  wsj i  considered  also  to  grow  thick,  and  require  straining. 

2i2 
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How  great 's  thy  virtue,  and  thy  font  how  rare! 
Theseus'  chaste  son  cannot  with  thee  compare. 
For  all  the  glory  of  her  virgin  name. 
To  bathe  with  thee,  Diana,  would  not  shame* 
And  whom  might  Cybele  alone  enjoy, 
8he  would  prefer  before  her  Phrygian  boy. 
Ganymede's  place  didst  thou  to  J  ore  supply. 
Juno  thou  wonld'st  redeem  from  jealousy. 
Happy 's  the  maid  shall  thy  soft  breast  inflame, 
And  give  thee  first  a  man's  and  husband's  name. 

Anon.  169ft. 

XLYII.     TO  OHB  WHO  ABRAKGID  HIS  BIABD  DT  THBXX 
DIF7XBBVT  WAYS. 

Part  of  your  face  is  clipped,  part  shaven,  part  has  the  hair 
pulled  out.  Who  would  think  that  you  have  but  one  head? 

Part  of  thy  hair  is  shorn,  part  shaved  to  thee, 
PartpulTd:  who'll  think  it  but  one  head  to  be  P  Fktcntr. 

While  your  cheeks  are  part  shavM,  scrap'd,  and  part 

pluck'daway, 
Who  the  devil  can  think  you've  but  one  head,  I  pray  P 

JUv.MrScoU.mS. 

ILTm.     OK  THE  8T0LB1T  CLOAK  OF  OBISPHTTTS. 

Crispinua  does  not  know  to  whom  he  gave  hia  Tynan 
mantle,  when  he  changed  his  drees  at  the  bath,  and  put  on 
hia  toga.  Whoever  thou  art  that  hast  it,  restore  to  hia 
shoulders,  I  pray  thee,  their  honours ;  it  is  not  Crispinus, 
but  his  cloak,  that  makes  this  request.  It  is  not  for  every 
one  to  wear  garments  steeped  in  purple  dye ;  that  colour  is 
suited  only  to  opulence.  If  booty  and  the  vicious  craving 
after  dishonourable  gain  possess  you,  take  the  toga,  for  that 
will  be  less  likely  to  betray  you. 

When  at  the  bath  Crispinus  did  undress, 
To  whom  he  gave  his  robe  he  cannot  guess. 
Restore  the  sjkhI,  whoever  has  it,  pray. 
Not  this  Crispinus,  but  the  robe,  does  say. 
A  scarlet  gown  is  not  for  all  men's  wear, 
Who  are  not  noble,  this  rich  dye  forbear. 
If  theft  delights  thee,  Is  dishonest  prise, 
Avoid  what  will  betray  thee,  if  thou  Vt  wise. 

Anon.\(&&. 
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XLIX.    OK  ASFXB. 

Asper  loves  a  damsel;  she  is  handsome  certainty,  but 
heisDlind.  Evidently  then,  such  being  the  ca*e,Asper  lores 
better  than  be  sees. 

Blind  Asper  lores  a  last  that  beauteous  is, 
And,  as  it  seems,  he  lores  more  than  he  sees. 

FUtck&r. 

L.     TO  OBSAB. 

Great  as  is  reported  to  have  been  the  feast  at  the  triumph 
oyer  the  giants,  and  glorious  as  was  to  all  the  gods  that 
night  on  which  the  kind  father  sat  at  table  with  the  inferior 
deities,  and  the  Fauns  were  permitted  to  ask  wine  from 
Jo  Ye ;  so  grand  are  the  festivals  that  celebrate  thy  victories, 
O  Caaar;  and  our  joys  enliven  the  gods  themselves.  All 
the  knights,  the  people,  and  the  senate,  feast  with  you,  and 
Borne  partakes  of  ambrosial  repasts  with  her  ruler.  Thou 
promisedst  much;  but  bow  much  more  hast  thou  given  1 
Only  a  sportula  was  promised,  but  thou  hast  set  before  us  a 
splendid  supper. 

As  was  that  ovaot  feast,  night  swell'd  with  joy, 
After  that  Jove  the  giants  aid  destroy, 
And  vulgar  cods,  together  with  the  great, 
Benignly  at  nit  heavenly  table  treat ; 
And  Fauns  and  Satyrs  were  allowM  to  call 
Freely  for  nectar  i'  th'  Olympian  halL 

Such  was  that  genial  feast,  triumphant  state, 
When  Cesser  did  his  laurel  consecrate, 
And  gods,  as  well  as  men,  exhilarate. 
Patricians,  people,  knights,  all  Borne,  did  eat 
With  their  great  lord  of  his  ambrosian  meat; 
Great  things  thou  promis'd,  greater  didst  bestow; 
Not  for  a  dole,  but  royal  feast  we  owe.       Anon.  1694. 

ll  ovi  wra-our  bsoiivbd  nox  inbtaxtius  Kxrnrs. 

Whose  workmanship  is  displayed  in  this  cup?  Is  it  that 
of  the  skilful  Mys,  or  of  Myron  P  Is  this  the  handiwork  of 
Mentor,  or  thine,  PolycletusP  No  tarnish  blemishes  its 
brightness,  its  unalloyed  metal  is  proof  against  the  fire 
of  the  assayer.  Pure  amber  radiates  a  less  bright  yellow 
than  its  metal;  and  the  fineness  of  its  chasing  surpasses 
the  carving  on  snowy  ivory.     For  the  work  is  not  inferior 
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to  the  material;  it  surrounds  the  cap, as  the  moon  surroundi 
the  earth,  when  she  shines  at  t^e  full  with  s^L  fyer  light.  ?m- 
fcossed  on  it  is  a  goat  adorned  with  the  Mohan  fleece  of  the 
Thehan  Fhrixus ; '  a  goat  on  which  his  sister  would  have  pre- 
ferred to  ride ;  a  goat  which  the  Cinyphian  shearer  would 
not  despoil  of  his  hair,  and  which  Bacchus  hiinself  would  al- 
low to  Drowse  on  his  vine.  Oh  the  hack  of  the  animal  sits  a 
Cupid  fluttering  his  golden  wings ;  and  a  Pallsdian  flute  made 
of  the  lotus  seems  to  resound  from  his  delicate  lips.  Thus,  did 
the  dolphin,  defighted  with  the  MieftymhsMh  Arion,  oonVej 
his  melodious  rider  through  the  tranquil  wares. :  Let  this 
splendid  gift  he  filled  for  me  with  nectar  worthy  of  it,  not  by 
the  hand  of  a  common  slave,  but  by  that  of  Cestui*.  Cestus, 
ornament  of  my  table,  mil  the  Setine  wine ;  the  lovely  boy 
and  the  goat  that  carries  huh  both  seem  to  be  thirsty.  Let 
the  letters  in  the  name  of  Instahtras  Rufus  determine  the 
number  of  the  cups  that  I  am  to  drink;  for  he  is  the  donor 
of  this  noble  present.  If  Teletbusa  comes  and  proffers 
me  her  promisea  entertainment,  I  shall  confine  myself  Eufus, 
for  the  sake  of  my  mistress,  to  the  third  part  of  the  letters  in 
your  name;9  if  she  delays,  I  shall  indulge  m  seven  cups;  if  she 
disappoints  me  altogether,  I  shall,  to  drown  my  vexation, 
drain  as  many  cups  as  there  are  letters  in  both  your  name 
and  hen. 

What  paynes,  what  skill,  did  this  cupp's  forme  command  t 

Wat't  Afros',  Myron's,  or  bold  Mentor's  hand? 

Clears  and  untarnish'd  no  pale  cloud  it  bears, ' 

The  metal  no  fyre's  searching  trvall  feares. 

The  yellow  gold  pure  amber  doth  outvie. 

The  embossed  silver  whitest  ivory. 

The  skill  equalls  the  stuff;  such  orbes  combines 

As  when  the  moone  in  her  full  lustre  shines. 

There  Phryxus'  goat  with 's  golden  fleece  doth  swim 

So  lively,  Helle  d  choose  to  ride  on  him; 

So  trim,  no  hair  a  barber  needes,  and  thou, 

Bacchus,  wouldst  lett  him  browse  oh  thy  vine-bough. 

Cupid,  with  golden  wings,  sitting  on 's  back, 

'With  pipe  hvs  pretty  mouth  doth  musick  make : 

1  See  Ep.  28.  »  See  B.  viL  Ep.  tt. 

•To  Ave  cups;  there  being  fifteen  letters  in  the  two  names  iMtantins 
Bolus. 
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With  harp  and  voice  so  did  Arion  pie 

The  dolphin  bearing  him  through  toylsome  i 

With  richest  nectar,  worthy  such  a  cub, 

Not*  by  a  bommon  hand,  butt  thine,  fllTd  up, 

Givctmee,  deare  Csstus,  lovely  boy;  meethinks 

Both  goate  and  Cupid  thirst  for  8etiah  drinks. 

To  every  letter  of  His  name  who  gave 

Mee  this  so  preoious  bowle,  a  round  weeH  have. 

If  Telethusa  come,  I  ntast  reserve 

Myself  for  those  sweet  joyes ;  then  five  shall  serve : 

If  ahee  bee  doubtful,  sern  i  if  shee  feyle  quite. 

To*  drown  my  griefes,  IH  drink  both  names  outright 

Old  MS.  im  Otni. 

LH.     TO  OBDI0JAOT8. 

Omdicianiu,  I  lent  my  barber  (a  young  man,  but  skilled  ill 
his  art  even  beyond  Nero's  Thalamus,  whose  lot  it  was  to  dip 
the  beards  of  the  Drum*)  to  Bufus,  at  his  request,  to  make  his 
cheeks  smooth  for  once*  But,  at  Bufus's  orders,  be  was  so 
long  occupied  in  {going  over  the  same  hairs  again  and  again, 
consulting  the  mirror  that  guided  his  hand,  cleaning  the  skin, 
and  making  a  tedious  second  attack  on  the  locks  previously 
shorn,  that  my  barber  at  last  returned  to  me  with  his  own 
beard  full  grown. 

A  boy,  of  so  consummate  art, 

When  call'd  to  play  the  barber's  part, 

As  had  not  for  a  rival  fear'd 

The  trimmer  of  a  Nero's  beard ; 

To  smug  the  cheek  of  Bufus,  once 

I  lent  i  nor  deem'd  myself  a  dunce. 

While  o'er  and  o'er  each  hair  he  glides, 

A  faithful  glass  his  fingers  guides ; 

And  now  he  civee  the  akin  to  flow, 

While  far  and  wide  he  draws  the  mow ; 

Behold  a  wondrous  thing,  and  new ! 

The  shaver's  down  a  harvest  grew.         Elpkintton. 

Lm.    to  oatttlla: 
Most  beautiful  of  all  women  that  are  or  have  been,  but 
most  worthless  of  all  that  are  or  have  been,  oh !  how  I 
wish,  Catulla,  that  you  could  become  less  beautiful,  or  more 
chaste. 

So  very  fair  I  and  yet  so  very  common  ( 

Would  you  were  plainer!  or  a  better  woman!     Hog. 


876  MUtTLAX'S 

LIT.     TO  DOMITIAir. 

Although  you  make  so  many  liberal  donations,  and  promise 
eren  to  exceed  them,  O  conqueror  of  many  leaders,  as  well  as 
conqueror  of  yourself  you  are  not  loved  ot  the  people,  Csssar, 
for  the  sake  of  your  bounties,  but  your  bounties  are  loved  by 
the  people  for  your  sake. 

Though  thou  gi vest  great  boons  oft,  and  wilt  give  more, 

O  king  of  kings,  ancT thyself  s  conqueror ! 

The  people  love  thee  not  'cause  they  partake 

Thy  blessings;  but  thy  blessings  for  thy  sake.       Fkteh*. 

LY.      TO  DOMITCAJT,  OK  HIS  LIOK. 

Loud  as  are  the  roarings  heard  through  the  trackless  regions 
of  Maasylia,  when  the  forest  is  filled  with  innumerable  raging 
lions,  and  when  the  pale  shepherd  recalls  his  astonisned 
bulla  and  terrified  flock  to  his  Punk  huts,  so  loud  were  ter- 
rific roarings  lately  heard  in  the  Boman  arena.  Who  would  not 
have  thougnt  they  proceeded  from  a  whole  herd?  There  was, 
however,  only  one  lion,  but  one  whose  authority  the  lions  them- 
selves would  have  respected  with  trembling,  and  to  whom 
Numidia,  abounding  in  variegated  marble,  would  have  given 
the  palm.  Oh  what  majesty  sat  upon  his  neck,  what  beauty 
did  the  golden  shade  of  his  arched  neck  display  as  it  bristled! 
How  apt  for  large  hunting  spears  was  his  broad  chest,  and 
whatjoydidhefoel  insoiflustriousadeath!  Whence,  Libya, 
came  so  noble  an  ornament  to  thy  woods  P  From  the  car  of 
CybeleP  Or,  rather,  did  thy  brother,  Oermanicus,  or  thy 
father  himself  send  down  the  mighty  animal  from  the  con* 
stellation  of  Hercules  P  > 

lake  the  amazing  terrors  which  resound 
In  Libyan  pastures,  and  adjoining  ground, 
When  nerds  of  lions  rage  in  forests  nigh, 
And  make  the  fiercest  bulls  and  shepherds  fly 
Home  to  their  holds,  ready  through  fear  to  die : 
Such  was  the  roaring  late  1*  th'  place  of  game ; 
A  troop  of  lions  seem'd  to  make  the  same; 
It  was  out  one,  but  one  all  else  did  dread, 
And  paid  subjection  to  his  crowned  head. 
Oh,  what  a  horrid  grace  his  neck  did  show! 
Down  to  his  feet  his  curled  mane  did  flow: 

1  The  constellation  Leo,  which  was  fikbM  to  be  the  Memetn  lion  slaJa 
by  Hercules. 
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fiii  largSHmread  breast  far  largest  spears  did  call} 
Great  was  the  fear  and  triumph  at  his  falL 
Like  glory  Libyan  coasts  ne'er  sent  before, 
Nor  Ida  ever  saw  in  an  her  store: 
Wat  *t  not  the  same  tf  Alddes  gave  renown. 
And  by  thy  father  from  the  stars  sent  down  P 

Anon.  1695. 
EYI.     TO  VLA.OOU8. 

Aa  the  age  of  our  ancestors  yields  to  cur  own,  and  as  Bonce 
has  grown  greater  with  her  ruler,  you  wonder  that  genius 
like  that  of  the  divine  Virgil  is  nowhere  found  among  us, 
and  that  no  poet  thunders  of  wars  with  so  powerful  a  clarion* 
Let  there  be  Meacenases,  Flaocua,  and  there  will  be  no  want 
of  Virgils;  eyen  your  own  farm  may  furnish  youwithaMaro. 
Tityrus  had  lost  several  acres  in  the  neighbourhood  of  poor 
Cremona,  and  was  sadly  mourning  over  the  loss  of  his  sheep. 
The  Tuscan  knight1  smiled  on  him,  repelled  harsh  poverty 
from  his  door,  ana  bade  it  quickly  take  to  flight.  "Accept," 
said  he, u  a  portion  of  my  wealth,  and  be  the  greatest  of  harass 
nay,  thou  mayst  even  love  my  Alexis,"  That  most  beautiful 
of  youths  used  to  stand  at  his  master's  feasts,  pouring  the 
dark  Falernian  with  hand  white  as  marble,  and  to  present  him 
the  cup  just  sipped  with  his  rosy  lips;  lips  which  might  have 
attracted  the  admiration  of  Jupiter  himself  The  plump  Ga- 
latea, and  Thestylis,  with  her  ruddy  cheeks  burnt  by  the  har- 
vest sun,  vanished  from  the  memory  of  the  inspired  bird. 
Forthwith  he  sang  of  Italy,  and  u  Arms  and  the  man,"— he, 
whose  inexperienced  strain  had  scarcely  sufficed  to  lament  a 
gnat.1  Why  need  I  mention  the  Yarn1  and  Marsi,4  and  other 
poets  who  have  been  enriched,  and  to  enumerate  whom  would 
be  a  long  taakP  Shall  I,  then,  be  a  Virgil,  if  you  give  me 
such  rifts  aa  Maecenas  gave  him P  I  shall  not  be  Virgil;  but 
I  shall  be  a  Marsus.* 

Since  never  was  an  age  so  happy  yet  j 

So  great  the  nation  or  the  prince  so  great} 

Von  wonder  that  no  Addisons  remain, 

No  bard  to  sing  a  fortunate  campaign. 

Let  but  MsMenas, Virgil  will,  revive: 

Ev*n  your  own  villa  may  a  Virgil  give. 

1  Mejoenas.    8ee  Hor.  8at  I.  tL  1.    •  AUoding  to  Virgil's  M  OuW 

•  Varins,  who  asristed  Tucca  in  correcting  the  Jsaeid. 
4  The  epigrammatist;  B.  it  Ep.  71,  98. 

•  ItlullbceDrid^likeManuflheEpigrwDmAtift  SeeB.iLBp.7l 
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When  Tityrua  bewaiFd  hit  flocks  to  de«r; 

And  to  Cremona  farms,  alas !  too  now ; 

Benevolentlv  smiTd  the  Tuscan  knight, 

And  pat  malignant  poverty  to  flight 

A  poet  be,  and  take  my  pone,  he  said ; 

Take  what  yon  like;  take  eVn  my  favourite  mails 

Attendant  at  hit  board  the  damsel  stands; 

And  fills  his  claret  with  her  Kly  hands  j 

Sips  it  with  rosy  lips,  which  might  inspire 

With  wanton  thoughts  the  virtue  of  a  friar. 

Fa*  Galatea  haunts  his  soul  no  more; 

No?  ThestyJSs,  his  sun-burnt  country  whore. 

He,  who  once  humble  themes  pursued,  then  sung 

*•  Arms,  and  the  man  whence  Roman  grandeur  sprung." 

Twere  endless  to  recount  each  laurefd  shade 

Rich  and  immortal  by  such  bounty  made. 


Ill  Virgil  be,  might  I  like  flavour*  hope: 
No:  'tis  not  Virgil  I  will  be,  but  Pope. 


Hay. 


LYJI.     OK  PTOUffB. 

Pioens:  had  three  teeth,  which  he  coughed  out  all  togetlier 
one  day,  as  he  was  sitting  at  the  place  destined  for  his  tomb, 
lie  collected  in  his  robe  the  last  fragments  of  his  decayed  jaw, 
and  buried  them  under  a  heap  of  earth.  His  heir  need  not 
collect  his  bone*  after  his  death;  Pioens  has  already  per- 
formed that  office  for  himself 

Old  Pioens  had  three  teeth  which  from  him  come 
As  he  sat  coughing  hard  over  his  tomb : 
Which  fragments  he  took  up  into  his  breast, 
I^ropp'd  from  his  mouth :  then  laid  his  bones  to  rest 
Lest  that  his  heir  should  not  them  safely  see 
Interr'd, .  he  did  himself  the  curtesy.  FUtchtr. 

LYIH.      TO  AMIHIDOBT/S. 

Seeing  that  tout  cloak,  Artemidorus,  is  so  thick,  I  might 
justly  call  you  Sagaris.1 

So  vast  thy  cloake,  it  seemeth  to  oontayne 
In't  all  the*loakes  that  ever  lin'd  Cloake-Lane, 

OULMS. 

MX.      OK  A.  0KZ-1TZD  THIEF. 

Do  you  see  this  fellow,  who  has  but  on*  ere,  and  under 
whose  scowling  forehead  yawns  a  blind  cavity  for  the  other  t 
Do  not  despise  that  head 4  none  was  ever  more  acquisitive; 

1  In  allusion  to  the  word  Mywst,  a  military  cloak. 
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nor  were  even  tat  fingers  of  Autolycua  more  sticky.  Be 
cautions  how  yon  make  him  your  guest,  and  watch  him 
closely,  for  on  such  occasions  he  makes  one  eye  do  the  duty 
of  two.  The  anxious  servants  lose  cups  and  spoons ;  and 
many  a  napkin  is  warmed  in  the  secret  folds  of  his  dress.  He 
knows  bow  to  catch  a  cloak  as  it  falls  from  the  arm  of  a  neigh- 
bour, and  often  leaves  the  table  doubly  clad.  He  even  feels 
no  remorse  in  robbing  the  slumbering  stare  of  his  lighted 
lamp.  If  be  fails  to  lav  hands  on  anything  belonging  to  others, 
he  will  exercise  his  thievish  propensity  on  his  own  servant,  ana 
steal  his  slippers  from  him. 

See  you  that  fellow,  with  a  hardened  front, 

One  eye  with  patch,  and  one  with  knave  upon  t  P 

Bevere  in  him  the  captain  of  the  band 

See  ruled  by  Wild ;  more  gluey  is  his  hand, 
table  with  him  take  care  what  you  do. 
His  eye  will  be  more  watchful  than  your  two. 
H*  11  make  the  servants  hunt  for  spoons;  and  clap 
His  napkin  in  his  breeches,  not  his  lap. 
Whip  up  a  handkerchief  that's  fallen  down, 
Or  sup  another  Joseph  on  his  own. 
His  own  portmanteau  carry  off.  unseen, 
And  ohfirge  it  on  the  master,  of  the  inn.  If  ay, 

LX.     TQ  CLAUDIA.. 

If  you  had  been  shorter  by  a  foot  and  a  half,  Claudia,  yon 
would  have  been  about  the  same  height  as  the  colossus  on  the 
Palatine  mount.1 

At  the  Coloss  imperial  thou  miffhf  st  laugh, 

Claudia,  if  shorter  by  afoot  ana  half.         Elpkmdon. 

XXL     TOSITBEXTS,  05.  CHABIKUS. 

Charinus  is  pale  and  bursting  with  envy ;  he  rages,  weeps,  and 
is  looking  for  a  high  branch  on  which  to  hang,  himself;  not, 
as  formerly,  because  I  am  repeated  and, read  by  everybody, 
or  because  I  am  circulated  with  elegant  bosses,  and  anointed 
with  Oil  ,of  cedar,  through  all  the  nations  that  Some  holds  in 
subjection;  but  because  I  possess  in  the  suburbs  a  summer 
country-house,  and  ride  on  mules  which  are  npt,  as  of  old, 
hired.  What  evil  shall  I  imprecate  on  him,  Severus,  for  his 
envy  P.  This  is  my  wish:  that  he  may  have  mules  and  a 
country-house. 

1  Speetac.  Ep.  *., 
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Vipers  ne'er  cease  to  gnaw  Carinus9  breast* 
Anguish  and  grief  hit  quiet  to  molest} 
His  envy  rages  to  that  nigh  degree, 
To  hang  himself  he  only  wants  a  tree,  . 
Not  'cause  my  book  's  now  richly  gilt  and  bound. 
Myself  and  Verse  through  all  the  world  renown'd  t 
But  I  Nre  a  house  near  Borne,  and  on  the  score, 
I  *m  drawn  with  mules,  not  hired,  as  heretofore. 

What  shall  I  wish,  th*  envious  to  repay  P 
I  wish,  on  him  that  Fortune  also  may 
A  farm  bestow  near  town,  and  men  may  tell 
That  mules  he  drives,  and  roots  and  herbs  does  selL 

Anon.  1695. 
LXTJ.     OK  tlCXNB. 

Keens  writes  epigrams  upon  the  back  of  his  paper,  and  then 
complains  that  the  god  of  poetry  turns  his  back  upon  him. 

He  turns  the  lea£  to  eke  th*  inscriptiYe  lay, 
And  mourns  the  god  has  turn'd  his  face  sway. 

LUEL     OK  A.ULTT8. 

Aulus  loves  Thestylus,  and  yet  he  is  not  less  fbnd  of  Alexis; 
perhaps  he  is  also  growing  fond  of  my  Hyacinthus.  Go,  now* 
and  resolve  me  whether  my  friend  Aulus  loves  poets  them- 
selves, when  he  loves  what  the  poets  hold  dearest. 
On  Thestylus,  nor  on  Alexis  less ; 

Nay,  on  our  Hyacinth  he  dotes  beyond. 
Who  for  the  bards  can  Aulus*  love  express, 
When  of  their  faVrites  Aulus  proves  so  fond  ? 

Elpkmtton. 
LXTV.      TO  OLTTUS. 

For  the  purpose  of  asking  and  exacting  presents,  Clytua, 
your  birth-day  falls  eight  times  in  one  year;  and  you  count,  I 
think,  only  three  or  four  first  days  of  months  that  are  not  an* 
niversaries  of  your  coming  into  the  world.  Though  your  face 
is  smoother  than  the  polished  stones  of  the  dry  shore ;  though 
your  hair  is  blacker  than  the  mulberry  ready  to  fall;  though 
the  soft  delicacy  of  your  flesh  surpasses  the  feathers  of  the 
dove,  or  a  mass  of  milk  just  curdled;  and  though  your  breast 
is  as  full  as  that  which  a  virgin  reserves  for  her  husband* 
you  already,  Clvtus,  seem  to  me  to  be  an  old  man;  for  who 
would  believe  that  Priam  and  Nestor  had  as  many  birth-days 
as  youf    Have  some  sense  of  moderation,  and  tet  there  he 
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some  limit  to  jour  rapacity;  for  if  you  still  cany  on  you* 
joko,  and  if  it  is  not  enough  for  you.  to  be  born  once  a 
year,  I  shall  not,  Clytus,  consider  you  born  at  all. 
More  gifts  more  clearly  still  to  crave, 
Eseh  yeere  eight  birth-dayes  you  will  hare  1 
And  of  twelve  months  scarce  four,  or  three, 
Wherein  you  were  not  born  there  bee. 
Though  your  downe  chin  be  smoother  far 
Than  on  dry  beach  worne  pebbles  are  $ 
More  black  than  mulberrys  your  hayre; 
Than  feathers  trembling  m  the  ayre 
Tour  breasts  more  soft,  than  curds  and  creame 
More  swelTd  and  plump,  or  more  than  them 
To  husband's  bedu  greene  virgins  bring, 
You  are  an  old  man  in  your  spring. 
For  who'd  believe.  Priam,  or  old 
Nestor,  so  many  birth-dayes  told  P 
For  shame*  at  length  your  greedy  minde 
Stint}  for  if  ttill  theiae  tricks  we  finde, 
And  once  a  yeere  suffice  not  you, 
We  11  think  none  of  your  birth-dayes  true. 

OtdMS.ieaCmL 

LIT.     TO  DOlOTIUf,  OK  HI8  TE1CPLB  07  F0BTUVB  ATD 
TBXUHPHAL  ABOH. 

Here,  where  the  temple  dedicated  to  returning  Fortune 
glistens  resplendent  far  and  wide,  was  formerly  a  spot  of 
ground  of  great  celebrity.  Here  Domitian,  graced  with  the 
oust  of  the  Sarmatian1  war,  halted,  his  countenance  radiating 
with  dory.  Here,  with  locks  wreathed  with  bays,  and  in  white 
garb,  Koine  saluted  her  general  with  voice  and  gesture.  The 
great  merits  of  the  root  are  attested  by  the  other  monuments 
with  which  it  has  been  honoured;  a  sacred  arch  is  there 
erected  in  memory  of  our  triumphs  over  subdued  nations.  Here 
two  chariots*  number  many  an  elephant  yoked  to  them;  the 
prince  himself  cast  in  gold,  guides  alone  the  mighty  team. 
This  gate,  Germanicus,  is  worthy  of  thy  triumphs;  such  an 
entrance  it  is  fit  the  city  of  Man  should  possess. 

Where  to  returning  Fortune  now  we  build 

Vast  glittering  temples,  lately  was  that  field 

Where,  lovely  in  the  dust  of  warr,  such  grace, 

Such  lustre  sbin'd  from  Cesar's  ruddy  race ; 
»  See  B.  vIL  Bp.  6. 
*  On  the  trimmphal  arch,  in  memoty  of  two  victories  over  the  Decline 
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Where  in  whit©  roabes,  their  heads  with  lawrel  crown'd* 
Borne  weleom'd  him  with  hands'  and  voy  ces*  sotifldL 
There,  for  that  place's  greater  worth  and  glory, 
On  arch  triumphant  stands  that  conquest's  story ; 
Where  Cesar,  all  in  gold,  on  chariotts  rides. 
And  the  huge  elephants  that  draw  them  guides. 
Such  conquests  meritt  such  a  noble  room*?, 
And  such  gates  Man's  city  best  become. 

Old  MS:  16th  Cmd. 

LXVT.      OS  TH*  CONSULSHIP  67  TH*  SOW  0*  8IUTJ8 
ITiXlOUS. 

Give  io  ftie  emperor,  ye  Muses,  sacred  incense  and  victims 
on  behalf  of  your  favourite  Silius.  See,  the  prince  bids  the 
twelve  fasces  return  to  him  in  the  consulship  of  his  son,  and 
the  Castalian  abode  of  the  poet  resound  with  the  rod  of  power 
knocking  at  his  door.  O  Caesar,  chief  and  only  stay  of  the 
empire,  still  one  thing  is  wanting  to  the  wishes  of  the  rejoic- 
ing father, — the  happy  purple  and  a  third  consul  in  his  family. 
Although  the  senate  gave  these  sacred  honours  to  Pompey, 
and  Augustus  to  his  son-in-law,1  whose  names  the  pacific  Ja- 
nus thrice  ennobled,*  Silius  prefers  to  count  successive  con- 
sulships in  the  persons  of  his  sons. 

To  Cesar  let  your  incense  rise, 

To  him  your  victims  mil : 
Ye  Nine,  salute  th'  auspicious  ikies ; 

And  let  us  carol  alL 
The  twice  six  bundles  bids  the  god' 

Upon  the  son  rebound ; 
And,  with  the  welcome  awful  rod, 

The  dome  Castalian  sound. 
Augustus,  thou  supreme  of  things  j 

Their  primal,  single  stay! 
To  thee  thine  own  Thalia  flings 

Th'  unmeditated  lay. 

While  thou  enjoy'st  to  crown  nay  joy, 

A  twofold  wish  remains : 
For  bliss  upon  th9  empurpled  boy, 

And  for  a  third  the  reins. 

1  Ylpsanius  Agrlpps,  the  husband  of  Julia.  Like  Pompey,  he  was  thrice 
consul* 

*  Their  names  were  enrolled  in  the  fasti  kept  in  the  temple  of  Jin  as, 
aaieh  was  closed  in  the  reign  of  Augustus. 
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To  Pbnmey  though  the  Fathers  gate, 

Aad  Oettr  to  nil  son, 
The  honours  of  the  wise  and  farm, 

Which  they  alone  have  won; 
Though  peaceful  /anus  three  timet  threw 

A  dory  round  each  name ; 
My  ourai  would  acquire,  in  two, 

A  higher  threefold  lame.  Blphinitom. 

LXVil.     TO  0MCILLL&V8. 

Tour  slave,  Gaxitianus,  has  not  vet  announced  to  you  the 
fifth  hour,1  and  yet  yon  are  already  come  to  dine  with  me ; 
although,  too,  the  fourth  hour  haa  but  juet  been  bawled  to 
adjourn  the  bail-courts,*  and  the  wild  beasts*  of  the  Floral 
Games  are  still  being  exercised  in  the  arena.  Bun,  Callistus, 
hasten  to  call  the  still  unwashed  attendants;  let  the  couches 
be  spread;  sit  down,  Cawalianus.  Ton  ask  for  warm  waller; 
but  the  cold  is  not  yet  brought;  the  kitchen  is  still  closed; 
and  the  fires  not  yet  lit  You  should1  surely  come  earlier; 
why  do  you  wait  for  the  fifth  hour  P  You  have  come  very  late, 
Cacilianus,  for  breakfast. 

Ton  as  my  guest  appear,  when  'tis  not  one 

By  Paul's,  or  any  other  clock  in  town. 

The  courts  at  Westminster  are  sitting  still : 

The  Speaker  has  not  read  one  private  bifl. 

Make  haste,  rood  John,  and  never  mind  your  hair  j 

But  lay  the  doth;  and  set  us  each  a  chair* 

Bring  us  theeoup.— There  is  no  water  yet 

Where  is  the  lamb  P — It  is  not  on  the  spit 

Ton  should  be  earlier,  Sir  ?  till  noon  why  wait  P* 

Yon  come  to  breakfast  most  extremely  late.  2?«jf. 

LXYTT1.     TO  HT1LLU8,  OK  HIS  BSUmTOL  OlttDlKS. 

He  who  has  seen  the  orchards  of  the  king  of  Ccrcyra,  will 
prefer  the  garden  of  your  country-house,  Entellus.  That  the 
malicious  frost  ma?  not  nip  the  purple  clusters,  and  the  icy 
cold  destroy  the  gifts  of  Bacchus,  the  vintage  lives  protected 
under  transparent  stone;4  carefully  covered,  yet  not  con- 

1  Ahont  our  eleven  is  the  forenoon. 

*  In  which  business  was  conducted  daring  the  third  hour?  Extrod  rem 
o*  tetiia  causidicot.    B.  iv.  Ep.  8. 

*  Hares*  fawns,  and  other  animals  of  the  kind.    See  B.  i  Ep,  & 
4  The  lapis  tp*:mlmn. 
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cealed.  Thus  does  female  beauty  shine  through  silken  folds ; 
thus  are  pebbles  visible  in  the  pellucid  waters.  What  is  not 
nature  willing  to  grant  to  genius  P  Barren  winter  is  forced 
to  produce  the  fruits  of  autumn. 

He  who  hath  seen  the  garden*  at  Versailles, 

When  he  tees  yours,  will  think  their  beauty  fails. 

Here,  lest  the  purple  branch  be  scorch'd  by  irost, 

And  Baoehus9  gifts  by  eold  devouring  lost, 

Shut  in  the  glass  the  living  vintage  lies, 

8ecurely  cloath'd,  yet  naked  to  the  eves. 

Through  finest  laoe  to  female  graces  Deem; 

Pebbles  are  counted  in  the  lucid  stream. 

What  wul  not  nature  yield  to  human  skill  P 

When  sterile  winter  shall  be  autumn  stilL       Hoy. 

LUX.     TO  YAOSBSA. 

You  admire,  Vacerra,  only  the  poets  of  old,  and  praise  onrr 
those  who  are  dead.  Pardon  me,  I  beseech  you,  Vacerra,  u 
I  think  death  too  high  a  price  to  pay  for  your  praise. 

The  ancients  all  your  veneration  have : 

You  like  no  poet  on  this  side  the  grave. 

Yet,  pray,  excuse  me;  if  to  please  you,  I 

Can  hardly  think  it  worth  my  while  to  die.     Hoy. 

LXX.     OK  HIBVA.1 

Great  as  is  the  placidity,  equally  great  is  the  eloquence  of 
the  quiet  Nerva;  out  his  modesty  restrains  his  powers  and 
his  genius.  When  he  miff  at  with  large  draughts  have  drained 
the  sacred  fountain  of  the  muses,  he  preferred  to  keep  his 
thirst  within  bounds;  he  was  content  to  bind  his  inspired 
brow  with  a  modest  chaplet,  and  not  to  crowd  all  sau  for 
fame.  But  whoever  is  acquainted  with  the  verses  of  the 
learned  Nero,  knows  that  Nerva  is  the  Tibullus  of  our  day. 

Of  spirit  gentle,  ss  of  genius  strong, 
His  modesty  alone  can  do  him  wrong;. 
When  all  Permessb  his  one  draft  might  drain, 
He  bids  his  thirst,  however  keen,  refrain. 
Content  with  slender  wreath  to  bind  bis  brow, 
He  will  not  to  his  fame  her  sail  allow. 

1  Supposed  to  be  (be  Nerre  afterwards  emperor,  whose  poetry  is  notices 
by  Pliny,  Ep.  t.  3.   See  B.  ix.  Ep.  27. 
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Yet  him  the  tweet  Tibullua  of  our  days 

Bach  critic  owns,  who  honotm  Nero* ■  lays.  Blpkkutm. 

LIU.     TO  P08TUXUOT8. 

Ten  years  ago,  Poetumianua,  70a  sent  me  at  the  time  of 
the  winter  solstice1  four  pounds  of  silver.  Next  year ,  when 
I  hoped  for  a  larger  present  (for  presents  ought  either  to 
stand  at  the  same  point  or  to  grow  larger),  there  came  two 
pounds,  mors  or  less.  The  third  and  fourth  years  brought 
still  less.  The  fifth  year  produced  a  pound,  it  is  true,  But 
only  a  Septician  pound.1  In  the  sixth  year  it  fell  off  to  a 
small  cup  of  eight  uncuB ;  *  next  year  came  half  a  pound  of 
silver  scrapings  in  a  little  cup.  The  eighth  year  brought 
me  a  ladle  of  scarcely  two  ounces ;  the  ninth  presented  me 
a  little  spoon,  weighing  less  than  a  needle.  The  tenth  year 
can  hare  nothing  less  to  send  me;  return,  therefore,  Posto- 
mianns,  to  the  four  pounds. 

Four  pounds  of  fine  sihrsr  you  tent, 

To  Heighten  the  solstieian  glee. 
The  boon  ten  yeais  since  jjave  content, 

And  spoke  you,  Postumian,  to  me. 
Next  year  I  depended  on  more, 

As  bounties  should  never  grow  less: 
And  what  came  to  strengthen  my  store  • 

Just  half  the  four  pounds,  I  profess. 

The  third  and  the  fourth  lessen'd  still, 

The  fifth  brought  a  pitiful  pound: 
A  dish  of  eight  ounces  to  fill, 

The  sixth  generosity  crownM. 
And  now  half  a  pound  in  a  cup ; 

A  ladle  then,  less  than  two  ounces: 
A  spoonlet  now  gate  me  to  sup, 

l&ough  light  as  the  feather  that  flounces. 

Nought  has  the  tenth  twelvemonth  to  send  t 

To  see  her  endeavour  I  burn. 
Postumian,  my  counsel  attend, 

To  four  honest  pounders  return.        Elphinttm. 

1  At  the  8fttonta1tt  in  December. 

•  A  pound  of  eight  ounces  and  a  half  instead  of  twelve.    The  derivation 
ef  the  word  is  unknown. 

*  The  nnda  was  the  twelftn  part  of  the  sextarius,  which  was  nearly 
eqahrsJent  to  an  English  pint. 
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LXXTL     TO  HIS  BOOK,  OK  PBXBXHTIHe  IT  TO  ABOAJTOS. 

My  little  book,  though  not  yet  adorned  with  the  purple, 
or  polished  with  the  keen  fifing  of  pumice,  yon  are  in 
haste  to  follow  Arcanus,  whom  beautiful  Narbo,  the  native 
town  of  the  learned  Votienus,1  recalls  to  uphold  her  laws 
and  the  annual  magistracy;  and,  what  should  equally  be  aa 
object  of  your  wishes,  that  delightful  spot,  and  the  friendship 
of  Arcanus,  will  at  once  be  yours.  So w  I  could  wish  to  be 
my  book  I 

Nor  yet  empurpled,  nor  polite, 

From  the  dry  pumice1  grating  bite, 

Thou  hi'ft  Arcanus  to  attend  ; 

For  whom  bright  Narbo  deigns  to  send, 

T  enforce  the  rastioe  of  the  gods, 

And  mop  the  laws  with  equal  rods. 

Hafl,l¥arbo,hail!  supremely  blest, 

Of  such  a  progeny  postsss'df 

Arcanus,  born  to  think  and  say, 

Learn'd  Votienut,  for  the  lay. 

Go  then,  my  child;  thy  wishes  crown, 

Iri  such  a  mend,  and  such  a  town. 

How  just  a  joy  would  light  my  look, 

Could  I  but  now  become  my  book!    ElphiniUM* 

TiTTTTT.     TO  HTSTAVTTOS  BOTU8. 

Instantius,  t$ian  whom  no  one  is  reputed  more  sincere  in 
heart,  or  more  eminent  for  unsullied  simplicity,  if  you  wish 
to  give  strength  and  spirit  to  my  muse,  and  desire  of  me 
verses  which  shall  live,  give  me  something  to  love.  Cynthia 
made  sportive  Fropertras  a  poet;  the  fair  Lycoris  was  the 
genius  of  Gkdlus.  The  beautiful  Nemesis  cave  fame  to  the 
wit  of  Tibullus ;  while  Lesbia  inspired  the  learned  Catullus. 
Neither  the  Pelignians,  nor  the  Mantuans,  will  refuse  me  the 
name  of  a  bard,  if  I  meet  with  a  Corinna  or  an  Alexia. 

Instantius,  whose  smoerer  ne'er  was  known, 
The  snow  unsoiTd  of  shnpleness  thine  own! 
Would'st  my  Thalia  crown  with  pleasing  pow*r, 
And  hope  for  lays  mat  fear  no  final  hour  r 
Would'st  place  me  eVry  blame  or  praise  above? 
Give  who  shall  light  me  with  the  torch  of  love. 

1  Aa  eminent  poet 
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Thee,  gty  Propertras,  Cynthia  earn'd  a  names 

The  ftur  Xycoris  provM  a  Gallus*  flame  | 

Twit  Nemesis  attun'd  Tibullus'  lvrej 

And  Lesbia  set  Catullus'  soul  cm  fire. 

Not  me  shall  the  Pelignian's  self  outshine, 

Or  e'en  die  Mantuan,  with  his  muse  divine, 

Corinna  be,  or  Amaryllis  mine.  Elpkmdo*. 

lxxit.    to  x  bad  doctor. 
Ton  an  now  a  gladiator ;  you  were  previously  an  oculist. 
Ton  need  to  do  aa  a  doctor  what  you  now  do  aa  a  gladiator. 

A  doctor  lately  was  a  captain  made: 

It  is  a  change  of  title,  not  of  trade.       JJay. 

LXXT.     90  LUGAHU8,  OK  A.  COBPULIHT  GxUL. 

A  Lingonian  Gaul,  fresh  arrived^  returning  late  at  night  to 
hia  lodging,  through  the  Covered  and  Flaminian  ways,  struck 
hia  to?  violently  against  some  obstacle,  dislocated  his  ankle, 
and  fell  at  full  length  on  the  pavement.   What  was  the  Gaul 
to  do,  how  was  he  to  get  upP  The  huge  fellow  had  with  him 
but  one  little  slave,  so  thin  that  he  could  scarcely  carry  a 
little  lamp.    Accident  came  to  the  poor  fellow's  assistance. 
Four  branded  slaves  were  carrying  a  common  corpse,  such 
aa  poor  men's  pyres  receive  by  thousands*  To  them  the  feeble 
attendant,  in  a  humble  tone,  addressed  his  prayer,  entreat- 
ing that  they  would  carry  the  dead  body  of  his  master 
whithersoever  they  pleased*    The  load  was  changed,  and  the 
heavy  burden  crammed  into  the  narrow  shell,  and  raised  on 
their  shoulders.    This  gentleman,  Lucanus,  seems  to  me  one 
out  of  many  of  whom  we  may  justly  say,  "  Mortue  Galle." 4 
Tom  about  one  was  from  the  tavern  come, 
And  with  his  load  through  Fleet-street  reeling  homei 
Striking  his  toe  against  the  Lord  knows  what. 
Into  the  kennel  he  directly  shot 
What  must  Tom  do  P  he  could  not  stir  or  speak  r 
One  only  lad  he  had  I  and  he  so  weak, 
He  scarce  could  bear  his  cloak;  and  wanted  might 
To  set  the  fallen  monument  upright. 
But  Tom's  kind  stars  did  present  help  supply : 
By  chance  an  empty  hearse  was  passing  by: 

1  "Dead  Galras."  A  ptay  on  the  word  Oallns,  which  means  either  a 
Gaul,  or  one  of  the  priests  of  Cvbele,  who,  from  beinf  emssoulate,  miffel 
be  called  dead  bml 

2c) 


888  MABTLalr's 


The  lad  acreami  out, M  Good  gentlemen,  I  may 

One  moment  stop,  and  take  a  ootrpse  away. 

There's  no  great  ceremony  with  the  dead : 

They  squeeze  him  in,  no  matter,  heels  or  head. 

Thus  Fortune,  in  gay  humour,  did  oontriye 

To  make  of  Tom  the  beat  dead  man  elite.         Hag. 

LXXTI.     TO  GALLICUS. 

"Tell  me,  Marcos,  tell  me  the  truth,  I  pray;  there  is 
nothing  to  which  I  shall  listen  with  greater  pleasure."  Such 
is  your  constant  prayer  and  request  to  me,  Gallicus,  both 
when  you  recite  your  compositions,  and  when  you  are  plead- 
ing the  cause  of  a  client,  it  is  hard  for  me  to  deny  jour  re- 
2uest:  hear  then  what  is  as  true  as  truth  itself,  xoudonot 
ear  truth  with  pleasure,  Gallicus. 

Tell  me,  aay  yon,  and  tell  me  without  fear 

The  truth,  the  thing  I  moat  desire  to  hear. 

This  is  your  language,  when  your  works  you  quote: 

And  when  you  plead,  this  is  your  constant  note. 

*Tis  most  inhuman  longer  to  deny 

What  you  so  often  press  so  earnestly. 

To  the  great  truth  of  all  then  lend  an  ear— 

"  You  are  uneasy  when  the  truth  you  hear.*      Say. 

LXXfii.     TO  HIS  FBTOCD  LIBER. 

Liber,  dearest  object  of  care  to  all  thy  friends;  Liber, 
worthy  to  lire  in  ever-blooming  roses;  if  thou  art  wise, 
let  thy  hair  ever  glisten  with  Assyrian  balsam,  and  let 
garlands  of  flowers  surround  thy  head ;  let  thy  pure  crystaZ 
cups  be  darkened  with  old  Ealernian,  and  thy  soft  couch  be, 
warm  with  the  caresses  of  love.  He  who  has  so  lived,  even 
to  a  middle  age,  has  made  life  longer  than  was  bestowed  on 
him. 

Liber,  of  all  thy  friends  thou  sweetest  care, 
Thou  worthy  in  eternal  flow'r  to  fare, 
If  thou  beest  wise,  with  Tyrian  oil  let  shine 
Thy  locks,  and  rosy  garlands  crown  thy  head; 
Dark  thy  clear,  glass  with  old  Falernian  wine, 
And  heat  with  softest  love  thy  softer  bed. 
He  that  but  living  half  his  days  dies  such, 
Makes  his  life  longer  than 't  was  given  him,  much. 

BenJ<m*m. 
liber,  thou  joy  of  all  thy  friends, 
Worthy  to  five  in  endless  pleasure  s 
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While  knaves  tad  fools  prone  their  ends, 
Let  mirth  and  freedom  be  thy  treasure. 

Be  still  well  dressM,  as  now  thou  art, 
Gay,  and  on  charming  objects  thinking ; 

Let  easy  beauty  warm  thy  hearty 
And  fill  thy  bed  when  thou  kaVst  drinking. 

Delay  no  pressing  aopetite, 

And  sometimes  stir  .up  laiy  nature  % 
Of  age  the  envious  censure  slight, 

what  pleasure's  made  of,  'tis  no  matter* 

He  that  lives  so  but  to  his  prune, 

Wisely  doubles  his  short  time.  StdUy. 

luthl    o*  tke  exttxs  of  btilla,  tjt  hohoue  or  thb 

TBIUlCPHt  01  D0MITIAH. 

Garnet,  such  at  the  victory  gained  over  the  giantt  in  the 
FMegraan  plains,  such  at  thy  Indian  triumph,  O  Bacchus, 
would  have  deterred,  Stella  hat  exhibited  in  celebration  of 
the  triumph  over  the  Sarmatiant;  and  such  is  hit  modesty, 
such  hit  affection,  he  thinks  these  too  insignificant.  Heroins, 
turbid  with  gold  cast  up  from  itt  depths,  or  Tagus  which 
murmura  in  the  Hesperian  regions,  would  not  be  sufficient 
for  him.  Bray  day  bnngs  to  own  gifts;  there  is  no  cessation 
to  the  rich  series  of  largesses,  and  many  a  prise  falls  to  the 
lot  of  the  people.  Sometimes  playful  coins  come  down  in 
sudden  showers;  sometimes  a  liberal  ticket  bestows  on  them 
the  animals  which  they  have  beheld  in  the  arena.  8ometimes 
a  bird  delights  to  fill  your  bosom  unexpectedly,  or,  without 
baring  been  exhibited,  obtains  a  matter  by  lot,  that  it  may 
not  be  torn  to  pieces.  Why  should  I  enumerate  the  chariots, 
and  the  thirty  prizes  of  victory,  which  are  more  than  even 
both  the  Consuls  generally  give?  But  all  it  surpassed,  Cav 
tar,  by  the  great  honour,  that  thy  own  triumph  hat  thee  for 
a  spectator. 

What  tames  might  make  Phlegneen  triumphs  shine, 

What  India's  pomp  ought  wish,  Lysms,  thine ; 

The  high  enhancer  of  the  northern  day 

Does,  and  still  thinks  he  nothing  does,  display. 

In  hum  how  modesty  and  duty  strove  I 

Twas  all  inferior  to  terrestrial  Jove. 

Him  not  suffices  Hennas'  sordid  stream, 

Whose  wave,  disturb'd,  yet  gave  the  gold  to  gleam  | 
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Him  tiot  ricn  Tagus,  flood  no  leas  sublime, 

111*  unrivall'd  glory  of  the  western  dime. 

Each  day  profuses  boons ;  nor  mils  the  chain 

Of  wealth,  or  to  the  people  rapine's  rain. 

Now  wanton  ooin  descends  in  copious  show*r| 

Now  the  large  token  bids  the  prey  devour : 

The  bird  into  the  breast  secure  is  borne, 

And  catches  now  her  lord  lest  she  be  torn. 

Why  tell  the  cars,  or  palms  unnumbered  show, 

Which  neither  consul,  or  not  both,  bestow. 

Yet,' all  outdone,  ne'er  thine  outdoing  cloys ; 

Thy  presence,  Cesar,  since  thy  bay  enjoys.     Elphmttom* 

T«TTTT.     TO  FABUXLA. 

All  your  female  friends  are  either  okf  or  iigty;  nayj 
more  ugly  than  old  women  usually  are.  These  you  lead 
about  in  jour  train,  and  drag  with  jon  to  feasts,  porticoes, 
and  theatres.  Thus,  Fabulla,  you  seem  handsome,  thus  yon 
seem  young. 

All  thy  companions  aged  beldames  are, 

Or  more  deform'd  than  age  makes  any,  far: 

These  cattle  at  thy  heels  thou  traiTst  always 

To  public  walks,  to  suppers,  and  to  plays. 

'Cause  when  with  such  alone  we  thee  compare, 

Thou  canst  be  said,  Fabulla,  young  or  fair.     Anm.  169& 

All  the  companions  of  her  Grace,  I  *m  told, 

Are  either  very  plain  ox  very  old. 

With  these  she  visits :  these  she  drags  about 

To  play,  to  ball,  assembly,  auctions,  rout 

With  these  she  sups:  with  these  she  takes  the  air. 

Without  such  foils,  is  lady  duchess  fair?  Hay. 

EXXX.     TO  D01OTIAK,  OK  HIS  BBTTTAX  07  PTTGILISTIC 
C0KTB8T8. 

Thou  revivest  among  us,  C&sar,  the  wonders  of  our  vener- 
able forefathers,  and  sufferest  not  ancient  customs  to  expire, 
for  the  games  of  the  Latian  arena  are  renewed,  and  valour 
eontends  with  the  natural  weapon,  the  hand.  Thus,  under 
thy  rule,  the  respect  for  the  ancient  temples  is  preserved, 
and  tl)e  fane  where  Jupiter  was  worshipped  of  old,  is  still 
honoured  by  thee.  Thus,  while  thou  inventest  new  things, 
thou  restorest  the  old:  and  we  Owe  to  thee,  Augustus,  both 
the  present  and  the  past. 
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Our  fathers'  deeds,  Gnsar,  thou  doit  revive, 

Preserve  the  gravest  ages  still  alive  > 

The  antiquated  Latian  garnet  renew, 

The  light  with  ample  fiats, thy  sands  do  showf 

Temples,  though  old,  their  honour  thou  maintain'*^ 

The  mean,  for  th'  sake  of  richer,  not  disdain'st 

Thus  while  thou  new  dost  build,  the  old  restore, 

We  owe  thee  for  thy  own,  and  all  before.    Am*.  16D& 

T.YTTT.      TO  PAPtBIAlTUS,  OK  OILLIA. 

Gellia  swears,  not  by  the  mystic  rites  of  Cybele,  nor  by 
the  bull  that  loved  the  heifer  of  Egypt,  nor  indeed  by  any  of 
our  gods  and  goddesses,  but  by  her  pearls.  These  she  em- 
braces; these  sue  covers  with  kisses;  these  she  calls  her 
brothers  and  sisters;  these  she  loves  more  ardently  than  her 
two  children.  If  she  should  chance  to  lose  these,  she  declares 
she  could  not  live  even,  an  hour.  Ah !  how  excellently, 
Papirianus,  might  the  hand  of  Annams  Serenus1  be  turned 
to  account! 

What  do  you  think  is  Lady  Betty's  oath  f 

Tls  neither  split  me,  dem  me,  faith,  nor  troth: 

Hot  by  heaven's  powers,  or  those  of  her  own  face : 

But  her  dear  drop,  and  dearer  Brussels  lace. 

She  calls  them  her  dear  creatures,  hugs,  and  kisses. 

And  loves  them  better  than  both  little  misses. 

Protests,  if  they  were  ravish'd  from  her  power, 

She  could  not  possibly  survive  that  hour. 

Then  grant,  kind  heaven,  when  next  she  sees  the  play. 

Some  hand,  like  Pony's,  snatch  them  both  away.     Hay. 

HIIII.     TO  D01OTIAK. 

While  the  crowd  presents  to  thee,  Augustus,  its  humble 
supplications,  we  too,  in  offering  to  our  ruler  our  poor  verses, 
know  that  the  divinity  can  find  time  equally  for  public  a£ 
fairs  and  the  Muses,  and  that  our  garlands  also  please  thee. 
Uphold  thy  poets,  Augustus;  we  are  thy  pleasing  glory,  thy 
chief  care  and  delight.  It  is  not  the  oajc*  alone  that  be- 
comes thee,  hot  the  laurel*  of  PhoBtras;  we  will  wreathe  for 
thee  a  etnc  crown  of  ivy. 

1  A  noted  thief;  who  might  steal  her  pearls,  and  cause  her  death,  as  sh» 
deserves,  for  her  foolish  worship  of  them. 

*  The  crown  of  oak,  given  for  having  ptoseived  the  lives  of  dtisens. 

*  The  laarel  crown  for  victory  in  battle;  that  of  Lvy,  the  distinction  at 
poets,  or  the  patrons  of  poets. 
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While  plaintive  mobs,  Augustus,  ask  redrew 

"We  to  our  bounteous  lord  our  bliss  confess. 

"We  know  that,  from  intending  human-kind, 

He  with  the  muses  can  his  refuge  find. 

Aooept  thy  various  bards,  their  various  lay ; 

Thy  grace,  thy  glory,  thy  delight  are  they* 

Nor  oak,  nor  laurel,  proves  thy  sole  renown: 

Itotmne,of  ivy,  too,  a  civic  crown.  Etpkmriom* 
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TO  AYHTTS. 

0  post,  celebrated,  even  against  your  will,  fop  tout  sub* 
limity  of  conception,  and  to  whom  the  tomb  will  one  da/ 
bring  due  honours,  let  this  brief  inscription  live  beneath  my 
bust,  which  you  have  placed  among  those  of  no  obscure  per- 
sons:— "I  am  he,  second  to  none  in  reputation  for  composing 
trifles,  whom,  reader,  you  do  not  admire,  but  rather,  I  suspect, 
love.  Let  greater  men  devote  their  powers  to  higher  subjects: 
I  am  content  to  talk  of  small  topics,  and  to  come  frequently 
into  your  hands." 

Though  thy  learn'd  breast,  great  poet,  's  to  me  known, 

And  that  thy  verse  will  raise  me  7>ove  mine  own; 

Yet  this  short  title  on  my  statue  place, 

Which  *mong  no  common  authors  thou  dost  grace. 

M I  fm  he,  in  sportive  verse,  none  is  above, 

Who  none  astonish,  yet  all  readers  love  t 

In  vaster  works  vast  uncouth  things  are  said, 

My  glory  is,  that  I  am  often  read.*  Anon.  16*95. 

to  TOBAimrs. 
Hail,  my  beloved  Toraniua,  dear  to  me  as  a  brother.  Hie 
preceding  epigram,  which  is  not  included  in  the  pages  of  my 
Book,  I  addressed  to  the  illustrious  Stertinius,  who  has  re* 
solved  to  place  my  bust  in  his  library.  I  thought  it  well  to 
write  to  you  on  the  subject,  that  you  might  not  be  ignor- 
ant who  Avitus  really  is.  Farewell,  and  prepare  to  re- 
ceive me. 
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L     OS  TH1  TIHPL1  OF  THJ6  7LATIAV  VAXILT. 

As  long  as  Janus  shall  give  the  yens  their  winters,  Domi- 
tian1  their  autumns,  and  Augustus  their  summers;  as  long  as 
the  glorious  day  of  the  Gtarmanio  kalends*  shall  recall  the 
mighty  name  of  the  subdued  Bhine;  as  long  as  the  Tarpeian 
temple  of  the  chief  of  the  gods  shall  stand;  as  Ions  as  the 
Boman  matron,  with  suppliant  Toioe  and  incense,  shall  propiti- 
ate the  sweet  diyinity  of  Julia;*  so  long  shall  the  lofty  glory  of 
the  Flatian  family  remain,  enduring  like  the  sun,  and  the 
stars,  and  the  splendour  of  Borne.  Whatever  Domitian's  un» 
conquered  hand  has  erected,  is  imperishable  as  heaven. 

"While  summers,  autumns,  winters  shall  abide, 

Imperial  names  shall  o'er  the  months  preside; 

While  great  December's  bright  and  glorious  day 

Shall  boast  Domitian  made  the  Rhine  obey; 

While  the  Tarpeian  rock  shall  n¥d  remain, 

And  Jove  within  the  Capitol  shall  reign ; 

While  Roman  matrons  Julia  shall  adore, 

With  frankincense  the  goddess  mild  implore; 

The  lofty  temple  of  the  Flavian  race 

Shall  flourish  with  divine  immortal  grace  j 

like  sun  and  moon,  e'en  like  Rome's  empire,  stand, 

A  heaven  is  built  by  a  victorious  hand.         Jnm.  1896* 

XL    TO  LUPUS. 

Although  you  are  poor  to  your  friends,  Lupus,  you  are 
not  so  to  your  mistress,  and  your  libidinous  desires  cannot 
complain  of  want  of  indulgence.  The  object  of  your  affec- 
tions fattens  upon  the  most  delicate  cakes,  while  your  guests 
feed  on  Uack  bread.  Setine  wine,  cooled  in  snow,  is  nlaced 
before  your  mistress;  we  drink  the  black  poison  of  Corsica 
out  of  the  cask.  A  small  portion  of  her  favours  you  purchase 
with  your  hereditary  estates :  while  your  neglected  friend  is 
left  to  plough  lands  not  his  own.  Tour  mistress  shines 
resplendent  with  Erythraean  pearls;  your  client,  whilst  you 
are  immersed  in  pleasure,  is  abandoned  to  his  creditor  and 

i  Dominan  desired  that  the  month  of  October  should  be  renamed 
after  himself;  as  Seztilis  had  been  after  Augustas. 

*  The  first  day  of  the  month  of  September,  on  which  Donitian  pretended 
to  have  subdued  the  Germans. 

•  Daughter  of  Titus,  Domitian's  brother. 
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dragged  to  prison.  A  litter,  supported  by  eight  Syrian  slaves, 
is  provided  for  your  mistress;  while  your  mend  is  left  to  be 
carried  naked  on  a  common  bier.  It  is  time  for  thee,  Gybele, 
to  mutilate  contemptible  voluptuaries ;  such  are  the  charac- 
ters that  deserve  the  infliction. 

m.     TO  DOKTFZAJT, 

If  you,  O  Cffiear,  were  to  assume  the  rights  of  a  creditor, 
and  to  demand  payment  for  all  that  you  have  given  to  the 
gods  and  to  heaven,  Atlas,  even  though  a  great  auction  were 
to  take  place  in  Olympus,  and  the  deities  were  compelled  toc 
sell  all  they  have,  would  be  bankrupt,  and  the  father  of  the 
gods  would-be  obliged  to  compound  with  you  in  a  very  small 
dividend.  For  what  could  he  pay  you  for  the  temple  on  the 
Capitol  P  What  for  the  honour  of  the  glorious  Capitoline 
games  P  What  could  the  spouse  of  the  Thunderer  pay  for 
her  two  temples  P  Of  Minerva  I  say  nothing;  your  interests 
are  hers.  But  what  shall  I  say  of  the  temples  to  Hercules 
and  Apollo,  and  the  affectionate  Lacedemonian  twins?1 
What  of  the  Flavian  temple  which  towers  to  the  Boman  sky  P 
You  must  needs  be  patient  and  suspend  your  claims,  for  Jove's 
treasury  does  not  contain  sufficient  to  pay  you. 

If  thou  ahouldit  challenge  what  is  due  to  thee 

From  heaven,  and  its  creditor  wouldst  be ; 

If  public  sale  should  be  cried  through  the  spheres. 

And  th*  gods  sell  all  to  satisfy  arrears, 

Atlas  wifi  bankrupt  prove,  nor  one  ounce  be 

ReeervM  for  Jupiter  to  treat  with  thee. 

What  canst  moo  for  the  Capitol  receive  P 

Or  for  the  honour  of  the  laurel-wreath  P 

Or  what  will  Juno  give  thee  for  her  shrine  P 

Pallas  I  pass,  she  waits  on  thee  and  thine. 

Alddes,  Phcebas,  Pollux  I  slip  by, 

And  Flavia's  temple  neighb'rmg  on  the  sky. 

Cosar,  thou  most  forbear,  and  trust  the  heaven  * 

Jove's  chest  has  not  enough  to  make  all  even. 

If,  Cesar,  thou  shouldst  from  peat  Jove  reclaim 
All  thou  hast  lent  to  dignify  his  name  j 
Should  a  fair  auction  rend  Olympus'  hall, 
And  the  just  gods  be  forced  to  sell  their  all, 

1  Castor  and  Pollux. 
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The  bankrupt  Atlas  not  a  twelfth  oould  pay 
To  meet  thy  claims  upon  the  reckoning  day ; 

•       •        •        • 
Do  not  oblige  great  Jove,  then,  to  compound, 
Who  could  not  pay  thee  sixpence  in  the  pound. 

Westminster  JUnew,  April,  1863. 

IT.     TO  .BSOHYLITB. 

"When  Gallawfll  grant  yon  her  favours  for  two  gold  pieces, 
and  what  yon  please  for  as  many  more,  why  is  she  presented 
with  ten  gold  pieces  on  each  of  your  visits,  JSschyinsP  She 
does  not  estimate  her  utmost  favours  at  so  high  a  price :  why 
then  do  you  give  her  so  much?    To  stop  her  mouth P 

When  for  two  guilders  GaHa  thou  might? st  have, 
And  bring  her  to  do  aught,  if  four  thou  gave, 
Why,  JSschylus,  gaVst  thou  ten  P  Was  it,  in  sooth, 
To  tie  her  tongue  P  Or,  rather,  gain  her  mouth  P 

Anonymous  old  Tnmshtiom. 

T.     TO  PAULA. 

You  wish,  Paula,  to  marry  Prisons ;  1  am  not  surprised; 
you  are  wise:  Friscus  will  not  marry  you ;  and  he  is  wise. 

Paulla,  thou  wouldst  to  Prisons  wedded  be  > 
Thou 'rt  wise;  and  bee  fs  wise  too;  hee  won't  wedd  thee. 

OldMS.lMCtnL 
That  you  would  wed  Sir  John  is  very  wise: 
That  he  do  n't  care  to  wed  is  no  surprise.         Sky. 


Ton  'd  marry  the  marquis,  fair  lady,  they  say ; 

You're  right;  we 've  suspected  it  long : 
But  hk  lordship  declines  in  a  complaisant  way, 

And,  frith,  he 's  not  much  in  the  wrong.  N.. 


B.EMti. 


U.     TO  DOMTTTAK. 


To  thee,  chaste  prince,  mighty  conqueror  of  the  Bhine* 
and  father  of  the  world,  cities  present  their  thanks :  they 
will  henceforth  have  population ;  it  is  now  no  longer  a  crime 
to  bring  infants  into  the  world.  The  boy  is  no  longer  muti- 
lated by  the  art  of  the  greedy  dealer,  to  mourn  the  loss  of 
his  manly  rights ;  nor  does  the  wretched  mother  give  to  her 
prostituted  child  the  price  paid  by  a  contemptuous  pander. 
That  modesty,  which,  before  your  reign,  did  not  prevail  even 
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on  the  marriage  coach,  begins,  by  your  influence,  to  be  felt 
©ren  in  the  haunts  of  licentiousness.1 

0  them,  who  oouldst  the  Rhine  restore, 
Dreed  guardian  of  mankind ; 

Meek  modesty,  with  blnthing  lore, 
Wee  to  thy  oare  oonsign'd. 

To  thee  their  everlasting  praise 

Let  town  and  oountry  pay  $ 
Who  fairly  may  their  of&pnng  raise* 

To  people  and  obey. 

By  avarfee  no  more  begufl'd, 

Virift?  shall  mourn: 
Nor  theU  the  prostituted  child 

Be  from  the  mother  torn. 

Shame,  though,  before  thy  blest  decree, 

The  fcidU  bed's  disdain; 
Now,  sanctified  again  by  thee, 

Ubiqahout  must  reign.  Etpkmstom. 

TIL     TO  A7BB. 

I  have  been  desirous  for  five  whole  days,  Afer,  to  greet 
you  on  your  retain  from'  among  the  people  of  Africa.  "He 
is  engaged,"  or  uhe  is  asleep/'  is  the  answer  I  have  received 
on  calling  two  or  three  times.  It  is  enough,  Afer;  yon  do 
not  wish  me  to  say  "How  do  you  doP"  so  111  say  "Good 
bye!" 

Since  your  return  from  Home,  I  five  days  went 
To  wish  yon  well,  and  pay  my  compliment 
"  Buy,"  "not  up,"  hath  been  my  answer  still: 
Adieu :  you  will  not  let  me  wish  you  welL       Hay. 

VTTL  to  DOxrrTur. 
As  if  it  were  but  a  trifling  crime  for  our  sex  to  bargain 
away  our  male  children  to  public  lust,  the  very  cradle  had 
become  the  prey  of  the  pander,  so  that  the  child,  snatched 
from  its  mother  s  bosom,  seemed  to  demand,  by  its  wailing, 
the  disgraceful  pay.  Infants  born  but  yesterday  suffered 
scandalous  outrage.  The  father  of  Italy,  who  but  recently 
brought  help  to  tender  adolescence,  to  prevent  savage 
lust  from  condemning  it  to  a  manhood  of  sterility,  could 
not  endure  such  horrors.     Before  this,  Cssar,  you  were 

1  Comp. B.ri  Ep.  2,  5;  and  Ep.  9  below. 
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lored  by  boys,  and  youths,  and  old  men;  now  infanta  also 

lore  you. 

As  tho*  the  vilest  wrong  were  right  refin'd, 
To  traffic  it  with  prostitute  mankind; 
The  cradle  nrov*d  the  pander's  who  could  buy 
The  finest  victim,  from  the  feeblest  cry. 
Against  poor  innocents  such  arts  conspire 
As  shook  sweet  nature,  and  th'  Ausonian  sire: 
That  sire,  who  to  the  aid  of  youth  had  flown, 
Lest  savage  lust  should  blight  the  hero  grown. 
The  boy,  the  youth,  the  sage  did  lore,  applaud: 
Now  smiling  infants  lisp  their  Cesar's  laud. 

JEhhtnttetti 

IX.  TO  BITHYVICUB. 

Fabius  baa  bequeathed  you  nothing,  Bithynieus,  although 
yon  need  to  present  him  yearly,  if  1  remember  right,  with  six 
thousand  sesterces.  He  has  bequeathed  nothing  more  to  any 
one;  so  do  not  complain,  Bithynieos;  he  has  at  least  saved 
you  six  thousand  sesterces  a  year. 

Thousands  to  him  each  yeere  thou  ssVst,  yet  hee, 
At 's  death,  I  take  %  save  thee  no  legaeie: 
Repine  not,  though ;  lor  to  none  more  he  gave; 
By  s  death  those  thousands  yeerely  thou  dost  save. 

0UM8.imCmL 
Not  in  his  wiHt  who  from  you  used  to  clear 
A  hundred  pounds  m  presents  every  year ! 
Cease  to  complain;  you  are  dealt  greatly  by: 
A  hundred  pound  a  year  9s  a  legacy.  Hay. 

X.  TO  GAJTTHJJUJB. 

Though  you  willingly  dine  at  other  people's  houses,  Can- 
tharus,  you  indulge  yourself  there  in  clamour,  and  complaints, 
and  threats.    Lay  aside  this  fierce  humour,  I  advise  you.   A 
man  cannot  be  both  independent  and  a  glutton. 
Sinoe  you  abroad  love  to  fare  plentifully, 
Why  do  you  bawl,  and  domineer,  and  bully  ? 
This  crabbed  humour  will  not  do;  for  he 
Will  seldom  taste  deserts  that  is  so  free.        -Say. 

XL     OV  1AJIXVUB,  THl  PAVOTTMT1  01  DOXmUT. 

A  name  born  among  violets  and  the  roses,  a  name  which 
is  that  of  the  most  pleasant  part  of  the  year;1  a  name  which 

i  The  urn  Bmrimmk  torn  the  Greek  Is*  "spring." 
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savors  of  Hvbla  and  Attic  flowers,  and  which  exhales  a  per» 
fume  like  that  of  the  nest  of  the  superb  phoenix;  a  name 
sweeter  thai!  the  nectar  of  the  gods,  and  which  the  boy,  be* 
loved  of  Cybele,  as  well  as  he  who  mixes  the  cups  for  the 
Thunderer,  would  have  preferred  to  bis  own;  a  name  which, 
if  even  breathed  in  the  Imperial  palace,  would  be  responded  to 
by  every  Venus  and  Cupid ;  a  name  so  noble,  soft,  and  deli* 
cate,  I  wished  to  utter  in  not  inelegant  verse.  But  you,  ob- 
stinate syllable,1  rebel !  Yet  some  poets  say  JEiorina;  but 
then  they  are  Greek  poets,  to  whom  every  license  is  permit- 
ted, and  with  whom  it  is  lawful  to  pronounce  the  word  Ares' 
long  or  short  just  as  they  please.  We  Romans,  who  court 
severer  muses,  dare  not  take  such  liberties. 

With  the  roses  and  violets  sprung, 

In  the  season  most  joyously  sung ; 

Hat  sips  Hybla  and  Atticsl  flowers, 

To  the  Phoenix  mm'd  eyry  that  towers ; 

Oh  the  name  than  the  nectar  more  sweet! 

That  to  music's  own  ear  were  a  treat ; 

That,  whom  Cybele  lovM,  would  cajole; 

Or,  who  tempers  the  Thunderer's  bowL 

In  the  Palatine-hall  if  it  sigh, 

All  the  Loves  and  the  Graces  reply. 

Little  same  noble,  delicate,  soft! 

Thee  in  smoothest  of  lays  wish  I  oft, 

But  the  train  of  short  vowels  proves  cross : 

Yet.  the  bards  can  tune  Eiarinos : 

The  bold  Greeks,  whom  can  nothing  confound. 

And  who  "Apq  mAptc  can  resound* 

Such  fair  freedoms  our  language  refuses, 

Which  obeys  more  despotieal  muses. 

Other  tongues,  wisely  free  as  the  Greek, 

Can  with  ejjual  variety  speak : 

Nor  the  privilege  need  they  decline, 

OfEarinus,orJEarine,  Elpkm**. 

XII.      OH  THE  8A1CB. 

If  Autumn  had  riven  me  a  name,  I  should  have  been  called 
Oporinus;  if  the  sniveling  constellations  of  winter,  Cheime- 
rinus.  If  named  by  the  summer  months,  I  should  have  been 

1  The  first  syllable,  which  the  Greek  poets  lengthened  by  writing  Eiar* 
inos. 
*  Homer  makes  the  a  in  Ares, "  Mars,"  long  and  short  in  the  same  tins 
Apifc  "Aft?.  fyortAstyi,  piaiffot,  rux^wk^ra. 
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called  Therimis.    What  is  he,  to  whom  the  spring  has  given 

a  name? 

From  autumn  my  name  would  6wApwo^  be, 
Bade  solstice  with  xnnkpm>c  would  agree  $ 
from  fervid  delights  Hp&oc  might  I  bring: 
Bnt  who  is  the  stripling  yclept  from  the  spring? 


zm.     OK  THl  SAMJ. 

Ton  have  a  name,  which  designates  the  season  of  the  new- 
born year,  When  the  CeeroTjrian  Dees  plunder  the  short-lived 
vernal  flowers ;  a  name,  which  deserves  to  be  written  with 
Cupid's  arrow,  and  which  Gytherea  would  delight  in  tracing 
^ritn  her  needle:  a  name,  worthy  of  being  traced  in  letters  of 
Erythraean  pearls,  or  gems  polished  by  the  fingers  of  the  He- 
liades,1  a  name  which  the  cranes  living  to  the  skies  might  de- 
scribe with  their  wings,*  and  which  is  fit  only  forGaear's 
palace. 

Thy  name  the  sweetest  season  in  does  briny, 

(Joy  of  the  plundering  bees)  the  flowVy  spring  > 

Which  to  deovpher  Venus  may  delight, 

Or  Cupid,  with  a  plume  front's  own  wins,  write; 

'Which  those,  that  amber  chafe,  should  only  note, 

Or  be  upon,  or  with  a  jewel  wrote; 

A  name  the  cranes  do  figure  as  they  fly, 

And  boast  to  Jove,  as  they  approach  the  sky: 

A  name  that  does  with  no  place  else  comport, 

But  where  'tis  fix'd,  only  in  Cesar's  court      Anon.  1996. 

XTV.     OH  A.  PABASTT1  TBlbajj. 

Do  yon  think  that  this  fellow,  whom  your  dinners  and  hos- 
pitality have  made  your  friend,  is  a  model  of  sincere  attach- 
ment r  He  loves  your  wild  boars,  and  your  mullets,  and  your 
sows9  teats,  and  your  oysters— not  yourself.  If  I  dined  as 
sumptuously,  he  would  De  my.  friend. 

Think'st  thou  his  friendship  ever  faithful  proves, 

Whom  first  thy  table purchas'd?  no,  he  loves 

Thy  oysters,  mullets,  boars,  sowes*  paps,  not  thee : 

If  I  could  feast  him  so,  he  would  love  me.  Map. 

1  See  B.  iv.  Ep.  25;  B.  v.  Ep.  38. 

*  The  cranes  as  they  fly  form  the  letter  V,  the  first  of  the  word  «#>, 
4  spring." 
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This  honest  friend,  that  you  to  much  admire* 

No  better  ii  than  a  mere  trenoher-equlre. 

He  loves  not  you ;  but  salmon,  turkey,  chine: 

Your  friend  a  better  dinner  wuTmake  mine*        2£sy» 

IV.    OV  OHLbl. 

The  ehsmaless  Chloe  placed  on  the  tomb  of  her  seven  hus- 
bands the  nistription,  "^  How  could  she 
bare  expmsed  herself  more  plainly  P 

On  her  emu  husbands'  tombs  she  doth*  impress 

TMii  CUm  did:  what  oan  she  more  oonfessP  Wright 

On  her  seren  husbands'  tombs  "This  Chloe  made11 
She  wrles:  what  eould  she  hate  more  plainly  saidP 

.  (MM8.  iea  Cmt 
In  Stepasy  church-yard  seren  tombs  in  a  row 

For  the  reader's  soft  sympathy  call; 
On  each—*  My  dear  husband  lies  buried  below/9 
And  Chloe  Js  the  widow  to  alL 

WestmintUr  B*oimo9  April,  1868. 

m.  on  thj  haib  ov  sabivub. 
The  youth,  who  is  dearest  to  the  emperor  of  all  that  com- 
pote his  court*  and  who  has  a  name  that  denotes  the  season 
of  aprinff,  has  presented  his  mirror,  which  showed  him  how 
beautiful  he  was,  and  his  graceful  locks,  as  sacred  offerings  to 
the  god  of  Fargamns.1  Happy  is  the  land  that  is  honoured 
by  such  a  present!  It  would  not  have  preferred  even  the 
locks  of  Ganymede. 

His  lovely  hayre,  and  form's  adviser,  hee, 
(His  fJsss,J  Pergamean  god,  devotes  to  thee  t 
Hee,  by  his  lord  in  court  90  highly  prisM, 
Whose  name  the  sweets  o'  th'  spring  characterisM. 
Happy  the  place  that 's  honourd  with  such  hayre, 
As  ww  not  yield  to  Ganymede's  for  fayre. 

OUM8. 16*  CmL 

ITU.     OV  THl  BAMJty  TO  MBOUhAUUn. 

Venerable  grandson  of  Latona,  who  mitigates t  with  healing 
herbs  the  rigorous  threads  and  rapid  distaffs  of  the  Fates, 
these  tresses,  which  have  attracted  the  praise  of  the  emperor, 
are  sent  to  thee  by  the  youth,  thy  votary,  as  his  consecrated 

1  ilfirnlsaisi,  who  had  a  magnificent  temple  at  Pergsmus. 
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offerings,  from  the  citj  of  Borne.  He  has  sent  with  hit 
sacred  hair,  too,  a  shining  mirror,  by  the  aid  of  which  his 
beauteous  tresses  were  arranged*  Do  thou  preserve  his  youth- 
ful beauty,  that  he  may  prove  not  less  handsome  with  his 
hair  short  than  long. 

Thou  that  with  powerfull  drum  reversest  fate's 
Decrees,  and  eekest  out  life's  shortest  dates, 
To  thee  this  Youth  his  rowed  bayre  doth  send, 
Which,  with  himself,  his  lord  did  see  commend: 
His  spotless  mirrour  too  does  joyne  with  theise, 
The  mythfcU  judge  of  '•  fece's  takeingst  dress. 
Preserve  thou  his  youth's  beauty,  that  less  fayre 
He  grow  not  in  his  short,  than  longer,  hayre. 

OUMSAetkOnL 

xv  in.    to  Doxrrujr,  PBrcnoJrnfo  pob  ▲  supply  ov 

WATEB. 

I  possess,  and  pray  that  I  may  Ions  continue  to  possess, 
under  thy  guardianship.  Cesser,  a  small  country  seat;  I  have 
also  a  modest  dwelling  in  the  city.    But  a  winding  machine 
has  to  draw,  with  laborious  effort,  water  for  my  thirsting 
garden  from  a  small  valley;  while  my  dry  house  complains 
that  it  is  not  refreshed  even  by  the  slightest  shower,  although 
the  Marxian  fount '  babbles  close  by.  The  water,  which  thou 
wilt  grant,  Augustus,  to  my  premises,  will  be  for  me  as  the 
water  of  Castafia  or  as  showers  from  Jupiter. 
A  petty  farm,  and  humble  gods  in  town, 
By  thee,  and  may  they  long,  my  wishes  crown. 
But,  Cesar,  from  the  vale,  to  slake  the  grass, 
A  painful  pump  must  win  the  wave  to  pass: 
And  then  the  house  complains  no  fountain  cheers ; 
When,  babbling  by,  the  Mercian  rill  she  hears. 
The  stream  Augustus  on  our  gods  shall  pour, 
Wul  prove  Csetalian,  or  the  Inund'rer's  shoVr. 

Elphuutia. 
XTX,     TO  SABELLUS. 

Ton  praise,  in  three  hundred  verses,  Sabellus,  the  baths  of 
Ponticus,  who  gives  such  excellent  dinners.  Tou  wish  to  dine, 
Sabellus,  not  to  bathe. 

Thou  praysest  in  three  hundred  lines 

Ponticus*  baths,  who  richly  dines ; 

Thy  minde  to  eate,  not  wash,  inclines.     Ifajr* 

1  B.vi.Ep.42. 
1» 
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Your  verses  on  my  lord  mayor's  coach  declare, 

Not  that  yon  ride,  bnt  dine,  with  my  lord  mayorf    Bay, 

zx.    to  noKmur,  ok  his  emotion  or  a  temple  oh 

THB  SPOT  WHEBS  HB  WAS  BOB*. 

This  piece  of  land,  which  lies  so  open  to  all,  and  is  covered 
with  marble  andgold,  witnessed  the  birth  of  the  infant  lord 
of  the  world.  Happy  land,  that  resounded  with  the  cries  Oi 
so  illustrious  an  infant,  and  saw  and  felt  his  little  hands 
spreading  over  it !  Here  stood  the  venerable  mansion,  which 
gave  to  the  earth  that  which  Rhodes,1  and  pious  Crete,  gave 
to  the  starry  heaven.  The  Curates*  protected  Jupiter  by 
the  rattling  of  their  arms,  such  as  Phrygian  eunuchs  were 
able  to  bear.    But  thee,  Caesar,  the  sire  of  the  Immortals 

Crotected,  and  the  thunderbolt  and  ffigis  were  thy  spear,  and 
uckler. 

On  this  grand  spot,  which  gold  and  marble  crown, 
Smil'd  first  the  infant-lord  of  her  renown. 
What  joy  was  hers,  to  hear  th*  auspicious  cry, 
And  teach  the  sprawling  hands  to  nail  the  sky. 
Here  stood  the  awful  dome,  that  brought  mankind 
What  Bhodes,  what  pious  Crete,  to  heav*n  assign'd. 
The  fam'd  Curetes  well  might  clang  their  arms : 
Half-men  could  guard  a  little  god  from  harms. 
But,  Cesar,  thee  the  sire  of  gods  conceal'd : 
The  boh  and  JEgis  prov'd  thy  spear  and  shield. 

Elphinstoiu 

XXL      TO  ATTOTTJS. 

Artemidorus  possesses  a  favourite  boy, but  has  sold  his  farm: 
CaUiodorus  received  his  farm  in  exchange  for  the  boy.  Say, 
which  of  the  two  has  done  best,  Auctus  f  Artemidorus  plays 
the  lover;  CaUiodorus  the  ploughman.* 

Artemidore  his  purchas'd  fur  may  boast: 

Bat  ev*ry  clou  for  balmy  bliss  he  sold. 
Stffl-braghing  lands  have  Calliodore  engrossed: 

Of  both  the  friends  the  wond'roua  truth  be  told. 

1  Neptune  was  born  in  Bhodes;  Jupiter  in  Crete. 

*  Priests  of  Oybele;  originally  from  Phrygia. 

*  Artemidorus,  whose  name  is  from  the  chaste  Artemis,  or  Dim*,  is  a 
low;  Gtlliodorus,  whose  name  is  from  *dWo£,  "  beauty,"  is  turned  • 
mere  plou^ — 
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Say,  Auctus,  whether  made  superior  choice  P 
Or  let  the  queens  of  land  and  love  decide. 

For  ploughman  Cal  shall  Venus  give  her  voice  P 
Can  am'rous  Art  remain  Diana's  pride  P       EJphmtton 

nn.     TO  PA8T0B. 

You  think,  perhaps,  Pastor,  that  I  ask  riches  with  the  same 
motive  with  which  the  vulgar  and  ignorant  herd  ask  them ; 
that  the  soil  of  Setia  may  be  tilled  with  my  ploughshares, 
and  our  Tuscan  land  resound  with  the  innumerable  fetters 
of  my  slaves ;  that  I  may  own  a  hundred  tables  of  Maureta- 
nian  marble  supported  on  pedestals  of  Libyan  ivory,  and  that 
ornaments  of  gold  may  jingle  on  my  couches ;  that  my  lips 
may  press  only  large  cups  of  crystal,  and  that  my  Falernian 
wine  may  darken  the  snow  in  which  it  is  cooled  j  that  Syrian 
slaves,  clad  in  Canusian  wool,  may  perspire  under  the  weight  of 
mv  litter,  while  it  is  surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  fashionable 
clients ;  that  my  guests,  full  of  wine,  may  envy  me  the  posses* 
sion  of  a  cupbearer,  whom  I  would  not  change  even  for  Gany- 
mede; that  1  may  ride  a  prancing  mule  to  bespatter  my  Tyrian 
cloak ;  or  goad  with  my  whip  a  steed  from  Marseilles.  It  is 
not,  I  call  the  gods  ana  the  heavens  to  witness,  for  any  such 
objects.  For  what,  then  P  That  I  may  bestow  gifts,  Pastor 
and  build  houses. 

Perhaps  you  think  more  riches  I  desire, 
From  motives  which  the  vulgar  herd  inspire* 
That  the  bright  plough  share  shine  upon  my  lands  i 
And  that  my  farm  employ  a  hundred  hands. 
My  tables  from  carvM  frames  derive  an  air; 
From  gilt  ones  my  settee  or  elbow-chair. 
That  the  huge  massy  golden  cup  be  mine  j 
Or  ice  look  crimsoned  by  my  cooling  wine. 
That  two  tall  Irishmen  my  chair  support; 
Or  at  my  levee  beaux  may  pay  their  court 
Or  when  my  mellow  guest  u  put  to  bed, 
He  may  admire  the  beauty  of  my  maid. 
In  harness  gay  my  set  of  greys  advance : 
Or  that  my  pad  at  Foubert's  learn  to  dance. 
But,  witness  heaven !  and  judge  if  I  speak  trust 
Not  one  of  all  those  things  have  I  in  view. 
Building  my  passion  is,  and  to  extend 
Alms  to  the  poor,  and  presents  to  a  friend.        .Hoy, 
2o2 
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Trm.  TO  0JJOTS. 
O  thou,  whose  lot  it  was  to  bare  thy  head  decorated  with  the 
golden  virgin  crown,1  say,  Garus,  where  ia  now  thy  Palladian 
trophy P  "Thou  aeeat  the  countenance  of  our  emperor  re- 
splendent in  marble ;  my  crown  went  of  its  own  accord  to 
place  itself  on  those  locks."  The  sacred  oak  f  may  be  jealous- 
of  the  Alban  olive,  for  being  the  first  to  surround  that  unoon- 
queredhead. 

O  thou,  whose  head  with  golden  glory  glow*d, 

Say,  where  my  Mend  the  virgin-boon  bettow*dP 

Jn  marble  fix'd  th*  imperial  features  view : 

The  crown,  spontaneous,  round  the  honours  flew. 

With  envy  may  the  oak  the  olive  eye, 

That  this  should  now  th*  unvanquish'd  wreath  supply. 


HIT.     TO  THS  8AMZ,  OK  HIS  BUST  OF  DOMITlAir. 

What  sculptor,  imitating  the  lineaments  of  the  imperial 
bust,  has  surpassed  in  Soman  marble  the  ivory  of  Phidias  P 
This  is  the  face  that  rules  the  world;  these  are  the  features 
of  Jove  in  his  calm  majesty ;  such  is  the  god  when  he  hurls 
his  thunder  in  a  cloudless  sky.  Pallas  has  given  thee,  Cams, 
not  only  her  crown,  but  the  image  of  thy  lord,  which  thou 
hast  thus  honoured. 

What  noble  artist  has  such  glory  won  P 

In  taking  Cesar's  face,  Phidias  out-done  t 

Whose  polish'd  iv'ry  is  no  way  so  fair, 

As  with  the  Latian  marble  to  compare. 

Such,  with  delight,  we  see  heaVn's  face,  and  wonder 

When,  without  clouds,  serene,  we  hear  it  thunder. 

Pallas  not  only  gave  thee  th9  olive  wreath, 

But  her  own  work,  this  statue,  did  bequeath.  Anon.  1690. 

xxv.    to  Ann. 

Whenever  I  glance  at  your  Hyllus  as  he  pours  out  my 
wine,  Afer,  you  fix  upon  me  an  eye  full  of  mistrust.  What 
harm  is  there,  I  ask,  in  admiring  a  pretty  attendant  P  We 
gaze  at  the  sun,  the  stars,  the  temples,  the  gods.    Am  I  to 

1  The  crown,  in  the  form  of  an  olire  wreath,  presented  by  the  emperor 
to  the  Tictor  in  the  games  of  the  Quinquatria,  celebrated  in  honour  of 
Minerva  on  the  Alban  mount. 

*  The  crown  of  oak-leaves  usually  worn  by  Domitisn.  8ee  B.  viii 
Ep.  &• 
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torn  away  my  head  and  hide  my  eyes  and  countenance,  as 
though  a  Gorgon  were  handing  me  the  cups?  Alcides  was 
severe;  yet  he  permitted  Hylas  to  be  looked  at;  and  Mercury 
is  allowed  to  play  with  Ganymede.  If  you  do  not  wish  your 
guests,  Afer,  to  look  at  your  youthful  attendants,  you  should 
invite  only  such  as  Phineus  and  (Edipus.1 

As  oft  at  we  thy  Hyllus  do  behold 

Puling  thy  wine,  thy  brows  do  seem  to  scold ; 

What  crime  is  X  I  would  know,  to  view  thy  boy  • 

We  look  upon  the  gods,  the  stars,  the  day. 

Shall  I  fling  back  as  when  a  Gorgon  lies 

Steep'd  in  the  cup  P  and  hide  my  face  and  eyes  P 

Great  Hercules  was  fierce  in  cruelty, 

Yet  we  might  see  his  pretty  Hylas  free: 

Nor  would  great  Jove  have  aught  in  wrath  to  say 

If  Mercury  with  Ganymede  did  play. 

(Afer)  if  then  we  must  not  view  thy  loose 

Soft  ministers  that  serve  thee  in  thy  house, 

Invite  such  men  as  Phineus  to  be 

Thy  guests,  or  (Edipus,  that  ne'er  could  see*     Fletcher. 

XXVI.     TO  HEBTA.1 

He  who  ventures  to  send  verses  to  the  eloquent  Nerva, 
will  present  common  perfumes  to  Cosmus,*  .violets  and  privet 
to  the  inhabitant  of  PsBstum,  and  Corsican  honey  to  the  bees 
of  Hybla.  Yet  there  is  some  attraction  in  even  a  humble 
muse;  the  cheap  olive  is  relished  even  when  costly  daintiea 
are  on  the  table.  Be  not  surprised,  however,  that,  conscious 
of  the  mediocrity  of  her  poet,  my  Muse  fears  your  judgment. 
Nero  himself  is  said  to  have  dreaded  your  criticism,  when,  in 
his  youth,  he  read  to  you  his  sportive  effusions. 

Who  lines  to  witty  Nerva  dares  present, 

As  well  might  perfumes  to  th*  Exchange  have  sent; 

To  Pttstum  flown,  to  th*  country  privet  send, 

Or  Hybla's  hives  with  Corsick  honey  mend : 

Yet  may  a  slender  muse  some  gust  afford; 

*Mong  choycest  fare  sowre  olives  come  to  th*  board. 

Nor  wonder  that  our  Muse,  being  conscious 

Of  her  meane  worth,  should  dread  thy  judgment  thus : 

:  Both  were  blind.  Phineus  was  a  king  of  Salmydessus  in  Thrace,  and 
an  augur. 

•  See  B.  yBL  Ep.  70. 

*  Probably  the  Cosmos  elsewhere  mentioned  as  a  perfumer. 
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Nero  himself  with 'a  wanton  straines,  did  feare 
In  youth,  't  is  sayd,  tf  approach  thy  critick  eare. 

Old  US.  im  Oft* 

HTU,     TO  CHB1BTUB. 

Cam  depilatos,  Chreste,  coleos  portes, 
Et  vulturino  mentulam  parem  collo, 
Et  prostitutiB  lerius  caput  culis, 
Nee  vivafc  ullus  in  tuo  pilus  crure, 
Purgentaue  crebne  cana  labra  volBellffi ; 
Curios,  Camillos,  Quinctios,  Numas,  Ancos, 
Et  quidquid  usquam  legimua  pilosorum 
Loqueris,  sonasque  grandibus  minax  verbii; 
Et  cum  theatris,  seculoque  rixaris. 
Occurrit  aliquia  inter  ista  si  draucus, 
Jam  psdagogo  liberates,  et  cujus 
Eefibulavit  turgidum  faber  penem : 
Nutu  vocatum  ducis,  et  pudet  Jkri, 
Gatoniana,  Chreste,  quod  facis  lingua. 

O  Chretto,  quantunque  porti  i  testiooli  spelati,  ed  una  mentola  si- 
mile al  oollo  dv  on  Avotojo,  e  1  capo  piu  allegerito  di  natiche  pro- 
stituite,  ne  verun  pelo  eeista  su  le  tue  coscie,  e  le  mollette  sowente 
usate  nettino  le  Canute  toe  labra;  tu  parli  dei  Curii,deiCamilli,dei 
Quintii,  dat  Numa,  degli  Anchi,  e  di  quanti  altri  pelosi  che  noi  leg- 
giamo,  e  serero  ti  fid  sentire  con  parole  gonfie ;  e  ti  sdegni  coi  tea* 
tri,  e  ooi  tempi.  8e  fra  tanto  ti  capita  qualche  nerboruto  di  ria  li- 
berate dal  pedagogo,  il  di  cuiturgidomembro  abbiailfabrosfibbiato, 
tn lo comdoci chiamato coo un segno:  einivesgogwdu^OGhresto, 
cid  che  fri  colla  tua  lingua  da  Catone.  QragUa* 

HTHL     IPITAPH  ON  LATOTXTB. 

I,  that  lie  here,  am  Latinua,  the  pleasing  ornament  of 
the  stage,  the  honour  of  the  games,  the  object  of  your  ap- 
plause, and  your  delight;  who  oould  have  fixed  even  Cato 
himself  as  a  spectator,  and  have  relaxed  the  gravity  of  the 
Curii  and  Fabricii.  But  my  life  took  no  colour  from  the 
stage,  and  I  was  known  as  an  actor  only  in  my  profession. 
Nor  could  I  have  been  acceptable  to  the  emperor  without 
strict  morality.  He,  like  a  god,  looks  into  the  inmost  re- 
cesses of  the  mind.  Call  me,  if  you  please,  the  slave  of 
laurel-crowned  Phoebus,  provided  Borne  knows  that  I  was  the 
servant  of  her  Jupiter. 
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The  charming  grace,  the  glorjr  of  the  stage. 
TV  applause,  the  darling  pastime  of  the  age ; 
Latin  lies  here,  whom  Cato  would  have  made 
His  fiz'd  spectator,  sourness  have  alla/d 
In  rough  Fabricius.    His  strict  life  ne'er  drew 
The  stage's  vice,  its  arts  he  only  knew. 
Dear  to  his  lord,  he  must*  by  virtue,  be, 
His  lord,  whose  eyes  the  inward  mind  do  see. 
Him,  Phoebus'  parasite,  cease,  Rome,  to  name. 
To  be  thy  Jove's  domestic,  he  did  claim.       Anon*  1695. 
I  *m  that  arch  fellow  Foote,  the  delight  of  his  age, 
The  fame  and  applause  of  the  droll  mimic  stage ; 
T  is  I  who,  by  muscles  quite  changed  and  grimace, 
Could  the  deep  lurking  laugh  of  mat  senators  trace, 
And  quite  shorten  the  length  of  Sir  Thomas's  nice. 
T  is  I  who  the  various  powers  have  shown 
Of  changing  the  nice  by  a  secret  unknown : 
The  feign'd  laugh,  ogling  smile,  and  the  wide  vacant  staro, 
That  has  made  the  spectators  all  loudly  declare 
They  never  saw  anything  like  it,  they  swear. 
Thus,  during  my  life-time,  my  house  was  still  showing 
That  by  my  sole  art  I  could  keep  the  scenes  going. 
But  what  will  become  of  it  after  I  'm  dead 
The  Lord  knows,  but  fear  *t  will  lie  low  as  my  head! 
I  've  taken  qf  other*  till  quite  out  of  breath, 
And  now  Ito  taken  off  by  that  fell  serjeant,  Death. 

Bev.  Mr.  Scott,  1773. 

XXIX.      EPITAPH  OK  PHILBHIB. 

After  having  lived  through  a  period  as  long  aa  the  age 
of  Nestor,  are  you  then  so  suddenly  carried  o$  Philsnis,  to 
Pluto's  streams  below  P  You  had  not  yet  counted  the  long 
years  of  the  CumsBan  Sibyl ;  she  was  older  by  three  months. 
Alas  (  what  a  tongue  is  silent !  a  tongue  that  not  a  thousand 
cages  full  of  slaves,  nor  the  crowd  of  the  votaries  of  Serapis, 
nor  the  schoolmaster's  curly-headed  troop  hurrying  to  their 
lessons  in  the  morning,  nor  the  bank  resounding  with  flocks 
of  Strvmonian  cranes,  could  overpower.  Who  will  hence- 
forth know  how  to  draw  down  tne  moon  with  Thessalian 
circle  P1  Who  will  display  such  skill  in  managing  an  amorous 
intrigue  for  money  P  May  the  earth  lie  lightly  on  you,  and 
may  you  be  pressed  with  a  thin  covering  of  sand,  that  the 
dogs  may  not  be  prevented  from  rooting  up  your  bones! 

1  Thesssly  was  celebrated  for  matio  arts* 
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Fhitanis,  old  as  Mestor,  must  thou  take 

So  soone  thy  passage  to  th'  infernall  lake? 

Thou  hadst  not  reach'd  the  Sibyll's  age  j  her  count* 

Alas !  does  thine  yet  full  three  months  surmount. 

Ah !  what  a  tongue 's  now  silencM,  which  no  cry 

Of  Isis*  priests,  or  gaole-birds,  could  outvie ; 

Or  in  a  morning  a  lull  school©  of  boves, 

Or  flock  of  screaming  wylde-geese,  e  er  outnoyse. 

Who  now  shall  charme  the  moone  with  magic  whirls  f 

What  bawd  know  how  to  sell  this  or  that  guieP 

May  gentle  earth,  and  light  dust,  coyer  thee, 

Lest  thy  bones  unscratclrd  up  by  dogs  should  bee ! 

(Md  MS.  16th  Cent 

XXX.     OK  THl  OOVJVQAIi  AFFSOTIO*  OF  WIOBTJTA. 

Antistios  Busticus  ha*  perished  on  the  barbarian  frontier* 
of  the  Cappadocians,  land  guilty  of  a  lamentable  crime !  Ni- 
grina  brought  back  in  her  bosom  the  bones  of  her  dear  hus- 
band, and  complained  that  the  way  was  not  sufficiently  long ; l 
and,  when  she  was  confiding  the  sacred  urn  to  the  tomb,  which 
she  envied,  she  seemed  to  herself  to  lose  her  husband  a  second 
time. 

When  late  his  Grace  at  Naples  did  expire 

(A  place  we  now  may  curse,  and  not  admire}, 

The  pious  wife  brought  home  the  dear  remains  j 

And  of  the  journey  short,  too  short,  complains. 

Envies  the  tomb  that  robs  her  of  his  urn; 

A  loss  which  she,  as  widow*d  twice,  doth  mourn.     Say. 

XXXI.   OK  THE  TOW  OP  VELIUB. 

Veliua,  while  accompanying  Caesar  on  his  northern  expe- 
dition, vowed,  for  the  safety  of  his  leader,  to  immolate  a  goose1 
to  Mars.  The  moon  had  not  fully  completed  eight  revolu* 
tions,*  when  the  god  demanded  fulfilment  of  his  vow.  Tho 
goose  itself  hastened  willingly  to  the  altar,  and  fell  a  humble 
victim  on  the  sacred  hearth.  Do  vou  see  those  eight  me- 
dals hanging  from  the  broad  beak  of  the  bird?4  They  were 
recently  hidden  in  its  entrails.5  The  victim  which  offers  pro- 

1  That  she  might  have  had  his  relics  longer  in  her  possession. 

*  The  presenrer  of  the  Roman  empire. 
8  The  war  lasted  only  eight  months. 

4  A  silver  image  of  the  goose,  to  the  beak  of  which  eight  medals  were 
suspended,  indicative  of  the  eight  months  of  the  war. 

•  In  allusion  to  the  taking  of  omens  by  inspecting  the  entrails  of  birds 
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tritkras  sacrifices  for  thee,  Cesar,  with  silver  instead  of  blood, 
teaches  us  that  we  have  no  longer  need  of  steel  (the  sword). 

In  northern  dimes,  amid  sublime  alarms, 

This  bird  a  Velius  vow*d  for  Cesar's  arms. 

Not  twice  four  times  her  course  did  Luna  stray, 

When  Mars  his  voVry  calTd  his  tow  to  pay. 

The  gander  joyous  peal'd  his  fun'ral  knell. 

And  on  the  sacred  fire  spontaneous  felL 

Eight  wondrous  coins  he  dropt  from  out  his  bill: 

These  from  his  bowels  he  did  late  distil. 

Who  now  with  silver,  not  with  blood,  atones  j 

The  happy  unavail  of  iron  owns.  JHphindm. 

TTTTT.      OK  THB  OHOICB  OP  A.  HI8TBSBB. 

I  prefer  one  who  is  free  and  easy,  and  who  goes  about  dad 
in  a  loose  robe;  one,  who  has  just  before  granted  favours  to 
my  young  slave;  one,  whom  a  couple  of  pence* will  buy. 
She  who  wants  a  great  deal  of  money,  and  uses  grand  words, 
I  leave  to  the  fat  and  foolish  Gascon. 

IIllll.     TO  TLAOCTTB. 

Andieris  in  ouo,  Flacce,  balneo  plausum ; 
Matronis  illio  esse  mentulam  sato. 
Tu,  O  Fleece*  avrai  sentito  in  qualebe  bagno  delo  schiamasso; 
sapi  che  cola  v*  e  1  cotale  d*  un  drauco.  Oragiku 

HUT.     TO  OJKUly  OH  THZ  TEKPL1  OF  THB  FLAYTAK 
FAMILY. 

Jupiter,  when  he  saw  the  Flavian  temple  rising  under  the 
sky  of  Borne,  laughed  at  the  fabulous  tomb  erected  to  himself 
on  Mount  Ida,  and,  having  drunk  abundantly  of  nectar  at 
table,  exclaimed,  as  he  was  handing  the  cup  to  his  son  Mara, 
and  addressing  himself  at  the  same  time  to  Apollo  and 
Piana,  with  whom  were  seated  Hercules  and  the  pious  Arcos, 
u  You  gave  me  a  monument  in  Crete ;  see  how  much  better  a 
thing  it  is  to  be  the  father  of  Caesar!" 

When  Jove  great  Caesar's  Flavian  temple  ey'd, 
His  fabulous  Cretan  tombe  he  did  deride. 
And  when  at  table  he  did  freely  supp 
Nectar,  and  give  to  Mars,  his  sonne,  the  cupp, 
Looking  on  Phoebus,  and  bright  Phoebe,  where 
Fair©  Maia's  sonne  and  great  Alddes  were, 
44  You  nuVd  me  Cretan  monuments,*'  quoth  he, 
How  much  more  Cesser's  father  'tis  to  be!*       Jfey. 
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XXXV.      TO  PHTLOMTT8XTB. 

These  are  the  contrivances,  Philomusus,  by  which  yon  art 
constantly  trying  to  secure  a  dinner ;  inventing  numbers  of 
fictions,  and  retailing  them  as  true.  You  are  informed  of 
the  counsels  of  Pacorus  at  the  court  of  Parthia;  you  can  tell 
the  exact  numbers  of  the  German  and  Sarmatian  armies.  You 
reveal  the  unopened  despatches  of  the  Dacian  general ;  you 
see  a  laurelled  letter,  announcing  a  victory,  before  its  arrival. 
You  know  how  often  dusky  Syene  has  been  watered  by  Egyp- 
tian floods ;  you  know  how  many  ships  have  sailed  from  the 
shores  of  Africa ;  you  know  for  whose  head  the  Julian  olives 
grow,  and  for  whom  the  Father  of  Heaven1  destines  his 
triumphal  crowns.  A  truce  to  your  arts ;  you  shall  dine  with 
me  to-day,  but  only  on  this  condition,  Philomusus,  that  you 
tell  me  no  news. 

By  these  stale  arts  a  dinner  you  pursue ; 

You  trump  up  any  tale  and  tell  as  true. 

Know  how  the  councils  at  the  Hague  incline  j 

What  troops  in  Italy  and  on  the  Juiine. 

A  letter  from  the  general  produce, 

Before  the  officers  could  have  the  news. 

Know  to  ah  inch  the  rising  of  the  Nile : 

What  ships  are  coming  from  each  sugar  isle: 

What  we  expect  from  this  year's  preparation : 

Who  shall  command  the  forces  of  the  nation. 

Leave  off  these  tricks ;  and  with  me  if  you  choose 

To  dine  to-day,  do  so ;  but  then,  no  news.  Hay. 

XXXVI.      COKVEBSATIOK  OF  OAITTMBDE  AHD  JtfPITEB  OH 
EABENTS  AJTD   OTHER  FAY0T7BITE8  OF  VOU1TILS. 

When  the  Phrygian  youth,  the  well-known  favourite  of 
the  other  Jupiter,  had  seen  the  Ausonian  attendant1  with  his 
hair  just  shaved  off, "  0  sovereign  ruler,"  said  he, "  concede  to 
thy  youth  what  thy  Caesar  has  granted  to  his.  The  first  down 
upon  my  chin  is  now  succeeded  by  longer  hairs ;  thy  Juno 
now  laughs  at  me  and  calls  me  a  man."  To  whom  the  Fa- 
ther of  Heaven  answered,  "  Oh,  sweetest  boy,  not  I,  but  ne- 
cessity, denies  your  request.  Our  C&sar  has  a  thousand  cup- 
bearers like  you ;  and  his  palace,  large  as  it  is,  scarcely  holds 
the  brilliant  troop.    But  if  your  hair  be  shaved,  and  give 

1  Jupiter  Gspttolinus.  *  Earinns.    See  Ep.  17  and  18. 
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you  a  man's  visage,  what  other  youth  will  be  found  to  mil 
my  nectar  for  me  P" 

When  late  the  Phrygian  youth  espied 

TV  Ausonian,  witn  hit  looks  laid  down ; 
To  Jupiter  he  humbly  cried, 

On  my  desire,  oh!  do  not  frown* 
What  privilege  thy  Cesar  deign'd, 

To  bid  his  stripling  fond  enjoy, 
Of  thee,  great  ruler,  oe  obtain*6% 

To  bless  thine  ever  grateful  boy. 
The  down,  with  which  my  cheek  is  clad. 

Beneath  my  waving  honours  plays. 
M  Thou  now  art  Quite  a  man,  my  lad," 

To  me  thy  smiling  consort  says. 
To  whom  the  sire :  M  My  sweetest  boy, 

Thou  seem'st  not  yet  maturely  wise. 
Thou  know*st  I  would  indulge  thy  joy : 

But  thee  the  thing  itself  denies. 
A  thousand  ministers,  like  thee, 

Adorn  my  dear  Augustus'  hall: 
Her  vast  expanse,  whatever  it  be, 

Can  hardly  hope  to  hold  them  alL 
Should  the  rich  harvest  of  thy  hair 

Upon  thy  looks  implant  the  man  j 
To  mix  my  nectar,  tell  me  where 

I  oould  supply  another  GanP  "       JSphimtom. 

XXXVII.     TO  OALU. 

Though,  while  you  yourself,  Galla,  are  at  home,  yon  are 
being  dressed  out  in  the  middle  of  the  8uburra,  and  your 
locks  are  prepared  for  jou  at  a  distance ;  though  you  lay  aside 
your  teeth  at  night  with  your  silk  garments,  and  lie  stowed 
away  in  a  hundred  boxes;  though  even  your  face  does  not 
sleep  with  you,  and  you  ogle  me  from  under  eyebrows 
which  are  brought  to  you  in  the  morning ;  though  no  consi- 
deration of  your  faded  charms,  which  belong  to  a  past  gener- 
ation, moves  you;  though  all  this  is  the  case,  von  offer  me 
six  hundred  sesterces.  But  nature  revolts,  and,  blind  though 
ahe  be,1  she  sees  very  well  what  you  are. 

When,  thou  at  home  and  absent,  borroVd  hayre 
And  tyres  for  thee  the  shops  doe  still  prepare } 

»  8esB.viBp.23sad33. 
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When  teeth,  as  oloaths,  at  sleeping  times  -ayd  by, 
Thy  ftce  at  night  doth  never  with  thee  lye; 
LocVd  up  in  hundred  boxes ;  whence  T  th'  morne, 
That  looke  they  bring  thee  out  is  next  day  worne ; 
Yet,  without  reVrenee  to  thy  locks  (as  old 
As  grand-dame's),  thou  to  Cupide  offer*st  gold ; 
But  Cupid's  deafe  j  and,  ne'er  so  blind,  can  see 
Thou  temptest  not  to  sport,  but  drudgerie. 

Old  MS.  \6lh  Cent 

nmn.  to  agathhtus,  a  juggleil 
Though,  Agathinus,  you  play  dangerous  tricks  with  the 
utmost  nimbleness,  you  still  cannot  contrive  to  let  your 
shield  fall.  It  seems  to  follow  vou,  even  against  your 
will,  and,  returning  through  the  thin  air,  seats  itself  either 
on  your  foot,  or  your  back,  or  your  hair,  or  your  finger. 
However  slippery  the  stage  may  be  with  showers  of  saf- 
fron, and  however  the  violent  south  winds  may  tear  the 
canvass  opposed  to  its  fury,  the  shield,  without  apparent 
guidance,  freely  traverses  your  limbs,  unimpeded  by  either 
wind  or  water.  Even  though  you  wished  to  fail,  whatever 
your  endeavours,  you  could  not;  and  the  fall  of  your  shield 
would  be  the  greatest  proof  of  your  art. 

Little  nimble  Agathine, 

What  consummate  art  is  thine ! 

Play  thy  postures,  one  and  all ; 

Never  will  the  target  falL 

Thee  she  follows  everywhere: 

Stooping  through  the  easy  air, 

To  thy  hand  or  foot  she  files, 

On  thy  back  or  buttock  lies. 

Slipp'ry  footing  proves  no  dread, 

Though  the  showr  Corycian  shed ; 

Though  the  rapid  southern  gales 

Strive  to  rend  theatric  vails. 

Still  secure,  the  careless  boy 

Flings  from  limb  to  limb  the  toy ; 

And  the  artist  well  may  bravo 

All  the  force  of  wind  and  wave. 
Little  dextrous  Agathine, 

To  eschew  should'st  thou  incline, 

Poor  thy  chance,  alone  of  this : 

Who  soil  hits,  can  never  miss. 

Thou  must  change  thy  postures  all ; 

Else  the  target  ne'er  will  fell.  Elpl***Um. 
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OK  THB  BIBTH-D1T  0#  OSSOlTia. 

This  is  the  anniversary  of  the  first  day  on  which  the  Pala- 
tine Thunderer l  saw  light,  a  day  on  which  Cybele  might  have 
desired  to  give  birth  to  Jove.  On  this  day,  too,  the  chaste 
Casonia  was  bom,  the  daughter  of  my  friend  Bufus;  no 
maiden  owes  more  than  she  to  her  mother.  The  husband  re- 
joices in  the  double  good  fortune  which  awaits  his  prayers, 
and  that  it  has  fallen  to  his  lot  to  have  two  reasons  for  lor* 
ing  this  day. 

This  was  our  earthly  Jove's  first  happy  morn, 
Rhea  oft  wish'd  her  Jove  upon  it  bora, 
Which  day  first  light  did  to  Cesonia  show, 
No  daughter  e'er  ?  a  mother  more  did  owe;  * 
Two  mighty  joys  the  day  in  Rums  moves, 
Which  for  his  prince,  and  for  his  wife,  he  loves. 

Anon.  1096. 

XL.      OK  DIODOBUS  ATO  HIS  WOT  PHU^SKIS. 

When  Diodorus  left  Pharos  for  Borne,  to  win  the  Tar- 
peian  crowns,*  his  Philnnis  made  a  vow  for  his  safe  return, 
that  a  young  girl,  such  as  even  the  chastest  woman  might 
love,  should  prepare  her  for  his  embraces.  The  ship  being 
destroyed  by  a  terrible  storm,  Diodorus,  submerged  and 
overwhelmed  in  the  deep,  escaped  by  swimming,  through 
the  influence  of  the  vow.  Oh  husband  too  tardy  and  too 
sluggish !  If  my  mistress  had  made  such  a  vow  for  me  upon 
the  snore,  I  should  have  returned  at  once. 

Against  the  high  Tarpeian  time, 
When  garlands  render  beads  sublime  ? 
To  Rome  returning,  Diodore 
The  csnvssi  spread  from  Pharos'  shore. 
PhQmis  for  her  lord's  return, 
Fanning  the  flame  that  bid  her  burn, 
Vowttthat  the  purest  maid  should  meet 
What  Sabine  dames  not  blush  to  greet 

The  vessel  wreck'd  in  the  profound, 
Poor  Diodore  was  just  not  drown'd. 
He  swims  through  each  opposing  storm, 
The  vow  all  pious  to  perform. 
Yet  kinder  than  deserved  his  fete  i 
T  was  well  he  came,  nor  came  too  late. 

1  Domiti&n. 

1  In  the  Quinouatrisa  games.  8es  Ep.  23,  and  B.  ir,  Bp.  51 
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Leo  devoted  by  my  dove, 

WouM  fly  upon  the  wings  of  love.       IBpkm&kn, 

XLL     TO  PONTICTTB. 

Pontice,  quod  nunquam  f utuia,  sed  pellioe  lava 

Uteris,  et  veneri  servit  arnica  manuB : 
Hoc  nihil  esse  putas  ?  sodas  est,  mihi  erode,  sed 

Quantum  vix  animo  concipis  ipse  too. 
Nempe  aemel  futuit,  generaret  Horatius  ut  tree ; 

Mara  aemel,  ut  geminoa  Hia  casta  daret. 
Omnia  perdiderat,  si  masturbatus  uterque 

Mandasset  manibua  gaudia  fieda  suis. 
Ipsam  erode  tibi  naturam  dicere  rerum : 

Istud  quod  digitia,  Pontice,  perdie,  homo  eat 

O  Politico,  Q  perahe  tu  mai  immembri,  ma  urn  1*  adulter*  tua 
sinistra,  e  1'  arnica  mano  tenre  a  Venere:  pensi  tu  che  cid  sia 
nierite  ?  £'  una  sceleragine,  credimi,  ma  si  giande  e  tale,  che 
appena  tu  steeso  la  conoepisci  nell'  animo  too.  In  fetti,  Orario 
imraembro  una  volta  sola  nerche  generasse  tre  figliuolL  Marte  una 
volta,  perche  la  carta  Hia  oasse  i  gemellL  1/  uno  e  1'  altro  avrebbe 
distrutto  ogni  coea,  ae  qual  maaturbatore  avesse  abbandonate  i  sozri 

Siaoeri  aUe  sue  manL     Credi,  che  la  natura  stessa  delle  cose  ti 
ice :  cid  che,  0  Pontico,  distruggi  oolle  dita,  e  un  uomo.    GrayUa. 

ILIL  •  TO  APOLLO,  THAT  STELLA.  HAT  HAVE  THB 
CONSULSHIP. 

So  mayst  thou  ever  be  rich,  Apollo,  in  thy  sea-girt  plains; 
so  mayst  thou  ever  have  delight  in  thy  ancient  swans ;  so 
may  the  learned  sisters  ever  serve  thee,  and  thy  Delphic 
oracles  never  speak  falsely ;  so  may  tho  palace  of  C©sar  wor- 
ship and  love  thee ;  as  the  kind  Domitian  shall  apeedilygrant 
ana  accord  to  Stella,  at  my  request,  the  twelve  fasces.  Happy 
then  shall  I  be,  and,  as  thy  debtor  for  the  fulfilment  of  my 
prayer,  will  lead  to  the  rustic  altar  a  young  steer  with  golden 
horns,  aa  a  sacrifice  to  thee.  The  victim  is  already  born, 
PhcBbus;  why  dost  thou  delay  P 

So  may  thy  temples,  Phoebus,  honourM  be  j 
Prophetic  swans  held  sacred  unto  thee ; 
The  muses  glory  to  make  up  thy  train, 
The  Delphic  oracles  prove  never  vain  j 
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The  palace  dime  worship  to  thee  pay, 
As  Cesar  (thou  inspiring  him)  shall  say,'  . 
The  grace  thou  ask/st,  to  Stella  I  will  snow, 
Consular  ensigns  upon  him  bestow. 

Thy  happy  debtor  then,  a  steer  1 11  bring, 
With  gilded  horns,  for  my  glad  offering  | 
This  vow  upon  my  rural  altar  pay ; 
The  victim's  ready,  PhcBbus,  why  dost  stay  P 

Anot..  1691. 

XLm.     OIT  A  STATUE  07  HEBCTJLE8,   THAT  HAD  COME  OTTO 
THE  POSSESSION  0*  YITOBX. 

This  great  deity,  represented  by  a  small  bronze  image, 
who  mitigates  the  hardness  of  the  rocks  on  which  he  sits 
by  spreading  over  them  his  lion's  skin ;  who,  with  upraised 
countenance,  gases  on  the  heaven  which  he  once  supported ; 
whose  left  hand  is  engaged  with  his  club,  and  his  rignt  with 
a  cup  of  wine,  is  not  a  new-born  celebrity,  or  a  glory  of  our 
own  sculptor's  art  You  behold  the  noble  work  of  Lysippua, 
which  he  presented  to  Alexander  the.  Great  This  divinity 
adorned  the  table  of  the  monarch  of  Pella,  so  soon  laid  in  the 
earth  which  he  had  subdued.  By  this  god,  Hannibal,  when 
a  child,  took  his  oath  at  the  Libyan  altar;  this  sod  bade  the 
cruel  Sulla  lav  down  his  kingly  power.  Offended  by  the  proud 
despotism  of  various  courts,  he  now  delights  to  inhabit  a 
private  house;  and,  as  he  was  formerly  the  guest  of  the 
benevolent  Molorchus,  bo  be  desires  now  to  be  the  god  of  the 
learned  Vindex. 

On  stone,  with  softer  lyon's  skinn  o'erlayd, 

This  mighty  god,  that  sits  in  brass  pourtrayM, 

Looking  to  th'  Starrs,  snstayn*d  once  by  his  might, 

Whose  left  hand  his  dubb  warmes,  and  wine  his  right, 

Is  no  new  piece  of  which  our  gravers  boast  j 

Wee  to  Lysippus  owe  this  paynes  and  cost 

This  once  the  Macedonian  youth  possessM, 

Who  soone  the  whole  world  oonquerM,  soone  deoeas'd ; 

Then  Hannibal  to  Libyan  coasts  translated  j 

Who  Sylla's  sterne  commanding  power  abated. 

Brooking  no  longer  swelling  tyrants'  courts, 

T  a  private  dwelling  hee  at  length  resorts ; 

And,  as  he  once  was  kind  Mblorchus*  guest, 

So  with  learn'd  Vindex  now  this  god  will  rest 

OldMS.WthOmt. 
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xlit.  oh  thb  saio. 
I  lately  asked  Vindex  to  whose  happy  toil  and  workman* 
ship  his  Hercules  owed  his  existence.  He  smiled,  as  is  his 
wont,  and,  with  a  slight  inclination  of  head,  "  Fray/*  said  he, 
"my  dear  poet,  can  you  not  read  Greek?  The  pedestal  bears 
an  inscription  which  tells  you  the  name."  I  read  the  word 
Lysippus,  I  thought  it  had  been  the  work  of  Phidias. 

When  late  Alleles' self  I  saw 

A  Vindex*  guest,  I  gasM  with  awe ; 

Yet  humbly  of  the  god  inquir'd, 

What  human  art  he  had  inspired, 

To  bid  his  image  stand  oonfessM. 

His  godship  scarce  his  smile  suppressM; 

And,  nodding  bland,  thus  deign  d  to  speak : 

Poor  bardling,  dost  thou  know  no  Greek  ? 

Behold  the  base,  and  learn  to  spell: 

Thence  wonder  and  inquiry  quell. 

I,  blushing,  there  AYSinnOY  scann'd ; 

But  thought  it  had  been  Phidias'  hand.    Elphinston, 

XXV.     TO  KABOELLUnJS. 

Ton  are  now  about  to  set  out,  Marcellinus,  as  a  soldier  to 
the  northern  dimes,  to  brave  the  sluggish  constellations  ot 
the  Getic  sky:  there  the  Promethean  rocks  and  the  fabled 
mountains,  to  which  you  must  now  go,  will  be  close  to  your 
eyes !  When  you  have  beheld  the  rocks,  the  confidants  of  the 
mighty  plaints  of  old  Prometheus,  you  will  say,  "He  was 
more  enduring  than  they."  And  you  may  add,  "  He  who 
was  able  to  bear  such  sufferings,  was  well  qualified  to  fashion 
the  race  of  mortals." 

Now  thou  beax'st  arms  under  the  northern  pole, 

Near  which  the  constellations  slowly  roll  ? 

With  thy  approaching  eyes  thou  ma/st  behold 

Prometheus*  rock,  the  fabulous  soene  of  old, 

Where  th'  aged  hero  fllTd  both  earth  and  sides 

With  hideous  exclamations  and  loud  cries, 

The  tortures  proving,  which  he  there  sustain' d, 

The  rock  less  nard  to  which  his  limbs  were  chain'cL 

Who  can  men's  hardships  or  hard  hearts  admire, 

When  they,  the  offspring,  are  of  such  a  sire  P  Anon.  1695* 

XLYT.      OK  GILUTTS. 

GelliuB  is  always  building;  sometimes  he  is  laying  down 
thresholds,  sometimes  fitting  keys  to  doors,  and  buying 
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locks ;  sometimes  he  is  changing  or  replacing  windows.  Me 
does  anything  to  he  engaged  in  building,  ana  all  this  that  he 
may  be  able  to  say  to  any  friend  who  asks  him  for  a  loan, "  1 
am  building." 

He  still  is  building:  patches  up  a  door, 

Alters  a  lock,  or  key;  and  nothing  more : 

Removes  a  window;  puts  it  in  repair : 

So  he  but  build,  no  matter  what  tin'  affair  $ 

That  he  may  answer,  ask  him  when  you  will 

To  lend  you  money,  "  I  am  building  still.*        JEhg. 

XLVH.      TO  PAWHICB. 

Democritos,  Zenonas,  inexplicitosque  Platonas, 

Quidqmd  et  hirsutis  squalet  imaginibus, 
Sic  quasi  Pythagoro  loqueris  successor  et  hares, 

Pr&pendet  sane  nee  tibi  barba  minor. 
Bed,  quod  et  hircosis  serum  est,  et  turpe  pilosis, 

In  molli  rigidam  clune  libenter  babes. 
Tu  qui  sectarum  causae  et  pondera  nosti, 
Die  mihi,  percidi,  Pannice,  dogma  quod  est  ? 
Tu  cosi  rammemori  i  Democriti,  i  Zenoni,  e  gli  inesplicabOi  Pla- 
toni,  e  tutto  cid  che  Ve  di  sueddo  per  le  irsute  immagini,  quasi  suc- 
cessore  ed  erede  di  Pitagora:  ne  minor  barba  ti  pende  dal  mento. 
Ma  cid  che  tardi  si  sente  agli  ircosi,  e  turpevolmente  pelosi,  tu 
volontieri  lo  oomporti  insopportabile  nelle  effeminate  coscie.  Tu  che 
sai  le  origin!,  e  gli  argomenti  delle  Sette,  dimmi,  o  Pannioo,  esser 
inciso  che  dogma  i  t  Qraglia. 

Thy  words  the  deep  recondite  lore  resound 
Of  Plato,  Zeno,  what 's  severest  found 
'Mong  those  whose  horrid  images  affect 
To  doom  all  vice,  by  their  austere  aspect; 
Speak  thee  Pythag'ras  successor  and  heir, 
Nor 'bate  thou  him  in  bush  of  beard  a  hair. 
Thou  'st  yet,  what 's  shameful,  and  shou'd  ne'er  be  said, 
A.  wanton  mind  to  this  thy  awful  head. 
Hat  thou,  who  th'  axioms  of  all  sects  dost  know, 
Yrtioze  dogma  His,  the  scars  of  lust  to  show. 

Anon.  1695. 

XLYHI.     TO   GABBI0U8. 

As  you  swore  to  me,  Garricus,  by  your  gods  and  by  your 
head,  that  I  was  to  inherit  the  fourth  of  your  estate,  I  be- 
lieved you,  (for  who  would  willingly  disbelieve  what  he  de- 
sires P)  and  nursed  my  hopes  by  continually  giving  you  pre* 

*i 
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Bents ;  among  which  I  sent  you  a  Isvmmtian  boar  of  extra* 
ordinary  weight;  one  that  you  might  hare  supposed  to  be 
from  JEtolian  Galydon*  But  you  forthwith  invited  the 
people  and  the  senators;  and  glutted  Borne  is  not  yet  free 
from  the  taste  of  my  boar.  I  myself  (who  would  believe  it?) 
was  not  present  even  as  the  humblest  of  your  guests;  not  a 
rib,  not  even  the  tail,  was  sent  me.  How  am  I  to  expect  from 
you  a  fourth  part  of  your  estate,  Oarricus,  when  not  even  a 
twelfth  part  of  my  own  boar  came  to  me? 

By  all  that's  good  and  sacred  you  do  swear, 

To  make  me  of  a  quarter  part  your  heir. 

I  think,  you  would  not  gratis  so  to  hell ; 

Nor  would  I  starve  a  humour  I  like  welL 

Iffongst  other  things  I  sent  of  bucks  a  brace, 

Fatter  than  any  now  on  Enfield  chace. 

Tour  corporation  yon  invite  to  dine  j 

And  eramm'd  they  were  with  ven'son  which  was  mine. 

Though  founder  I,  and  not  the  meanest  guest, 

Tou  gave  me  not  one  morsel  with  the  rest. 

A  little  ominous  an  empty  plate ! 

Fray,  don't  forget  a  slice  of  your  estate.        JBogr. 

XLH.      OK  A  TOGA  OIYEK  HI1C  BY  PABTHXHIU8.1 

This  is  that  toga  much  celebrated  in  my  little  books,  that 
toga  so  well  known  and  loved  by  my  readers.    It  was  a 

1>resent  from  Parthenius ;  a  memorable  present  to  his  poet 
ong  ago;  in  it,  while  it  was  new,  while  it  shone  brilliantly 
with  gustening  wool,  and  while  it  was  worthy  the  name  of 
its  gi^er,  I  walked  proudly  conspicuous  as  a  Soman  knight. 
Now  it  is  grown  old,  and  is  scarce  worth  the  acceptance  of 
shivering  poverty ;  and  you  may  well  call  it  snowy.*  What 
does  not  tune  in  the  course  of  yean  destroy  P  tfnis  toga  is 
no  longer  Barthenius's ;  it  is  mine. 

This  is  that  coat,  so  often  by  me  sung, 
Upon  whose  praise  the  raptnrVl  reader  hung. 
His  lordship's  once ;  a  gift  for  poet  meet} 
In  which  I  walk'd  respected  in  the  street 
New,  and  with  all  its  glossy  honours  on, 
Worthy  its  donor,  it  divinely  shone. 
Now  old,  a  hangman  scorns  it  for  his  fees : 
And  if  it  shines  at  all,  it  shines  with  grease. 

1  Ssrd.viii.Ep.  28,        '  See  Note  on  B.  iv.  Ep.34, 
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All  things 


by  time,  and  length  of  yean,  deehne : 
lordship's  coat  ?  for  shame  I  'tit  mine.   Hay . 

U    TO  OAITBU8. 

Ton  pretend  to  consider  my  talent  aa  small,  Gaurus,  be- 
cause I  write  poems  which  please  by  being  briet  I  confess 
that  it  is  so;  while  you,  who  write  the  grand  wars  of  Priam 
in  twelve  books,  are  doubtless  a  great  man.  I  paint  the 
favourite  of  Brutus,'  and  Langon,'  to  the  life.  You,  great 
artist,  fashion  a  giant  in  day. 

Gaurus  approves  my  wit  but  slenderly, 

'Cause  I  write  Terse  that  please  for  brevity: 

But  he  in  twenty  volumes  drives  a  trade 

Of  Priam's  wars.  Oh,  he's  a  mighty  blade ! 

We  give  an  elegant  young  pigmy  birth, 

He  makes  a  dirty  giant  all  of  earth.  Fletckar. 

I  am  no  genius,  you  affirm:  and  why  f 

Because  my  verses  please  by  brevity. 

But  von,  who  twice  ten  ponderous  volumes  write 

Of  mighty  battles,  are  a  man  of  might. 

like  Prior's  bust,  my  work  is  neat,  but  small: 

Yours  like  the  dirty  giants  in  GufldhalL  Hay. 

LI.     OK  THB  BB0THBB8  LTOAOTS  A2TD  TTCXTJS.* 

That  which  you  constantly  asked  of  the  soda,  Lucanus,  has, 
in  spite  of  your  brother's  remonstrances,  fallen  to  your  lot ; 
it  has  been  your  fate  to  die  before  him.    Tullus  envies  von 
the  privilege ;  for  he  desired,  though  the  younger,  to  go  first 
to  the  Stygian  waters.    Yon  are  now  an  inhabitant  of  the 
Elysian  fields,  and,  dwelling  in  the  charming  grove,  are 
content,  for  the  first  time,  to  be  separated  from  your  brother; 
and  if  Castor  in  his  turn  now  comes  from  the  brilliant  stars, 
you,  as  another  Pollux,  exhort  him  not  to  return  to  them. 
To  weary  heaven,  while  gen*rous  brothers  vie, 
Thou,  Lucan,  earlier  hast  obtain'd  to  die. 
Nor  seek'st  unenvied  thou  the  shades  below : 
Tullus,  thy  younger,  glad  would  elder  go. 
Blest  tenant  of  the  bland  Elysian  grove, 
Mow  first  wouhTst  thou  without  thy  brother  rove. 

»  See  B.  sir.  Ep.  171. 

*  Of  whom  sa  elegant  statuette  was  made  by  Lyciscus.    Plm.  H.  V 
«*r.  8. 
»  See  B.  I.  Ep.  37. 

JrJ 
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Would  Castor  leave  the  light,  to  pay  thy  love, 
A  Pollux  thou  would'st  bid  him  stay  above. 

Elpkinston. 
LH.     TO  QUIKTUS  OVIDITJ8. 

If  you  but  believe  i  e,  Quintus  Ovidius,  I  love,  as  you  de- 
serve, the  first  of  AprL,  your  natal  day,  as  much  as  I  love  my 
own  first  of  March.  Happy  is  either  morn!  and  may  both 
days  be  marked  by  us  witn  the  whitest  of  stones !  The  one 
gave  me  life,  but  the  other  a  friend.  Yours,  Quintus,  gave 
me  more  than  my  own. 

Believing  hear,  what  you  deserve  to  hear: 

Tour  birth-day,  as  my  own,  to  me  is  dear. 

Blest  and  distmguish'd  days !  which  we  should  prise 

The  first,  the  kindest  bounty  of  the  skies. 

But  yours  gives  most;  for  mine  did  only  lend 

Me  to  the  world  j  yours  gave  to  me  a  friend.       Hay. 

TJTT.     TO  TH1  8AMX. 

On  your  birth-day,  Quintus,  I  wished  to  make  you  a  small 
present:  you  forbade  me;  you  are  imperious.  I  must  obey 
your  injunction :  let  that  be  done  which  we  both  desire,  and 
which  will  please  us  both.  Do  yon,  Quintus,  make  me  a 
present. 

When  I  would  send  such  trifles  as  I  can, 

You  stop  me  short!  you  arbitrary  man ! 

But  I  submit.  Both  may  our  orders  give  j 

And  do  what  both  like  best :  let  me  reoeive.    Hay. 

UY.     TO  CABUS. 

If  I  had  thrushes  fattened  on  Picenian  olives,  or  if  a  Sa- 
bine wood  were  covered  with  my  nets;  or  if  the  finny  prey 
were  dragged  on  shore  by  my  extended  rod,  or  my  branches, 
thickly  limed,  held  fast  the  fettered  birds ;  I  should  offer  you, 
Garus,  as  an  esteemed  relative,  the  usual  presents,  and  neither 
a  brother  nor  a  grandfather  would  have  the  preference  over 
you.  As  it  is,  mj  fields  resound  only  with  paltry  starlings 
and  the  plaints  of  linnets,  and  usher  in  the  spring  with  the 
voice  of  the  shrill  sparrow.  On  one  side*  the  ploughman  re- 
turns the  salutation  of  the  magpie ;  on  the  other,  the  rapaci- 
ous kite  soars  towards  the  distent  stars.  So  I  send  you  small 
presents  from  my  hencoop ;  and  if  you  accept  such,  you  will 
often  be  m**  relative. 
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If  a  meVd  quail  by  accident  I  had; 

Or  snipe  ox  woodcock  taken  in  my  glade  j 

Could  I  a  trout  now  with  my  angle  get ; 

Or  cover  a  young  partridge  with  my  net  j 

You,  cousin,  should  have  it  sooner  than  another, 

As  soon  as  my  own  father,  or  my  brother. 

But  now  the  fields  with  chattering  magpies  ring ; 

Sparrows  and  swallows  now  proclaim  the  spring : 

K ow  to  the  cuckow  shepherd  boys  reply : 

The  thieving  kite  now  skims  alone  the  sky. 

So  that  I  nothing  but  a  fowl  could  send ; 

'Which,  if  you  like,  you're  always  welcome,  friend.  Hay. 

LV.      TO  YALEMUS  FLA0CU8. 

On  the  day  sacred  to  relatives,1  on  which  many  a  fowl  ia 
sent  as  a  present,  there  throngs  around  me,  while  I  am  pre- 
paring some  thrushes  for  Stella,  and  some  for  you,  Flaccus, 
an  immense  and  troublesome  crowd,  of  which  each  individual 
thinks  that  he  ought  to  be  the  first  in  my  affections.  My 
desire  was  to  show  my  regard  for  two ;  to  offend  a  number 
is  scarcely  safe;  while  to  send  presents  to  all  would  be  ex- 
pensive. I  will  secure  their  pardon  in  the  only  way  that 
remains  to  me ;  I  will  neither  send  thrushes  to  Stella  nor  to 
you,  Flaccus. 

When  Christmas  turkeys  round  in  presents  flew, 

One  I  designM  for  Ned,  and  one  for  you. 

But  most  unluckily  on  this  occasion, 

Fat  turkeys  make  me  friend  to  half  the  nation. 

Two  I  would  fain  oblige ;  and  none  offend : 

But  to  give  every  one  there  is  no  end. 

I  then  determine,  after  counsel  heard, 

That  Ned  and  you  must  go  without  your  bird.    Hay. 

LYI.     OK  BPMTDOPHOBUS,  A  7AY0TTBITB  OV  DOMITIAK. 

Spendophorus,  the  armour-bearer  of  our  sovereign  lord,  is 
setting  out  for  the  cities  of  Libya.  Prepare  weapons,  Cupid, 
to  bestow  on  the  boy ;  the  arrows  with  which  you  strike 
youths  and  tender  maids.  Let  there  be  also,  however,  a 
smooth  spear  in  his  delicate  hand.  Omit  the  coat  of  mail, 
the  ahiela,  and  the  helmet ;  and  that  he  may  enter  the  battle 
in  safety,  let  him  go  uncovered;  ParthenopfBus*  was  hurt 

1  The  first  of  March. 

*  One  of  the  seven  chiefs  against  Thebes.  His  beauty  is  said  to  haro 
aeen  his  defence. 
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b  v  no  dart,  no  sword,  no  arrow,  whilst  he  was  unencumbered 
with  a  head-piece.  Whoerer  shall  be  wounded  by  Spendo* 
phorus,  will  aie  of  lore.  Happy  is  he  whom  a  death  so  for- 
tunate awaits!  But  return  while  thou  art  still  a  boy,  and 
while  thy  face  retains  its  youthful  bloom,  and  let  thy  Some, 
and  not  Libya,  make  a  man  of  thee. 

To  Libya  goes  Spendophorus  to  wane. 

Cupid,  thy  shafts  lor  this  faire  Boy  prepare, 

Those  shafts,  which  youths  and  tender  virgins  wound; 

Light  let  thy  spesre  m  his  soft  hand  be  found. 

The  breast-plate,  helme,  and  shield  I  leave  to  thee  j 

To  fight  in  safety,  naked  led  him  bee.  # 

No  snow,  sword,  nor  dart  eould  hurt  in  wane 

Parthenopsms,  whilst  his  face  was  bare. 

He  whom  this  youth  shall  wound,  will  dye  of  lore, 

And  happy  too  so  sweet  a  fate  to  prove. 

Whilst  yet  thy  chin  is  smooth,  fair  boy,  oome  home ; 

Grow  not  a  man  in  Affricke,  but  at  home.  Jfsy. 

LTTt.     OH  KEDYLT78. 

Nil  est  tritius  Hedyli  laoernis, 

Non  ansas  veterum  Corinthiorum, 

Nee  crus  compede  lubricum  decenni, 

Non  rupt©  recutita  colla  muta, 

Nee  qu»  Flaminiam  secant  salebro, 

Nee  qui  littoribus  nitent  lapilli, 

Nee  Tusca  ligo  vinea  politus, 

Neo  pallens  toga  mortui  tribulia, 

Nee  pigri  rota  quassa  mulionis, 

Nee  rasum  carea  latus  bisontis, 

Nee  dens  jam  senior  ferocis  apri. 

Bes  una  est  tamen,  ipse  non  negabit, 

Cuius  tritior  Hedyli  laoernis. 
Nulla  V  e  di  pin  trito  dalle  lacerne  di  Edilo,  non  i  manichi  dei 
veochi  van  Corinsii,  ne  una  gamba  vaoillante  per  i  eepi  deoennali, 
non  il  collo  ricutito  d'una  seorticata  mula,  ne  gl'  ingombri  che 
interumpono  la  Flaminia,  ne  la  pietrnise  che  riluceono  sui  lidi,  ne 
la  zappa  luttrata  nella  Tusca  vigna,  tte  1  pslido  mantello  d'  un 
povero  defdnto,  ne  la  spesssta  ruota  del  vecchio  canettiero,  ne  1 
nanco  d'  un  bisonto  spinto  nella  cava,  ne  1  di  gia  vecohio  dente  d* 
un  feroce  cignale.  Tuttavia  v*  e  una  oosa,  esso  non  la  neghera,  il 
cuio  di  Edilo  A  piu  trito  delle  sue  lacerne,  Grvglia. 

Than  Hedyl's  clothes  is  nought  more  bars : 
Not  handles  of  Corinthian  wars: 
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With  ten  yee*!*  chain  the  shining  shin; 

Of  batter**  male  the  closing  skin : 

Ko  rat  of  old  Flaminius'  way ; 

No  pebbles,  on  the  shore  that  play : 

Ko  pohth'd  spade,  the  viiieyaras  show ; 

Ko  paly  gown,  that  shrouds  the  low: 

Ko  skgguh  driver's  shatterM  wheel; 

Ko  shaven  flank,  when  bisons  reel 

Into  tfc*  insidious  pit,  and  roar : 

Ko  gleaming  bolt  of  aged  boar. 

Yet  one  thing  *s  much  more  worn  away, 

A  HedyPs  self  will  not  gainsay. 

That  wondrous  thing  must  doubtless  pose : 

Hie  conscience!  triter  than  hit  clothes.     Etpkmttom. 


LTm.     TO  TH1  XTMPH  OT  BABOnTB.1 

a  Nymph,  queen  of  the  Sacred  Lake,  to  whom  fiabinus,  with 
pious  munificence,  dedicates  an  enduring  temple;  receive 
with  kindness, I  pray thee,  (so  may mountainous  umbria ever 
worship  thr  source,  and  thy  town  of  Saatina  never  prefer  the 
waters  of  Bai»!)  my  anxious  compositions  which  I  offer  thee. 
Thou  wilt  be  to  my  muse  the  fountain  of  Pegasus.  Whoever 
presents  his  poems  to  the  temple  of  the  Nymphs,  indicates 
of  himself  what  should  be  done  with  them. 

Queen  of  the  lake,  whose  temples  soar  the  skies, 

That  my  8ehinus*  bounty  gave  to  rise ! 

So  may  hjmVUmbria  in  thy  fountain  fare, 

Nor  8ssama  prefer  the  Baian  wave : 

Receive  the  anxious  boon  my  muses  bring, 

And  duly  prove  their  Pesjasean  spring. 

Who  lays,  ye  nymphs,  his  kbours  in  your  fanes, 

Just  mumates  the  merit  of  hi*  strains.  Elphm&m. 

Mamurrs,  after  baring  walked  long  and  anxiously  in  the 
squares,  where  golden  Borne  ostentatiously  displays  her  riches, 
viewed  the  tender  young  slaves,  and  devoured  them  with  his 
eyes ;  not  those  exposed  in  the  open  shops,  but  those  which 
are  kept  for  the  select  in  private  apartments,  and  are  not  seen 
by  the  people,  or  such  as  I  am.  Satiated  with  this  inspection, 
he  uncovers  the  tables  square  and  round ;  and  asks  to  see 
some  rich  ivory  ornaments  which  were  displayed  on  the  upp*r 
shelves.  Then,  having  four  times  measured  a  dinner-couch 
S86sB.vii.Bp.97. 
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for  six,  wrought  with  tortoise-shell,  he  sorrowfully  regretted 
that  it  was  not  large  enough  for  his  citron  table.  He  con* 
suited  his  nose  whether  the  bronzes  had  the  true  Corinthian 
aroma,  and  criticised  the  statues  of  Polyclitus !  Next,  com- 
plaining that  some  crystal  vases  had  been  spoiled  by  an  ad- 
mixture of  glass,  he  marked  and  set  aside  ten  myrrhine  cups. 
He  weighed  ancient  bowls,  and  inquired  for  goblets  that 
had  been  ennobled  by  the  hand  of  Mentor.  He  counted 
emeralds  set  in  chased  gold,  and  examined  the  largest  pearl 
ear-pendants.  He  sought  on  every  counter  for  real  sardo- 
nyxes,  and  cheapened  some  large  jaspers.  At  last,  when 
forced  by  fatigue  to  retire  at  the  eleventh  hour,  he  bought 
two  cups  for  one  small  coin,  and  carried  them  home  himseif. 

Mamurra  many  hours  does  vagrant  tell 
I'  th'  shops,  where  Rome  her  richest  ware  does  sell. 
Behohi*  fair  boys,  devours  them  with  his  eyes, 
Not  those  of  common  note,  one  first  espies  j 
But  which  in  inner  rooms  they  closely  mew, 
Removed  from  mine,  and  from  the  people's  view. 
Glutted  with  these,  choice  tables  he  uncases, 
Others  of  ivory,  set  high,  displaces. 
Rich  tortoise  beds  he  measures  four  times  o'er, 
Sighs,  they  fit  not,  and  leaves  them  on  that  score 
Consults  the  statues  of  Corinthian  brass 
By  the  scent ;  and  not  without  blame  lets  pass 
Thy  pieces,  Polyclet.   He  next  complains 
Of  crystals  mix'd  with  glass,  and  them  disdains. 
Marks  porcelain  cups,  sets  ten  of  them  apart : 
Weighs  antique  plate  (of  Mentor's  noble  art 
If  any  be)  j  counts,  P  th*  enamell'd  gold, 
The  gems  that  stand.   Rich  pendants  does  behold  s 
For  the  sardonyx  makes  a  search  most  nice, 
And  of  the  biggest  jaspers  beats  the  price. 
Tir*d  now  at  last,  after  eleven  hours'  stay, 
Two  farthing  pots  he  bought,  and  himself  bore  away. 

Anon,  168& 

Vainlove  the  live-long  dav  strolls  up  and  down, 
To  view  the  choicest  rarities  in  town. 
Ravish'd  admires  a  Ganymede's  scft  mien ; 
Not  such  as  is  at  common  auctions  seen ; 
But  an  old  painting,  capital,  and  rare ; 
Shown  to  the  curious,  and  preserv'd  with  care. 
Then  takes  an  inlaid  table  from  its  case : 
Searches  a  china  jar,  or  marble  vase. 
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A  Turkey  carpet  measures  ten  times  o'er ; 
And  grieves  it  is  too  little  for  his  floor. 
Of  right  japan  then  judges  by  his  nose : 
Li  statues  aares  Sir  Andrew's  taste  expose: 
Finds  the  French  ware  too  much  to  glass  allied  \ 
The  Dresden  therefore  marks,  and  sets  aside. 
Baskets  of  filligrane  he  then  takes  up ; 

S  Blent  ennobled  weighs  a  golden  cup* 
mbers  the  jewels  that  a  ring  may  bear ; 
And  wants  a  pendant  for  a  lady's  earj 
Looks  till  he  oiamonds  of  true  water  meets, 
And  cheapens  them,  though  half  as  big  as  Pit?*. 
At  length  fatigued,  the  hour  of  dinner  come, 
He  buys  and  bears  two  glass  decanters  home.      Hay. 

LX.      OK  A  CBOWK  OV  BOBBB   8BHT  TO  OBSIUS  SABHTUS. 

Whether  thou  wast  produced  in  the  fields  of  Pastum  or 
of  Tivoli,  or  whether  the  plains  of  Tusculum  were  decked 
with  thy  flowers;  whether  a  bailiffs  wife  culled  thee  in  a 
Frenestine  garden,  or  whether  thou  wast  recently  the  glory 
of  a  Campanian  villa,  that  thou  mayst  seem  more  beauteous 
to  my  friend  Sabinus,  let  him  think  that  thou  oomest  from 
my  Nomentan  grounds. 

Did  PsBstum's  gales,  or  Tatar's,  bid  thee  blow  ? 
Or  Tusculum  elicit  all  thy  glow  P 
Thee  in  Prseneste's  bed  has  hoyden  slain  P 
Or  wast  the  glory  of  Campania^  plain  P 
Yet  fairer  to  my  Sabine  that  thou  seem, 
Thee  child  of  my  own  tendance  may  he  deem. 

ElphmsUm. 

LH.     OH  A  PLANE-TREE  AT  COBDOYA,  PLANTED  BT 
JTTLTU8  C.S8AR. 

In  the  regions  about  the  Tartessus,  where  the  rich  lands 
of  Cordova  are  watered  by  placid  Baetia,  where  the  yellow 
flocks  shine  with  the  gold  of  the  river,  and  living  metal  decks 
the  fleece  of  Hesperian  sheep,  stands  a  well-known  mansion, 
and  in  the  midst  of  its  courts,  overshadowing  the  whole  of 
the  surrounding  buildings,  rises  the  plane-tree  of  CflBsar,  with 
its  thick  foliage*  which  was  planted  by  the  auspicious  right  hand 
of  that  invincible  guest,  and  tended  by  it  while  yet  a  sapling. 
This  tree  seems  to  acknowledge  by  its  vigour  its  parent  and 
lord ;  so  richly  does  it  flourish,  and  lift  its  branches  towards 
the  stars.    Often,  under  this  tree,  have  the  playful  Fauns 
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sported  with  their  midnight  music,  and  the  pipe  has  startled 
the  quiet  homestead;  often  has  the  woodland  Dryad,  while 
flying  from  the  nocturnal  marauder  Pan  across  the  solitary 
fields,  sought  shelter  beneath  it;  and  often  have  the  house* 
hold  gods  retained  the  odour  of  the  Bacchanalian  banquets, 
which  by  their  libations  hare  developed  its  luxuriance.  The 
turf  has  been  strewed  and  vermilioned  with  the  chaplets 
of  yesterday,  and  no  man  could  distinguish  the  roses  that  had 
belonged  to  his  own.  0  tree,  favourite  of  the  gods,  tree  of 
the  great  Csasar,  fear  not  the  axe  nor  the  impious  fire.  Thou 
mayst  hope  for  the  glory  of  an  ever-verdant  foliage ;  thou 
wast  not  planted  by  Pompeian  hands. 

A  well-known  house  doth  in  that  country  stand 

Where  Bartia  waters  Corduba's  rich  land. 

Where  wools  their  native  mettaTs  colour  keepe, 

And  growing  soldfoOe  gilds  the  Spanish  sheepe. 

In  midst  of  Or  house,  her  gods  ore*hadowing, 

Does  Cesar's  plaine-tiee  prosperously  spring, 

Planted  by  that  victorious  guest,  from  whose 

Imperiall  hand  the  tender  twigg  arose  j 

Which  now  it  seems  her  lord  and  founder  knowes, 

She  spreads  so  last  her  sky-aspiring  bowes. 

Under  that  shade  the  rusticke  Dryades 

And  wanton  Fauns  themselves  with  sporting  please  % 

And  oft,  as  she  by  night  from  Pan  doth  fly, 

This  silent  house  doth  Syrinx  terrific. 

There  oft  hath  Bacchus  kept  his  revelling , 

When  wine  has  made  the  tree  more  richly  sp*.^* 

There  roses  grow  tf  adorne  the  drinking  crowne ; 

And  none  can  say  those  roses  are  his  owne. 

Great  Cesar's  tree,  to  all  the  gods  most  deare, 

No  sacrilegious  fire,  nor  hatchets  feare; 

Still  mayst  thou  hope  hooour'd  with  leaves  to  bee ; 

Twas  no  Pompeian  hand  that  planted  thee.  May. 

LXII.     OK  PHTLJBKIS. 

If  Phitanis.  wears  all  day  and  night  garments  dyed  with 
urple,  it  is  not  that  she  is  extravagant  or  proud ;  it 
our  that  pleases  her,1  not  the  colour. 
That  Tyrian  tinge,  both  night  and  day, 

.  Philamis  in  her  trappings  uses  j 
Nor  pomp,  nor  pride,  oetpeaks  thf  array : 
The  odour,  not  the  hue,  she  chooses.        Elpkintto*. 
1  To  disguise  the  odour  of  Jisr  own  person.    Compare  B.  vtt.  Ep.  67, 
sad  B.  iv.  Ep.  4. 


BOOK  EL]  EPIGRAMS.  427 

inn.    to  photbus. 
All  the  licentious  men  about  town  iniite  70a  to  their 
tables,  Phoebus.    He  who  gets  his  living  under  such  eircnnv 
stances,  is  not,  I  consider,  respectable  company.1 

LUT.     OK  A  STATUS  OF  DOMTTIAK  IK  THE  CHAKAOTEB 
OT  HSBOULSS.      • 

Casar,  having  deigned  to  assume  tbe  form  of  tbe  mighty 
Hercules,  adds  a  new  temple  to  the  Latian  way,  at  the  spot 
where  the  traveller,  who  visits  the  grove  of  Diana,  reads 
the  inscription  on  tbe  eighth  milestone  from  the  Queen  ot 
Cities.  Formerly,  O  Bomans,  you  used  to  worship  Hercules, 
as  the  superior,  with  prayers  and  abundant  blood  of  victims , 
now  Hercules,  as  the  inferior,  worships  Dotnitian.  We  address 
our  more  important  prayers,  some  for  wealth,  others  for  hon- 
ours* to  Domitian,  who,  unsolicitous  about  inferior  requests* 
leaves  the  fulfilment  of  these  to  Hercules. 
Into  august  Abides9  form 

Augustus  deigned  to  descend: 
Sublimer  strengths  than  his  to  storm, 

And  temples  to  the  Latian  lend. 
Where,  while  the  wandVer's  weary  feet 
Explore  lair  Trivia's  woodland  scene, 
Marble  the  eighth  he  joys  to  meet, 
SequesterM  from  the  city-queen. 
With  copious  blood*  and  pious  vows, 

Alcides  whilom  was  address'd: 
But  lo!  his  greater  he  allows; 

And  bends,  obsequious,  with  the  rest. 
To  one  for  wealth  this  suppliant  sues, 

For  honour  that  submits  appKes ; 
While  fearless,  with  inferior  views, 
They  plague  the  hero  of  the  skies.      Elpkimtm. 

LEY.     TO  HEBOULES,  OK  THE  SAME  STATUE. 

O  Hercules,  whom  the  Latian  Jupiter  must  nowrecoffoise, 
since  thou  hast  assumed  the  glorious  features  of  the  diviqe 
Casar,  if  thou  hadst  borne  those  lineaments  and  that  air  when 
the  wild  beasts  yielded  to  thy  prowess,  nations  would  not  have 
beheld  thee  a  slave  to  the  Argive  tyrant,  and  submitting  to 


•  Ad  cantm  urotant  omnet  te,  Phoebe,  cincdi : 

Mentals  qnem  pascit,  non,  puto,  paras  homo  est. 
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his  cruel  rule;  but  tbou  wouldst  have  issued  orders  to  Eurys* 
theus,  and  the  deceiver  Lichas  would  not  have  brought  thee 
the  perfidious  gift  of  Nessus.  Saved  from  the  torment  of  the 
funeral  pyre  upon  mount  (Eta,  thou  would  have  ascended  to 
the  heaven  of  thy  father  above,  free  from  all  care,  that  heaven 
to  which  thy  labours  entitled  thee.  Nor  wouldst  thou  have 
twirled  the  Lydian  spindles  of  a  proud  mistress,  or  have 
looked  upon  Styx  ana  the  dog  of  Tartarus.  Now  Juno  is 
favourable  to  thee,  now  thy  Hebe  indeed  loves  thee ;  now,  if 
the  nymph  that  carried  off  thy  Hvlas  were  to  see  thy  majestic 
appearance,  she  would  send  mm  back  to  thee. 

Thee  must  the  Latian  Thund'rer  gladly  own, 

Where  Cesar's  godlike  lineaments  are  known. 

Had  then  thy  guise  and  aspect  been  the  same, 

When  thy  hands  rendered  savage  monsters  tame, 

Mankind  had  ne'er  with  due  disdain  heheld 

The  tyrant  honoured,  and  the  hero  quell' d  j 

Or  in  Argolie  thraldom  seen  the  brave; 

But  seen  Eurystheus  prove  Alcides*  slave. 

Nor  had  sly  Lichas  made  thy  blood  to  boil, 

With  the  dire  present  of  the  Centaur's  spoil 

Free  from  the  tasks  of  powV,  or  goads  of  guile, 

Free  from  the  torments  of  th*  (Etean  pile, 

Thou  hadst  securely  climb'd  thy  sire's  domain, 

Nor  storm'd  its  summits  hy  the  strength  of  pain. 

From  hands  heroic  none  had  dancing  seen 

The  Lydian  spindles  of  the  haughty  queen. 

Ne'er  hadst  thou  visited  the  shades  below, 

Nor  the  Tartarean  dog  couldst  ever  know. 

Now  Juno  smiles ;  fair  Hebe  now  adores ; 

And  Amphydacia  Hylas9  self  restores.  ElphtntUm. 

ETVI.     TO  PABULLUS. 

When  you  have  a  wife,  handsome,  chaste,  and  young,  Fa* 
bullus,  why  should  you  supplicate  for  the  rights  of  a  father 
of  three  children  P l  That  which  you  ask  of  our  ruler  and 
deity,  you  will  obtain  from  yourself^  if  you  deserve  the  name 
of  a  man. 

You've  a  wife,  blest  Famulus,  fair,  modest,  and  young; 

And  the  honour  of  tripartite  progeny  ask ! 
What  you  crave  of  our  lord,  with  so  touching  a  tongue, 
Is  your  own  to  bestow:  'tis  a  natural  task.       Etphinito*. 

»  8ee  B.  ii.  Ep.  91,  92. 


BOOT  IX.]  XHOftAXS.  429 

LXVH.      TO  JHOHTIfTJg. 

Lasdvam  tota  possedi  nocte  puellam, 

Cujus  nequitias  vincere  nemo  potest. 
Tessas  mille  modis  illud  puerile  poposci  :^ 

Ante  preoes  totas,  primaque  verba  dedit. 
Improbius  quiddam  ndensoue  rubensque  rogari: 

PoDicita  est  nulla  luxuriosa  mora. 
Bed  mini  pura  fait;  tibi  non  erit,  JSschyle:  si  vis, 
Aecipe  et  hoc  munus  conditione  mala. 
Possedei  per  tutta  la  notte  una  lasciva  ragasza,  le  di  cui  malixie 
nessunapuo  sorpassare.  Sazio  in  mille  maniere,  dimandai  quel  non 
so  che  alia  ianciulleeca:  me  lo  accordo  avanti  d*  esserne  pregata,  ed 
alia  prime  rieehieste.    Fra  '1  riso  e  la  vergogna  dimandai  qualche 
cosa  d*  ami  nefando:  me  lo  promise  senia  la  menoma  intereeseta 
dilasione.  Ma  fu  da  me  laaciata  pura  j  non  lo  sari  da  te, o  Eschilo: 
ae  Tuoi  questo  dono,  prendilo,  ma  a  caro  presso.  Graglia. 

LXVTIT.     TO  THl  HA8TXB  OF  A  WOIST  SCHOOL  JV  HIS 
2TEIQHB0TJBH00D. 

What  right  have  you  to  disturb  me,  abominable  school- 
master, object  abhorred  alike  by  boys  and  girls  P  Before  the 
crested  cocks  have  broken  silence,  you  begin  to  roar  out  your 
savage  scoldings  and  blows.  Not  with  louder  noise  does  the 
metal  resound  on  the  struck  anvil,  when  the  workman  is 
fitting  a  lawyer  on  his  horse ; !  nor  is  the  noise  so  great  in 
'the  large  amphitheatre,  when  the  conquering  gladiator  is  ap- 
plauded by  his  partisans.  We,  your  neighbours,  do  not  ask 
you  to  allow  us  to  sleep  for  the  whole  night,  for  it  is  but  a 
small  matter  to  be  occasionally  awakened;  but  to  be  kept 
awake  all  night  is  a  heavy  affliction.  Dismiss  your  scholars, 
brawler,  and  take  as  much  for  keeping  quiet  as  you  receive 
for  making  a  noise. 

Despiteful  pedant,  why  dost  me  pursue, 
Thou  hated  head  by  all  the  younger  crew  ? 
Before  the  cock  proclaims  the  day  is  near, 
Thy  direful  threats  and  lashes  stun  mine  ear; 
The  anvil  ring.  ..ot  out  a  shriller  sound, 
When  massy  hammers  the  hot  irons  pound ; 
Statues  of  brass  with  lesser  din  are  made, 
Than  thou  dost  carry  on  the  grammar  trade ; 
Shouts  in  the  race  and  theatre  are  less, 
When  factions  for  their  parties  seal  express. 
1  A  sneer  at  the  equestrian  statues  of  lawyers.    See  Jar.  viL  IVk 
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Whole  nights,  I  uk  not,  in  repose  to  keep  i 

To  wake  r%  not  grievous,  but  'tis,  ne'er  to  sleep* 

Wilt  leave  thy  school,  thy  fowling  lectures  oessef 

Thy  gain  shall  greater  be  to  hold  thy  peace.    Anon.  1694. 

LUX.     TO  POLYOHJJUnJS. 

Chun  futuis,  Polyeharme,  soles  in  fine  cacare, 
Cum  pe3dicaria,  quid,  Polyeharme  facie : 
Qnando  immembri,  o  PoHoarmo,  suoK  dopo  sgravarti.    Quando 
seisodomixato,chefiii,oPolioarmoP 

LXL     TO  OACHIAKTJS. 

"0  times!  O  manners!"  was  of  old  the  cry  of  Cicero,  when 
Catiline  was  contriving  his  impious  plot ;  when  father-in-law 
and  son-in-law  were  encaging  in  fierce  war,  and  the  sad  soil 
of  Italy  was  soaked  will  civil  bloodshed.  But  why  do  you, 
Ca^ilianuS,  now  exclaim  aO  times!  O  manners?"  What  is 
it  that  displeases  you  P  We  have  no  cruel  leaders,  no  mad* 
dening  warfare,  but  may  enjoy  settled  peace  and  happiness. 
It  is  not  our  morals,  Ctactlianus,  that  disgrace  the  age  or  which 
you  complain,  but  your  own. 

Oh!  the  degenerate  ape  I  great  Tolly  cried, 
When  Catiline  designed  his  parricide : 
When  kindred  chiefs  join'd  battle  on  the  plain. 
Which  mourn'd  in  tears  of  blood  the  subject  slain. 
Oh!  the  degenerate  ape!  vou  loudly  chatter: 
What  is  the  matter,  Sir,  what  is  the  matter  P 
No  civil  discord  now :  no  tyrants  power : 
Peaceful  and  blissful  passes  every  nour. 
If  you  esteem  the  age  to  wicked  grown, 
Blame  not  our  morals  for  it,  but  your  own.  Hay. 

"O  timet!  O  mannen !"  Tully  cried  of  old, 
When  Catiline  in  impious  plots  grew  bold  j 
When  in  full  arms  the  ton  and  father  stood, 
And  the  sad  earth  reek'd  red  with  civil  blood : 
Why  now,  why  now,  "O  times!  O  manners  I  *  cry? 
What  is  it  now  that  shocks  thy  purity? 
No  sword  now  maddens,  and  no  chiefs  destroy, 
But  all  is  peace,  security,  and  joy. 
These  times,  these  manners,  that  to  vile  are  grown, 
Prythee,  CaxQian,  are  they  not  thy  own  t  EUm. 

VLXL     OF  A  LIO*  AKD  A  BA1C 

It  is  astonishing  with  what  attachment  this  lion,  the  glory 
of  the  Maasylian  mountains  and  this  husband  of  the  fleecy 
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flock,  are.  united.  Behold  with  your  own  eyes ;  they  dwell 
in  one  stall,  and  take  their  social  meals  in  company.  Nor 
do  they  delight  to  feed  on  the  brood  of  forests,  or  the  tender 
grass ;  hot  a  small  lamb  satisfies  their  joint  appetites.  What 
were  the  merits  of  the  terror  of  Nemea,1  or  the  betrayer  of 
Helle,*  that  they  should  shine  among  brilliant  constellations 
in  the  hi^h  heaven  P  If  cattle  and  wild  beasts  are  worthy  of 
a  place  m  the  heavens,  this  nun  and  this  lion  deserve  to 
become  stars. 

LXXH.     TO  LIBZBy  A  PUGILIST. 

O  Liber,  whose  brows  are  adorned  with  the  Spartan  crown, 
and  whose  Boman  hand  strikes  blows  worthy  of  Greece,  when 
yon  send  me  a  dinner,  why  does  the  wicker  basket,  in  which 
it  is  conveyed,  contain  no  wine-flask  as  an  accompaniment  P 
If  you  mean  to  make  presents  worthy  of  your  name,'  yon 
are  aware,  I  suppose,  what  you  ought  to  have  sent  me. 

O  thou,  whose  forehead  boasts  Amyels's  band, 
Who  deal'st  the  Grecian  blows  with  Latian  hand! 
My  nooning  why  didst  bid  the  wicker  bear, 
Nor  with  the  wattles  bid  the  flask  repair  P 
Worthy  thy  name  hadst  thou  the  boons  bestoVd, 
My  liber  knows  what  on  his  friend  had  flowM. 

XXXIII.     TO  A  OOBBLIB,  WHO  HAD  OBTAHTSB  A  LEGACY 
BY  FBAUn. 

You,  whose  business  it  once  was  to  stretch  old  skins  with 
your  teeth,  and  to  bite  old  soles  of  shoes  besmeared  with 
mud,  now  enjoy  the  lands  of  your  deluded  patron  at  Prameste, 
where  you  are  not  worthy  to  occupy  even  a  stall.  Intox* 
icated  with  strong  Falernian  wine,  too,  you  dash  in  pieces  the 
crystal  cups,  and  plunge  yourself  in  debauchery  with  your 
patron's  favourite.  As  for  me,  my  foolish  parents  taught  me 
letters.  What  did  I  want  with  grammarians  and  rbetorici* 
ansP  Break  up,  my  muse,  your  flowing  pen,  and  tear  up  your 
books,  if  a  shoe  can  secure  such  enjoyments  to  a  cobbler. 

i  lion  slain  by  Hercules ;  afterwards  the  consteDatkm  of 

*  Toe  ram  with  the  golden  fleece,  that  was  to  carry  Helle  across  the 
Hellespont,  and  allowed  her  to  drop  into  the  water,  afterwards  the 
Jrtion  Aries. 

•  Libexbessf  anameofBacchtts, 
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Who  with  your  teeth  the  stretching  leather  drew, 

To  patch  a  hole  in  an  old  dirty  shoe ; 

To  yon  your  cheated  lord's  possessions  falL 

In  which  you  Scarce  deserve  to  have  a  stall 

In  amorous  fits  succeeding  to  his  lasses  j 

And  in  your  drunken  frolics  breaking  glasses. 

My  learning  only  proves  my  father  fool : 

"Why  would  he  send  me  to  a  grammar  school  ? 

Ah  f  cease,  my  muse!  your  works  consign  to  fire! 

If  an  old  shoe  may  serve  to  raise  us  higher.  Hay. 

Lxrnr.  oh  ths  pobtbait  or  oamoots. 
This  picture  preserves  the  likeness  of  Camonus  as  a  child ; 
it  is  only  his  early  features,  when  he  was  an  infant,  that  re* 
main  to  us.  The  affectionate  father  has  kept  no  likeness  of 
his  countenance  in  the  bloom  of  manhood,  dreading  to  look 
on  so  fine  a  face  deprived  of  animation. 

Here,  as  in  happy  infancy  he  smiled, 

Behold  Camonus — painted  as  a  child; 

For  on  his  face  as  seen  in  manhood's  days, 

His  sorrowing  father  would  not  dare  to  gaze.  W.  8.  B. 

LXXV.      OK  TKE  WOODEK  BATH  07  TUCCA. 

Tucca  has  not  constructed  his  .bath  of  hard  flint,  or  of 
quarry  stone,  or  of  baked  bricks,  with  which  Semiramis  en- 
circled great  Babylon,  but  of  the  spoils  of  the  forest  and 
masses  of  pine  planks,  so  that  he  may  sail  in  his  bath.  The 
same  magnificent  personage  has  built  splendid  warm  baths  of 
every  kind  of  marble ;  that  which  Carystos  produces ;  that 
which  Phrygian  Synnas,1  and  African  Numidia,  sends  us ;  and 
that  which  the  Eurotas  has  washed  with  its  verdant  stream. 
But  there  is  no  wood  in  it ;  put  your  wooden  bath,  therefore, 
Tucca.  beneath  your  warm  baths. 

No  stubborn  flint,  by  cement  bound, 
Or  that  the  queen  could  rear  around 

Her  haughty  town,  made  Tucca's  bath : 
But  murder d  groves,  and  mortisM  pines, 
Exalted  Tuocs/s  grand  designs ; 

That  he  might  swim  in  cooling  lath. 
A  hot  bath  next  he  built,  sublime, 
Of  marble  hewn  in  every  dime, 
Carystos,  Synnas,  Nomas  send  * 

1  AtownofPhrygia. 
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Or  that  the  green  Eurotas  laves. 
But  wood  wm  wanting  to  the  waves : 
Then  to  the  hot  the  ©old-bath  lend,      JSlphmston. 

LHTL     OH  TEB  POBTEAIT  OP  CAMOVU6. 

The  matures  70a  here  see  are  those  of  my  Camonus; 
each  was  his  face  and  figure  in  early  youth.  That  counten- 
ance had  grown  more  manly  in  the  coarse  of  twenty  years; 
a  beard  seemed  delighted  to  shade  his  cheeks ;  and,  once  clip* 
ped,  had  scattered  its  ruddy  hair  from  the  points  of  the  scis- 
sors. One  of  the  three  sisters  looked  with  malice  on  such 
beauty,  and  cut  the  thread  of  his  life  before  it  was  fully  spun. 
An  urn  conveyed  his  ashes  to  his  father  from  a  far  distant 
pyre;  but  that  the  picture  may  not  alone  speak  of  the  youth, 
there  shall  be  a  more  impressive  description  in  my  page. 

Thn  which  you  see  is  my  Camonns'  lace ; 

Such  his  young  looks,  such  his  first  beauty  was. 

Hit  countenance  grew  stronger  twice  ten  yean, 

TQl  a  beard  cream'd  his  cheeks  with  downy  hairs. 

The  offered  purple  once  his  shoulders  spread, 

But  one  of  the  three  sisters  wish'd  him  dead, 

And  thence  his  hasten*d  thread  of  life  did  out, 

Which  to  his  father,  in  a  sad  urn  put, 

Came  from  his  absent  pile :  but  lest  alone 

This  picture  should  present  his  beauty  gone, 

His  image  yet  more  sweetly  drawn  shall  be 

In  never-dying  papers  writ  by  me.  Fletcher. 

LULVUL.     OIT  THE  FBAST  OP  PBISCTT8. 

The  eloquent  pace  of  Friscus  considers  "what  is  the  best 
kind  of  feast?  "  and  offers  many  suggestions  with  grace,  many 
with  force,  and  all  with  learning.  Do  you  ask  me,  what 
is  the  best  kind  of  feast  P  That  at  which  no  flute-player  is 
present.1 

Friscus  with  art  in  many  leaves  disputes, 
What  requisites  a  sumptuous  feast  oest  suits ; 
Many  sublime  and  witty  things  he  brings,  ^ 
AD  from  a  learn'd  and  noble  art  which  springs. 
What  makes  a  feast,  shall  I  in  one  line  say  P 
Absence  of  scurrilous  jests  and  fiddlers'  play. 

Amn.  1695. 

1  One  that  does  not  require  the  attractions  of  music,  hat  is  sufficiently 
I  by  the  dishes  and  the  conversation. 
3r 
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LULVILL     TO  PIUI5T1HUS. 

After  the  deaths  of  seven  husbands,  Galla  has  espoused  yon, 
Picentinus.  Galls*  I  suppose,  wishes  to  follow  her  husbands. 
Your  spouse,  who  husbands  dear  hath  buried  seven, 
Stands  a  bad  chance  to  make  the  number  even.         Hay. 

LXXTX     TO  DOMITIAir. 

Before  thy  reign.  Borne  hated  the  crowd  attendant  on  the 
emperors,  and  the  haughtiness  of  the  court ;  but  now,  such  is 
our  love,  Augustus,  for  all  that  belongs  to  thee,  that  every  one 
makes  the  care  of  his  own  family  of  out  secondary  consider- 
ation; so  sweet  are  the  tempers  of  thy  courtiers,  so  consi- 
derate are  they  towards  us,  so  much  of  quiet  good-feeling  do 
thev  display,  and  so  much  modesty  is  there  in  their  bearing. 
Indeed,  no  servant  of  Omar  (such  is  the  influence  of  a  power- 
ful court)  wean  his  own  character — but  that  of  his  master. 
Csssr.  our  former  princes'  courtly  state, 
And  throngs  of  hanghty  servants,  Rome  did  hate  j 
Bat  of  your  house  six  now  so  tender  are, 
That  each  man's  own  is  but  his  second  care : 
Such  gentle  mmdes,  such  reverence  of  you, 
Such  quietness,  such  modesty,  all  shew, 
As  proves  (which  is  the  nature  of  great  courts) 
Each  to  his  prince's  guise  his  own  comports. 

Old  MS.  16ft  CM. 

LXXX.      OK  GSLLITJ8. 

The  poor  and  hungry  Gellius  married  a  woman  old  and 
rich.    He  eats  and  enjoys  himself. 

An  old  rich  wife  stsrv'd  Gellius,  bare  and  poor, 
Did  wed :  so  she  oramm'd  him  and  he  cramm'd  her. 

Fletcher. 

LUXE.      TO  JLTXLTT8. 

My  readers  and  hearers,  Aulus,  approve  of  my  composi- 
tions ;  but  a  certain  critic  savs  that  they  are  not  faultless.   I 
am  not  much  concerned  at  his  oenfture ;  for  I  should  wish  the 
dishes  on  my  table  to  please  guests  rather  than  cooks. 
The  readers  and  the  hearers  like  my  books, 
And  yet,  some  writers  cannot  them  digest ; 
But  what  care  If  for  when  I  make  a  feast, 
I  would  my  guests  should  praise  it,  not  the  cooks. 

Harrington. 
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My  works  the  reader  and  the  Hearer  praise. 

They're  not  exact,  a  brother  poet  sap: 

I  heed  not  him ;  for  when  I  rive  a  feast, 

Am  I  to  please  the  cook,  or  please  the  guest  P    Hay. 

LIIIII.      TO  HTTHITA. 

An  astrologer  declared,  Manna,  that  yon  would  soon  come 
to  an  end ;  and  I  believe  he  spoke  the  truth.  For,  through 
fear  of  leaving  anything  behind  yon,  yon  have  squandered 
your  inheritance  in  luxuries ;  your  two  millions  have  dwindled 
away  in  less  than  a  year.  Tell  me,  Munna,  is  not  this  com- 
ing soon  to  an  end  ? 

True  spoke  the  conjurer,  when  he  foretold 

Your  end,  before  that  twice  six  moons  had  roll'd, 

You  took  the  hint  j  spent  your  estate  with  care, 

For  fear  of  being  bubbled  by  your  heir. 

Twice  terf  years'  income  spent  at  once ;  'tis  clear, 

live  e'er  so  long,  you  cannot  live  this  year.  Hay. 

LXX111L     TO  DOIOTLUT,  OK  HI8    EXCLUSION  07  THB 
KKIGHTS  7B01C  THB  8TJLGB. 

Among  the  numberless  wonders  of  your  arena,  Caesar,  which 
surpasses  the  splendid  shows  of  the  old  emperors,  our  eyes 
confess  that  they  owe  yon  much,  bnt  our  ears  more ;  inasmuch: 
as  those  who  used  to  recite  upon  the  stage  are  now  only 
spectators. 

Among  the  many  wonders  of  the  stage, 

With  which  thou  hast  adorn'd  the  present  age 

'Bove  former  princes,  Caesar,  as  we  owe 

Much  for  the  cost  and  gallantry  of  show, 

Nothing  does  yet  advance  thy  glory  more. 

Than  that  the  nobles  now,  however  poor, 

Spectators  sit,  that  players  were  before.     Anon.  1695. 

T.TIIIV.      TO  KOBBAKITS, 

When  your  affectionate  fidelity,  Norbanus,  was  standing  in 
defence  of  Caesar  against  the  raging  of  sacrilegious  fury,  I, 
the  well-known  cultivator  of  your  friendship,  was  amusing 
myself  with  the  composition  of  these  verses,  in  thecalm  security 
of  Pierian  retreats.  The  Rhstian  spoke  of  me  to  you  on  the- 
borders  of  Vindelicia,  nor  was  the  Northern  Bear  ignorant  of 
my  name.  Oh  how  often,  not  renouncing  your  old  friend\ 
did  you  exclaim,  "It  is  my  poet,  my  own!"   All  my  compo- 
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sitions,  which  for  six  whole  yean  your  reader  has  recited  to 
you,  their  author  will  now  present  to  you  in  a  body. 
While  thee,  to  quell  the  sacrilegious  rage, 
Fair  loyalty  would  for  thy  lord  engage ; 
Safe  wanton'd  in  the  sweet  Pierian  shade, 
Who  Norban's  friendship  held  his  primal  aid* 
My  death  to  Vindelician  shores  haa  flown ; 
Nor  was  my  name  to  northern  climes  unknown. 
Thine  ancient  friend  thou  never  didst  deny: 
My  bard!  my  hard !  became  the  tender  cry. 
My  code  complete  in  parts  the  reader  lent : 
The  dz-yearr  produce  has  the  author  sent.     ElpkhuUm. 

LXXXY.      TO  JLTELITXS,  OIT  PAULU8  FITGNIKO  SICKKESS. 

If  our  friend  Paulus  is  ever  out  of  health,  Atilius,  it  is  not 
himself,  but  his  guests,  that  he  deprives  of  a  dinner.  You 
suffer,  Paulus,  with  a  sudden  and  fictitious  ailment ;  but  my 
sportula  has  given  up  the  ghost. 

Our  Paul,  whene'er  his  languor  reigns, 

Still,  in  his  friends,  himself  will  treat : 
A  head-ache  when  Atilius  feigns, 
My  sportula  extends  her  feet.  Blptenttou 

LXXXYI.     TO  SILIUS  ITALICTJ8,  OIT  THE  DEATH  OF  HIS 
SOK  8EYEBU8. 

While  Silius,  whose  powers  have  been  displayed  in  more 
than  one  department  of  Boman  literature,1  was  lamenting  the 
premature  death  of  bis  friend  Severus,  I  expressed  my  sym- 
pathy with  him  to  the  Pierian  choir  and  to  PhoBbus:  "I 
too,"  said 'Apollo, u  wept  for  my  Linus ; "  and,  looking  round 
at  Calliope,  who  stood  next  to  her  brother,  he  added :  "Ton 
also  have  your  own  sorrow.1  Behold  the  Tarpeian  and  the 
Palatine  Thunderer;  Lachesis  has  audaciously  presumed  to 
wrand  both  Jupiters.'"  When  you  see  the  divinities  exposed 
to  the  harsh  rule  of  destiny,  you  may  acquit  the  gods  of  in* 
justice. 

Thee,  Silius,  not  one  way  renown'd, 

Thy  rapt  Severe  in  sorrow  drown'd; 

Each  muse,  nay  Phoebus,  mourn'd  with  me: 

I  wept  my  Linus  too,  said  he. 

1  Silius  Italicus,  orator  and  poet    See  also  B.  vii.  Ep.  62. 
*  In  the  lost  of  her  son  Orpheus. 

'  By  causing  the  deaths  of  Sarpedon,  and  of  Domitian's  infant  son.  See 
B.  vi.  Ep.  3. 
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Calliope  then  caught  his  eye : 

M  Sweet  sifter,  thou  hast  had  thy  sigh 

Palatine  and  Tarpeian  Jove  ? 

'Gainst  both  bola  Lachesis  has  strove. * 

If  fete  with  us  can  be  at  odds, 

No  more  let  envy  load  the  gods.  ElphnUon. 

LUIfli.     TO  LTJF1BCU8. 

After  I  have  taken  seven  caps  of  Opimian  wine,  and  am 
stretched  at  fall  length,  and  beginning  to  stammer  from  tbc 
effects  of  my  heary  potations,  you  bring  me  some  sort  of 
papers,  and  say,  "I  bave  just  made  Nasta  free — he  is  a 
slave  that  I  inherited  from  my  father; — please  to  give  me 
your  signature."  The  business  may  be  better  done  to-mor- 
row, Lupercus;  at  present  my  signet  is  wanted  for  the  bottle.1 

When.  I  am  half  seas  o'er,  and  cannot  read, 

My  lawyer  brings  me  a  long  parchment  deed : 

Tells  me  I  promised,  when  the  term  began, 

To  seal  a  leaf  to  Tim,  my  father's  man. 

It  will  be  better  by  to-morrow's  light : 

HI  touch  no  wax,  but  that  on  corks,  to-night      Bag. 

LXXXVUI.      TO  BUTUS. 

While  yon  were  trying  to  catch  me,  Rufus,  you  used  to 
■end  me  presents ;  since  you  have  caught  me,  you  have  given 
me  nothing.  To  keep  me  when  caught,  send  presents  to  me 
now  as  you  did  before,  lest  the  boar,  being  badly  fed,  escape 
from  his  cage. 

While  thou  didst  seek  my  love,  thou  sent* st  me  some 
Presents,  but  now  thou  hast  it,  no  gifts  come. 
That  thou  may'st  hold  me,  Rufus,  still  be  free, 
Lest  th*  ill-fed  boar  break  from  his  frank  and  flee. 

Fletchar. 
LXXTIX.      TO   STILL*. 

By  too  severe  a  decree,  8tella,  you  compel  your  guest  to 
write  verses  at  table.  Under  such  a  decree  I  may  certainly 
write  verses,  but  bad  ones. 

Thy  guest  must  verses  give ;  a  piteous  task  1 
But  thou  art  good,  and  dost  not  good  rnes  ask. 

Elpkiniion. 

1  The  Eouiim  put  seaU«  their  wme-re*eU,M 
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xc.    to  flaccus,  BESirnrG  nr  oypbus. 

So,  reclining  upon  the  flowery  meads,  where  rolling 
pebbles  sparkle  in  the  brook,  its  winding  banks  glowing?  on 
o.vexj  side,  may  you  break  the  ice  into  the  goblet  of  dark 
wine,  far  removed  from  all  cares,  and  your  brow  wreathed 
with  chaplets  of  roses ;  so  may  you  enjoy  alone  the  caresses 
of  a  favourite,  and  the  pleasures  of  a  chaste  love,  as  you 
keep  on  your  guard,  I  warn  and  pray  you,  Flaccus,  against 
the  climate  of  Cyprus,  too  well  known  for  its  excessive  heat, 
when  the  threshing-floor  receives  the  crackling  harvest,  and 
the  mane  of  the  tawny  lion  slows  in  its  fierceness.  And  do 
thou,  goddess  of  Paphos,  send  back  the  youth,  send  him  back 
unharmed,  to  my  prayers.  So  may  the  kalends  of  March  be 
ever  consecrated  to  thee,  and  may  many  a  slice  of  cake,  with 
incense,  and  wine,  and  offerings,  be  laid  upon  thy  fair  altars. 

So  stretched  on  the  flowery  grass, 
Where  o'er  the  moved  pebbles  pass 
Pure  streames,  with  waves  curling  about, 
Fair  thence  all  troubled  thoughts  cast  out: 
With  coole  ice  may  your  cupps  abound. 
Your  browes  with  rosy  garlands  crown'd  j 
So  may  your  mistress,  and  your  boy, 
To  you  be  kind,  to  others  coy, 
As  you  of  your  own  health  take  care, 
In  Cypnis's  too  sultry  ayre, 
When  the  ripe  come  is  layd  i'  th'  floors, 
And  Leo's  scorching  rage  boyles  o'er. 
So,  Venus,  may  much  wine  and  spice, 
On  altars  pore  in  sacrifice, 
On  Man's  calends  offer'd  bee, 
With  many  a  piece  of  cake,  to  thee ! 

Old  MS.  16M  Cent. 

XOI.      TO  DOHITIAK. 

If  two  messengers  were  to  invite  me  to  dine  in  different 
heavens,  the  one  in  that  of  Caesar,  the  other  in  that  of  Ju- 
piter, I  should,  even  if  the  stars  were  nearer,  and  the  palace 
at  the  greater  distance,  return  this  answer:  "Seek  some 
other  who  would  prefer  to  be  the  guest  of  the  Thunderer; 
my  own  Jupiter  detains  me  upon  earth." 

If  that  a  diverse  invitation  came 

At  once  in  Jove's  and  in  great  Omar's  name, 
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Though  that  the  iters  were  near,  Borne  more  remote, 

Hie  gods  in  answer  should  have  this  my  vote, 

"Go,  seek  another  that  Jove's  guest  would  be, 

My  Jupiter  on  earth  hath  fetter*d  me."  FUicher. 

XCH.     TO  OOITDTLUS. 

Of  the  troubles  of  a  master,  and  the  pleasures  of  a  slave, 
Oondylua,  you  are  ignorant,  when  you  lament  that  you  have 
been  a  slave  so  long.    A  common  rag  gives  you  sleep  free 
from  all  anxiety;  Cams  lies  awake  all  night  on  his  bed  of  down. 
Cains,  from  the  first  dawn  of  day,  salutes  with  trembling  a 
number  of  patrons;   yon,  Condylus,  salute  not  even  your 
master.    "Gains,  pay  what  yon  owe  me,"  cries  PhoBbui 
on  the  one  side,  and  Cinnamus  on  the  other;  no  one  makes 
such  a  demand  on  yon,  Condylus.  Do  you  fear  the  torturer  P 
Cains  is  a  martyr  to  the  gout  in  his  hands  and  feet,  and  would 
rather  suffer  a  thousand  floggings  than  endure  its  pains.  You 
indulge  neither  gluttonous  nor  licentious  propensities.    Is 
not  wis  preferable  to  being  three  times  a  Cains  P 
More  ease  than  masters'  servants9  lives  afford : 
Think  on  that,  Tom ;  nor  wish  to  be  your  lord. 
On  a  eoarse  rug  you  most  securely  snore: 
Deep  sunk  in  down  he  counts  each  sleepless  hour; 
Anxious  betimes  to  every  statesman  low 
He  bows  j  much  lower  than  to  him  you  bow. 
Behold  him  with  a  dun  at  either  ear, 
"  Pay,  pay,"  the  word  j  a  word  you  never  hear. 
Fear  you  a  cudgel P  view  his  gouty  state; 
Which  he  would  change  for  many  a  broken  pate. 
You  know  no  morning  qualm,  no  costly  whore : 
Think  then,  though  not  a  lord,  that  you  are  more.     JEijr. 

XOm.     TO  CALOCI88U8,  HIS  SUITS. 

Why,  my  slave,  do  you  delay  to  pour  in  the  immortal 
FalernianP  Pill  double  measures  from  the  oldest  cask.  Now 
tell  me,  Calocissus,  to  which  of  all  the  gods  shall  I  bid  yon 
fill  six  cups?  It  shall  be  Ca&sar.  Let  ten  wreaths  of 
roses  be  fitted  to  my  locks,  to  honour  the  name !  of  him  who 
raised  the  noble  monument  to  his  sacred  family.1  Next  give 
me  twice  five  kisses,  the  number  which  denotes  the  name*  our 
divinity  acquired  from  the  Sarmatian  countries. 

1  DomitUnus,  a  word  of  ten  letters. 
•  The  Flavian  temple.    See  Ep.  34  and  34.  '  Germanicas. 
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Crown  me  deathless  Falernian,  my  boy  | 

Dm  the  quincunx  from  out  the  old  cask. 
Of  the  «odi  who  ihAll  heighten  the  joy  P 

Tb  fir  Cesar  five  bumpers  I  ask. 
Let  the  garland  ten  timea  bind  the  hair, 

To  the  hero  that  planted  the  fane: 
Twioe  fie  gobleta  replete  will  declare 

The  kind  god  from  th' Odryaian  domain.  Efpkmdom. 

ZOIY.      OIT  HIPPOCBA.TI8. 

Hippocratee  ha*  given  me  a  cap  medicated  with  worm- 
wood, and  now  has  the  presumption  to  ask  of  me  honied 
wine  in  return.  I  do  not  suppose  that  even  Glancus  was  so 
stupid,  who  gave  his  golden  armour  to  Diomede  for  armour 
of  brass.  Can  any  one  expect  a  sweet  sift  in  return  for  a 
bitter  one?  Let  him  hare  it,  but  on  condition  that  he  drink 
it  in  hellebore.1 

What  bleat  assurance!  when  my  doctor  thought 

To  get  my  claret,  for  his  wormwood  draught. 

Glaucns  of  old  was  not  a  greater  ass, 

Who' gate  his  golden  arms  for  arms  of  brass. 

But  I  wffl  aenofit;  if  he  will  agree 

To  drink  it  from  the  bottle  sent  to  me.  Hay. 

XOV.      OK  JLTHXKAOOBAS. 

Athenagoras  was  once  Alphius ;  now,  since  he  has  taken  a 
wife,  he  has  begun  to  call  himself  Olphius.    Do  you  believe, 
Callistratus,  that  his  real  name  is  Athenagoras  P    May  I  die 
if  I  know  who  Athenagoras  is !  *    But  suppose,  Callistratus, 
I  call  him  by  his  real  name ;  if  I  call  him  otherwise,  it  is  not 
I  who  am  in  fault,  but  your  friend  Athenagoras  himsel£ 
Bob's  name  was  Booby,  now  'tis  Bou— on— bee: 
His  wife  would  not  plain  Booby  be,  not  she. 
If  we  doubt  which  is  right,  and  which  is  wrong, 
I  shall  not  know  if  Bob  is  Bob,  ere  long. 
I  think  that  Booby  is  his  real  name : 
If  I  mistake,  is  Bob  or  I  to  blame?  Say. 


XCVT.      OJT  H2BODS8. 

The  doctor  Herodes  had  filched  a  cup  belonging  to  his  pa- 
tients. Being  detected,  he  exclaimed,  "Fool!  what  need 
have  you  of  drink  P" 

1  l%e  presumed  specific  for  madness. 
*  That  is,  what  is  nis  true  name. 
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The  doctor  from  hit  patient  steali  hit  copp, 

But,  caught  i'th'  fact,  says,  "Drinke!  no.  notasupp! 

Old  MS.  im  Cmiwy. 

A  quack,  who  stole  his  patient's  eon,  did  cry. 
Caught  in  the  feet,  "  What!  would  yon  drink,  and  die?" 

Hay. 
XOYII.     TO  JULIUS. 

A  certain  person,  my  dearest  Julius,  is  bursting  with 
envy  because  Borne  reads  me ;  he  is  bursting,  I  say,  with 
envy.  He  is  bursting  with  enyy,  too,  bursting  with  envy,  be- 
cause in  every  assembly  I  am  pointed  out  bj  the  finger  of 
admiration.  He  is  bursting  with  envy,  bursting  with  envy, 
because  both  Caesars l  accorded  me  the  rights  of  a  father  of 
three  children.  He  is  bursting  with  envy,  bursting  with 
envy,  because  I  have  an  agreeable  suburban  villa  and  a  small 
house  in  town.  He  is  bursting  with  envy,  bursting  with  envy, 
because  I  am  dear  to  my  friends,  and  because  I  am  their  fre- 
quent guest.  He  is  bursting  with  envy,  because  I  am  loved 
and  praised.    Whoever  is  bursting  with  envy,  let  him  burst. 

Bursting  with -envy  is  a  wretch  unknown, 

Because  my  works  have  taken  with  the  town. 

With  envv  bursting,  that  the  admiring  throng 

Point  to  tneir  poet  as  they  pass  along. 

With  envy  bursting,  that  by  royal  grace, 

Under  my  sovereign  I  enjoy  a  place. 

With  envy  bursting,  at  my  house  in  town, 

And  at  my  little  box  on  Bansted  Down. 

Bursting  with  envy,  that  I  am  oaretsM 

By  all  my  friends,  to  all  a  welcome  guest 

Prom  love,  and  from  esteem,  if  envy  springs, 

May  he  e'en  fret  his  guts  to  fiddle-strings !        Hay. 

XCVJJUL.     TO  QTJIHTU8  0YEDITT8. 

The  produce  of  the  vineyards  has  not  failed  ererywhere, 
Ovidius.  The  heavy  rains  have  been  productive.  Coranua 
mada  up  a  hundred  jars  by  means  of  the  water. 

Pray,  don't  imagine,  without  reason, 

The  vintage  is  ail  lost  this  season: 

The  heavy  rains,  which  fell,  produce 

A  hundred  pipes  for  DashweU's  use.       Hay. 

'  Titos  and  Domiuan. 
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xcix.    to  atticus,  ok  1llrctt8  xbtoviub,  to  whom  hi 
8end8  his  book. 
Marcus  Antomus  loves  my  muse,  Atticus,  if  his  compli- 
mentary letter  but  speaks  the  truth, — Marcus,  who  is  the 
undeniable  glory  of  Falladian  Toulouse,  and  whom  repose, 
the  child  of  mace,  has  nurtured.  You,  my  book,  who  can  Dear 
the  toil  of  a  long  journey,  go  to  him,  as  a  pledge  of  love  from 
his  absent  friend.    You  would  be  worthless,  I  admit,  if  a 
dealer  were  to  send    you:    but    your  coming  from    the 
author  will  give  value  to  the  present.    It  makes  a  mat  dif- 
ference, believe  me,  whether  a  draught  be  taken  trom  the 
fountain-head,  or  from  the  stagnant  waters  of  a  sluggish  pooL 
My  book,  a  better  traveller,  1  send, 
To  show  my  honour  for  an  absent  friend. 
The  value  trom  a  bookseller  were  small  j 
The  author's  present  is  the  all  in  alL 
Much  better  tastes  the  water,  which  you  take 
From  a  spring-head,  than  from  a  standing  lake.     Hay. 

0.     TO  BA88T78. 

You  invite  me  to  a  supper,  Bassus,  worth  three  denarii,1  and 
expect  me  to  dance  attendance  in  your  antechamber  in  the 
morning  clad  in  my  toga;  and  afterwards  to  keep  close  to 
your  side,  or  walk  before  your  chair,  while  I  attend  you  in 
your  visits  to  ten  or  a  dozen  widows.  My  toga  is  threadbare, 
shabby,  and  even  ragged ;  yet  1  could  not  buy  one  as  good, 
Bassus,  for  three  denarii. 

For  drachmas  three  thou  offerM'st  to  expend, 

Thou  retpdr'st  go*n*d  I  early  thee  attend, 

Make  up  thy  train,  and  trot  before  thy  chair, 

When  thou  old  ladies  oourt'st  to  be  their  heir. 

My  gown  is  threadbare,  mean,  I  not  deny, 

Yet  suck  I  cannot  for  three  drachmas  buy.    Anon.  1695. 

CL     FLATTEBY  OF  DOMITIAK. 

0  Appian  way,  which  Casar  consecrates  under  the  form  of 
Hercules,'  and  renders  the  most  celebrated  of  Italian  roads,  if 
thou  deairest  to  learn  the  deeds  of  the  ancient  Hercules,  listen 
to  me.    He  subdued  the  Libyan  giant ;  he  carried  off  the 

1  The  price  of  the  sportala. 

*  See  Bp.  65.  Domitian  erected  on  the  Appian  Way  a  temp'e  to  Her- 
cules, in  which  he  himself  was  to  be  worshipped. 
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golden  apples;  he  disarmed  the  Ainasoniah  queen  of  her 
shield,  though  secured  by  a  Scythian  girdle;  by  feat  of  arms 
he  added  the  lion's  skin  to  that  of  the  Arcadian  boar ;  he 
delivered  the  forest  from  the  brasen-footed  stag  and  the  lakes 
of  Arcadia  from  the  Stvmphalian  birds;  he  brought  from  the 
waters  of  Styx  the  infernal  dog  Cerberus;  he  prevented  the 
fruitful  Hydra  from  renewing  its  heads  after  ther  had  been 
cut  off;  he  plunged  the  horned  buDs  of  Hesperia  in  the  Tus- 
can Tiber.    Such  were  the  achievements  of  the  ancient  and 
lesser  Hercules.    Listen  now  to  the  deeds  of  the  greater 
Hercules,  whom  the  sixth  milestone  from  the  citadel  of  Alba 
celebrates.    He  freed  the  palace  from  the  thraldom  of  a  bad 
rule.    His  first  wars,  as  a  ooy,  were  waged  in  defence  of  his 
patron  Jupiter.1    When  already  in  son  possession  of  the 
Cesarean  reins  of  government,  he  resigned  them  to  his  father, 
contenting  himself  to  become  the  third  citisen  in  his  own 
world.4  Thrice  he  broke  the  perfidious  horns  of  the  Sarmatian 
Danube:  thrice  he  cooled  his  sweating  steed  in  theGetic  snows. 
Foi  bearing  to  accept  the  honours  of  a  triumph,  and  often  re- 
fusing them,  he  acouired  a  title,  as  a  conqueror,  from  the 
Northern  dimes.    He  gave  temples  to  the  gods,  morals  to 
his  people,  rest  to  the  sword,  heaven  to  his  family,*  constel- 
lations to  the  skies,  garlands  to  Jupiter.    The  divinity  of  a 
Hercules  is  not  sufficient  for  acts  so  great ;  our  deity  should 
be  represented  under  the  form  of  Tarpeian  Jupiter. 
0  Appian!  who  thine  awful  shall  display? 
Thou  peerless  glory  of  th'  Ausoman  my ! 
To  Cesar  sacred,  in  Herculean  guise, 
Thy  feet  on  earth,  thy  fame  is  in  the  skies. 
Would'st  thou  admire  the  first  Abides*  deeds. 
And  then  compare  Alcides  who  succeeds  P 
One  tamed  the  Libyan,  and  the  dragon  tores 
The  victor-god  the  golden  applet  bore. 
How  hard  was  buckJerM  Menalippe's  lot! 
He  bid  the  fair  unloose  the  Scythian  knot 
What  need  I  sing  the  lion  whom  he  slew; 
Or  scared  Arcadia's  boar  he  overthrew  P 
From  woods  he  drove  the  brasen-fboted  hind. 
The  birds  Stymphahan  from  the  waves  and  wind. 
1  IntheVUellianwar  he  took  refuge  in  the  Capitol,  sod  defeased  H, 
stnetonins,  Domit  c  1. 
*  Being  inferior  to  Vespasian  and  Titns. 
'  Enrolling  his  father,  brother,  and  wife,  ameag  the  gods. 
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8afe  he  return'd,  from  out  the  Stygian  bogf 
Unqmtted,  but  unworried  by  the  do* . 
The  Hydra  he  forbade  to  spring  by  blood, 
And  cows  Hesperian  laVd  in  Tuscan  flood. 
Such  were  the  toils  of  Hercules  the  leas  j 
Tne  glory  of  his  greater  now  confess ; 
'Whose  majesty  is  worshipp'd,  and  whose  pow'r, 
By  the  sixth  marble  from  the  Alban  towV. 
*Twas  his,  fell  usurpation  to  destroy ; 
And  for  his  Jove  he  warfar'd,  yet  a  boy. 
When  now  he  held  the  Julian  reins  alone, 
He  sat  but  third  upon  the  human  throne. 
The  treach'rous  horns  of  Ister  thrice  he  broke, 
In  Getic  snow  thrice  quench'd  his  charger's  smoke. 
To  conquer  ardent,  and  to  triumph  shy, 
Fair  vicVrjr  nam'd  him  from  the  polar  sky. 
Fanes  to  the  gods,  to  men  he  manners  gave  | 
Best  to  the  sword,  and  respite  to  the  brave ; 
8tars  to  his  own,  constellants  to  th'  alcove, 
And  wreaths  refreshing  to  immortal  Jove. 
So  high  could  ne'er  Herculean  pow'r  aspire : 
The  god  should  lend  his  looks  to  the  Tarpeian  fire. 

Elpktnetm. 
Oil.     TO  PH(EBTJ8. 

Ton  rive  me  back,  Ph&bus,  my  bond  for  four  hundred 

thousand  sesterces;  lend  me  rather  a  hundred  thousand 

more.    Seek  some  one  else  to  whom  you  may  vaunt  your 

empty  present :  what  I  cannot  pay  you,  PhoBbus,  is  my  own; 

My  bond  for  four  hundred  you  proudly  present  \ 

One  hundred,  kind  PhoBbus,  I'd  rather  you  lent 

In  the  eyes  of  another  such  bounty  may  shine ; 

Whate'er  I  can't  pay  you,  dear  Phoebus,  is  mine. 

Westminster  Review,  April,  1863. 

Cm.     OV  HXEBT78  AJSTD  A8ELLTJB,  TWTK-BB0THEB8. 

What  new  Leda  has  produced  you  these  attendants  so  like 
each  other  P  What  fair  Spartan  has  been  captivated  by  another 
swan  P  Pollux  has  given  his  face  to  Hierua,  Castor  his  to  Aail- 
lus ;  and  in  the  countenance  of  each  gleams  the  beauty  of  their 
Tyndarean  sister  (Helen).  Had  these  beautiful  figures  been 
in  Therapnaaan  AmycliB,  when  the  inferiorpresent  prevailed 
over  those  of  the  two  other  goddesses,1  Helen  would  have 

1  When  Venus  promised  Helen  to  Paris,  while  Juno  offered  him  empire, 
and  Minerra  wisdom. 
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remained  at  Sparta,  and  Trojan  Paris  hare  returned  to  Phiy* 
gian  Ida  with  two  Gfanymeaes. 

Whence  so  much  likeness,  so  much  sweetness,  grew  ? 

To  bear  these  twins  did  Leda  brood  a-new  • 

If  this  is  Pollux,  that  is  Castor's  foe : 

In  both  alike  there  shines  the  sister's  grace. 

When  rirals  yielded  to  the  Cyprian  queen  j 

At  Sparta's  court  had  so  much  beauty  been, 

The  Phrygian  Paris  had  reversed  his  deed  j 

And,  leaving  Helen,  stole  each  Ganymede.        2£sjr. 


BOOK  X. 


I.     THE  BOOK  TO  THB  BBADE1U 

I*  I  seem  to  be  a  book  of  undue  siae,  with  my  end  too 
muoh  delayed,  read  only  a  small  portion  of  me ;  I  shall  then 
be  to  you  but  a  little  book.  Each  of  my  pages  is  occupied 
by  but  three  or  four  short  pieces;  make  me  as  short  as  you 
please  for  yourself. 

If  of  my  length  yon  're  tempted  to  complain, 

A  slight  expedient  puts  you  out  of  nain : 

A  page,  a  poem,  fourteen  verses  make  j 

Stop  where  you  please,  a  whole  in  each  yon  take. 

If  of  my  price,  tie  age  to  verse  how  cold! 

A  thousand  poems  at  that  prioe  are  sold.   Cbpe/  Loft* 

TL     TO  THX  BEADSB,  OK  PTJBLIBHTKG  A  SIOOKB  IDITIOH 
OF  THIS  BOOK. 

The  labour,  which  I  bestowed  upon  this  tenth  book,  being 
too  hurried,  made  it  necessary  that  the  work,  which  had 
slipped  from  my  hands,  should  be  revised. .  You  will  read 
here  some  pieces  which  you  have  had'  before,  but  they  are 
now  repolisned  by  the  file ;  the  new  part  will  be  the  larger; 
but  be  favourable,  reader,  to  both ;  for  you  are  my  true 
support;  since,  when  Borne  gave  you  to  me,  she  said, "  I  have 
nothing  greater  to  give  you.  By  his  means  you  will  escape 
the  sluggish  waves  of  ungrateful  Lethe,  and  will  surrive  in 
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the  better  part  of  wmrsel£    The  maride  tomb  of  Messakit 

Slit  by  the  wild  fig,  and  the  audacious  muleteer  laughs  at 
e  mutilated  horses  of  the  statue  of  Crispus.1    But  as  for 
writings,  they  are  indestructible  either  by  thieves  or  the  rav- 
ages of  tune;  such  monuments  alone  are  proof  against  death.'9 
This  say  tenth  book*,  set  out  before  too  scone, 
Backs  to  my  hands  comes  to  be  better  done. 
float  old,  but  new  corrected,  thou  wilt  finde ; 
The  most  are  new;  reader,  to  both  be  kinde. 
Beads*,  my  wealth  ?  whom  when  to  me  Rome  gave* 
Nought  mater  to  bestow  (quoth  she)  I  have : 
By  km  mgratefall  Lethe  thou  thalt  flye, 
And  in  thy  better  part  shah  never  dye. 
Wflde  Fig-trees  rend  Messslla's  marbles  off ; 
Cristas  halfe-horaes  the  bold  carters  scoffc 
Writings  no  sge  can  wrong,  no  theeving  hand  | 
Destkissse  alone  those  Monuments  will  stand.       Jfissv 
The  verses  in  this  book  too  soon  took  sir: 
My  want  of  care  at  first  renewM  my  care. 
Some,  that  are  old,  you  here  retouch' d  will  find : 
The  greater  part  are  new :  to  both  be  kind. 
'When  Fate  to  me  a  constant  reader  gave ; 
"Receive,"  she  said,  "the  greatest  boon  I  have. 
By  this  beyond  oblivion's  stream  arrive ! 
And  in  your  better  part  by  this  survive. 
8tatnes  may  moulder;  and  the  clown  unbred 
Scoff  at  young  Amnion's  horse  without  his  head. 
But  inish'd  writings  theft  and  time  defy, 
The  only  monuments  which  cannot  die."         .Hay. 

IH.     TO  PBI80US. 

A  certain  anonymous  poet  is  circulating  the  jargon  of  slaves, 
foul  satires,  and  filthy  turpitudes,  such  as  are  uttered  only 
by  low  vagabonds ;  vulgarisms  such  as  even  a  dealer  in  brok- 
en Vatinian  glass  would  not  purchase  at  the  price  of  a  sul- 
phur match;  and  these  he  attempts  to  pass  off  as  mine.  Do 
you  believe,  Prisons*  that  the  parrot  can  speak  with  the 
note  of  the  quail,  and  that  Canus*  would  wish  to  be  a  bag* 
piper?  Far  from  my  little  books  be  such  foul  fame;  boon 
which  the. fairest  reputation  bears  aloft  on  unsullied  wing. 
Why  should  I  labour  to  attain  a  disgraceful  notoriety,  when 
I  can  remain  silent  without  loss  P 

B.  iv.  Ep.  54.  B.  txv  Ep.  5. 
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The  porter*!  joke,  the  chairman's  low  conceit, 

The  dirty  style  of  angry  Billingsgate, 

Such  m  a  strolling  tinker  would  not  use, 

Nor  hawker  of  old  clothes,  or  dreadful  news, 

A  oertainpoet  privately  disperses, 

And  fain  would  fob  them  off  for  Martial's  verses. 

Will  then  the  parrot  steal  the  raven's  note  P 

At  country  wakes  Italians  strain  their  throat  P 

Far  from  my  writings  be  th'  envenom'd  lie; 

My  name  on  purer  wings  shall  mount  the  sky. 

Rather  than  strive  an  evil  feme  to  own, 

Cannot  I  hold  my  tongue,  and  die  unknown  P    Hay. 

IT.     TO  HAMUBRA, 

You  who  read  of  (Edipus,  of  Thyeetee  deserted  by  the  son, 
of  the  Colchian  princes*  (Medea),  and  of  the  Scyllas,  of  what 
do  you  read  but  fabulous  wonders  P  Of  what  advantage  to 
you  is  the  story  of  the  rape  of  Hylas,  or  of  Parthenopeus,  or 
of  Atys,  or  of  tne  sleeper  EndymionP  Or  of  the  youth  Icarus 
despoiled  of  his  falling  wingsP  or  of  Hermaphroditus,  who 
shuns  the  amorous  waters  P  What  do  the  empty  tales  of  such 
frivolous  writings  profit  you  P  Bead  in  this  oook  of  mine  of 
real  life,  of  which  you  may  say,  "  It  is  mine."  You  will  not . 
find  here  Centaurs,  or  Gorgons,  or  Harpies ;  wiy  pages  savour 
of  man.  But  if  you  have  no  wish,  Mamurra,  to  study  the 
manners  of  the  times,  or  to  know  yourself  you  may  read  the 
WHftht  of  Callimachus.1 

What  are  but  monsters,  in  the  Theban  bed, 

Thyestes,  Scyllaes,  or  Medea's  read? 

What  profits  thee  sleeping  EndymionP 

Parthenopams,  Atis,  Hylas  gone  P 

Icarus  drown'dP  Hermaphroditus'  fate, 

Who  now  doth  love's  transforming  waters  hate  P 

Why  such  vaine  trash  spendst  thou  thy  time  upon  P 

Beade  that,  which  truly  thou  mayst  call  thine  own. 

There  are  no  Centaures,  Gorgons,  Harp  yes  here ; 

My  page  speakes  only  man.  But  thou  dost  feare 

Thy  sefie,  Mamurra,  and  thy  crimes  to  know. 

Then  read  Qallimachus  his  Causes,  thou.  Jf*». 

Who  reads  of  (Edipus  or  Scvlla  now, 

As  well  may  read  of  Warwick's  monstrous  cow. 

Leave  all  the  stories  of  a  cock  and  bull. 

Which  you  in  Ovid  find,  to  boys  at  schooL 

1  The  Atria,  a  work  of  CtlUmachus  the  poet,  no  longer  extant. 
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From  idle  tales  what  pleasure  will  remain? 

Bead  but  to  live;  all  reading  else  is  Tain. 

Never  on  monsters  my  invention  ran : 

My  every  page  an  essay  is  on  man. 

If  you  dislike  yourself  at  all  to  know ; 

Proceed  in  your  romance,  transported  bean.       Hay* 

No  Centaurs  here,  nor  Gorgons  look  to  find, 

My  subject  is  of  man,  and  humankind.        Bu$Um. 

T.      OK  A  SLATOEBOTTS  POST. 

"Whoever,  despising  the  matron  and  the  noble,  whom  he 
ought  to  respect,  has  injured  them  with  impious  verse ;  may 
he  wander  through  town  after  town,  an  outcast  on  bridge 
and  hill,  and  lowest  among  craving  mendicants,  may  he 
entreat  for  mouthfuls  of  the  spoilt  bread  reserved  for  the 
dogs.  Mar  December  be  dreary  to  him,  and  the  dripping 
winter  ana  close  cell  prolong  the  cheerless  cold.  May  he 
call  those  blessed,  and  pronounce  them  happy,  who  are 
borne  past  him  upon  the  funeral  bier.  And  when  the  thread 
of  his  last  hour  is  spun,  and  the  day  of  death,  which  has  seem- 
ed too  slow,  has  arrived,  may  he  hear  around  him  the  howling 
of  dogs  for  his  body,  and  have  to  drive  off  the  birds  of  prey  by 
shaking  his  rags.  Nor  may  the  punishment  of  the  abject  wretcn 
end  with  his  death ;  but,  sometimes  lashed  with  the  thongs 
of  the  severe  JSacus,  sometimes  burthened  with  the  mountain* 
stone  of  unresting  Sisyphus,  sometimes  thirsting  amid  the 
waters  of  the  babbling  old  Tantalus,  may  he  exhaust  all  the 
fabled  torments  of  the  poets;  and  when  the  Furies  shall  have 
compelled  him  to  confess  the  truth,  may  he  exclaim,  betrayed 
by  his  conscience,  "  I  wrote  those  verses/' 

•Whoso  by  impious  verse  in  all  the  town 
Scandals  the  senator's  or  matron's  gown, 
Which  rather  ought  be  worshiped,  let  him  be 
Banish'd  through  all  the  seats  of  beggary  j 
And  let  him  from  the  dogs  bespeak  then  meat| 
Be  his  December  long,  his  winter  wet; 
Let  his  shut  vault  prolong  the  frost  most  sad ; 
And  let  him  cry  such  happy  that  are  dead, 
On  hellish-bedsteds  earned  to  their  grave ; 
And  when  his  last  threads  their  fulfilling  hare, 
And  the  slow  day  shall  come,  oh,  let  him  see 
Himself  the  strife  of  dogs,  and  his  limbs  be 
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The  prey  of  raVnout  birds,  nor  let  hit  paint 
End  in  the  simple  crack  of  hit  heart's  veins. 
But  feeling  the  strict  doom  of  JSacus, 
One  while  let  him  relieve  old  Sisyphus, 
Then  scorch  in  Tantalus  his  dry  desire, 
And  all  the  fables  of  the  poets  tire; 
And  when  the  truth  the  Furies  shall  demand, 
May  hit  false  conscience  cry,  This  was  the  hand. 

Ftdch* 

YT.     OK  THI  ARRIVAL  09  TRAJAW. 

Happy  are  they  whom  Fortune  has  permitted  to  behold 
this  leader  beaming  with  the  raya  of  northern  sunt  and 
constellations!  When  will  that  day  come,  on  which  the 
fields,  and  the  trees,  and  every  window  shall  shine  resplend- 
ent, adorned  by  the  ladies  of  Borne  P  When  shall  be  witness- 
ed the  delightful  halts  on  the  road,  the  distant  clouds  of  dust 
telling  of  Caesar's  approach,  and  the  spectacle  of  all  Borne 
assembled  in  the  Flaminian  Way  P  When  will  ye,  Knights, 
and  ve  Moors  clad  in  rich  Egyptian  tunics,  go  forth  to  meet 
himr  And  when  will  the  unanimous  voice  of  the  people  ex- 
claim, "He  comes  "P 

Happy,  whose  lot  alloVd  to  ken  afar, 
The  gleaming  warrior  of  the  polar  star! 
Haste,  festal  day,  when  ev"ry  field  and  tree 
Shall  laugh  with  verdure,  and  shall  sing  with  glee; 
When  every  window  shall  efiulge  new  flame, 
Fed  by  the  lustre  of  the  Latian  dame ; 
When  fond  suspense  anticipates  parade, 
And  the  long  cloud  ensures  the  cavalcade : 
When  hailing  Rome  herself  shall  full  display 
The  wondrous  object  on  FlaminW  Way. 
Ye  prancing  Moors,  in  pictured  Test  of  Nile, 
When  will  ye  shed  on  all  the  sudden  smile  P 
When  shall  we  hear  the  voice  that  sweetly  sums 
The  wish  of  nations  in  one,  word,— He  comes  P 

Elpkmita*. 
VTT.     TO  THI  BU1HI. 

O  Bhine,  father  of  the  nymphs  and  streams  that  drink 
the  northern  snows,  so  may  thy  waters  ever  flow  unconcealed, 
and  no  barbarous  wheel  of  insolent  rustic  traverse  or  his  foot 
trample  thy  ice-bound  surface;  so  mayest  thou  pursue  thy 
way,  receiving  thy  golden  tributaries,  and  owning  the  sway 
of  Kome  on  either  bank,  as  thou  shalt  send  back  Trajan  to 

2a 
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his  people  and  to  his  city.    This  does  our  Tiber,  thy  mister, 
implore  of  thee. 

Sire  of  nymphs,  of  streams  the  source, 

Swilling  northern  snows ; 
Still  maytt  thou  enjoy  thy  course* 
In  serene  repose. 

So  may  never  barb'rous  ear 

Of  insulting  swain, 
Thy  pellucid  channel  mar ; 

Or  thine  ear  his  strain: 
So  may'st  find  thy  horns,  and  roam 

Boman  on  each  strand ; 
Send  but  safe  our  Trajan  home : 

Tiber  gives  command.  Hiphmeton. 

yul     OK  PAULA. 
Paula  wishes  to  be  married  to  me;  I  am  unwilling  to  marry 
Paula,  because  she  is  an  old  woman ;  but  I  should  hare  no 
objection,  if  she  were  still  older. 

Paula  thou  needs  would'st  marry  me 

When  thou  art  old  and  tough : 
I  cannot:  yet  Td  venture  thee 
Wert  thou  but  old  enough.  Fletcher. 

Me  would  the  widow  wed :  she's  old,  say  I : 
But  if  she  older  were,  I  would  comply.  Hay. 

To  the  Hon.  Charles  Fox,  on  a  propotal  made  to  km  to  many  a  rick 
old  maid* 
Lady  Bab,  though  turn'd  fifty,  was  hot  I  should  wed  her, 

But  I,  being  not  very  willing  to  marry, 
Told  a  friend  she  was  old,  so  could  ne'er  think  to  bed  her, 

And  therefore  desirM  some  time  longer  to  tarry. 
At  this,  being  nettled,  she  flew  in  a  rase, 

And  pouted,  as  she  was  ne'er  courted  before: 
Pooh!  said  I,  I  mistook,  she  is  quite  under  age, 
Oh  would  she  were  now  but  a  hundred  or  more. 

Bev.  Mr  Scott. 

IX.      OK  HTJCSILr. 

I  am  that  Martial  known  to  all  nations  and  people  by  my 
Terses  of  eleven  feet,1  my  hendecasyUablee,  and  my  jokes, 

1  He  ctUs  his  hcndtcasylkblo  verses  eleven  feet,  as  if  etch  syllable 
were  afoot. 
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which  however  are  without  malice.    Why  do  yon  envy  meP 
I  am  not  better  known  than  the  hone  Andraemon. 

Why  dost  thou  envy  Martial's  being  known 

For  his  smart  Terse,  abusive  yet  to  none  ? 

That  Borne,  the  provinces,  extol  his  name  ? 

Celer,  the  race-horse,  has  a  loader  fame.    Anon.  1695. 

X.     TO  PA.ULV8,  OKI  07  THJ  C0V8UL8. 

While  you,  who  open  the  year  with  laurel-wreathed  fasces, 
wear  away  a  thousand  door-steps  with  your  morning  calls, 
what  remains  for  me  to  do  P  "What  do  vou  leave  to  me,  Pau- 
lus,  who  am  sprung  from  Numa's  people,  and  am  simply  one 
of  the  plebeian  crowd  P  Shall  I  salute  as  lord  and  king  every 
one  who  honours  me  with  a  look  P  This  you  do  yourself  and 
oh  I  with  what  superior  grace !  Shall  I  follow  somebody's  litter, 
or  chair?  Ton  are  not  above  this  office  yourself^  and  you  even 
struggle  for  the  distinction  of  walking  foremost  through  the 
midst  of  the  mud.  Shall  I  frequently  rise  to  applaud  a  poet 
who  recites  his  verses?  You  remain  standing  all  the  time,  with 
both  hands  stretched  out  towards  the  author.  What  is  a 
poor  man  to  do,  when  he  cannot  even  be  a  client  P  Your 
purple  has  supplanted  our  plain  togas. 

When  thon  of  oonsolar  rank  think'st  it  no  soorn 
A  hundred  to  salute  by  early  morn ; 
What  office,  Paulus,  leaVst  thou  unto  me, 
And  to  Koine's  num'rous  throng  of  low  degree  P 
Who  stoops  himself;  shall  I  call  lord  and  lung? 
Crouch  to  one  acts  the  fawning  underling  P 
Shall  I  attend  his  ©hair,  who  does  not  shun 
Others  to  bear,  through  'thick  and  thin  to  run  P 
To  praise  men's  verse,  what  boots  it  oft  to  rise, 
When  thou,  to  show  applause,  dost  not  despise 
Always  to  standi  with  hands  stretch'd  to  the  skies  P 
What  shall  mean  men  do,  clients  when  no  moreP 
If  those  are  great,  share  duties  with  the  poorP 

Anon.  1695. 

XL    TO  OlXLIODOBU*. 

You  speak  of  nothing  but  Theseus  and  Pirithous,  and 
you  imagine  yourself  equal  to  Fylades.  May  I  perish  if 
you  are  worthy  to  hand  a  chamber-vessel  to  Pvlades,  or 
to  feed  Pirxthous's  nigs.  "  Yet  I  have  given  mv  friend,"  say 
you,  "five  thousand  sesterces,  and  a  toga  (0  Wntjl),  not 

2o3 
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more  than  three  or  four  times  scoured."  Munificent  gift! 
Pylades  never  gave  anything  to  Orestes:  a  man  who  gives  to 
his  friend,  however  much,  withholds  still  more. 

Pirithout  his  name  you  oft  repeat ; 

And  equal  Pylades  m  your  conceit 

Not  fit  to  fill  to  Pylade*  his  wine  j 

Not  fit  to  feed  Pinthous  his  swine. 

Once,  as  you  boast,  you  gave  your  friend  a  note 

For  fifty  shillings  j  twice  an  old  scourM  coat 

True :  you  than  Pylades  more  presents  make: 

He  never  gave,  he  let  Orestes  take.  Ha$. 

HI.      TO  DOM1TIUS. 

Yon  who  are  going  to  visit  the  people  of  JSmilia,  and  of 
Veroelta  dear  to  Apollo,  and  the  fields  of  the  Po,  renowned 
for  the  death  of  Phaeton,  may  I  perish,  Domitius,  if  I  do  not 
cheerfully  allow  yon  to  depart,  although  without  your  so- 
ciety no  day  is  tolerable  to  me.  But  what  I  greatly  desire 
is  this ;  that,  if  for  only  one  summer,  you  would  relieve  your 
neck  of  the  yoke  imposed  upon  it  by  a  residence  in  town. 
Go,  I  pray  you,  and  inhale  the  fervid  rays  of  the  sun  at  every 
pore.  How  handsome  you  will  become  during  your  journey ! 
And  when  you  return,  you  will  be  past  recognition  by  your 
pale  faced  friends,  and  the  pallid  crowd  will  envy  the  colour 
of  your  cheeks.  But  Borne  will  soon  take  away  the  colour 
which  tout  journey  gives  you,  even  though  you  should  return 
«s  black  as  an  Ethiop. 

To  range  th*  ifimilian,  and  the  tribes  survey, 
Where  once  Apollo  made  a  faVrite  stay; 
To  stroll  the  lawns,  where  Padus  rolls  along, 
And  soothe  thy  toils  with  Phaethontian  song  | 
I  give  thee  leave,  my  friend ;  or  let  me  die : 
Though  without  thee  each  day  but  spins  the  sigh* 
Yet  on  these  terms  alone  we  brook  thy  tour 

Sor  nature  cannot  pain  prolonged  endure), 
iat  on  thy  friends  one  season  thou  bestow. 
And  shun  m  city-shade  fell  Sinus*  glow. 
Drink  then  at  ev'ry  pore  the  burning  air: 
Be  but  a  foreigner,  thou  still  art  fair. 
True,  when  thou  oom'st  our  eyes  thou  wilt  amase: 
Thy  friends  will  scarce  acknowledge,  as  they  gasa. 
Thou  too  shalt  wonder,  at  their  paly  hue : 
To  thy  now  brcwn  their  tincture  will  be  blue. 
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But  Borne  thy  ravish'd  tint  will  toon  restore, 
Though  from  the  Nile  thou  ahould'st  return  a  Moor. 

Elpkm$ton* 
nn.    to  ttjocju 

While  a  chariot  carries  your  effeminate  minions  sitting  at 
their  ease,  and  African  outriders  toil  in  your  service  along 
the  dusty  road ;  while  your  sumptuous  couches  surround  your 
baths  which  rival  those  of  Bain,  the  waters  whitened  with 
perfumes;  while  measures  of  Setine  wine  sparkle  in  your 
brilliant  glasses,  and  Venus  sleeps  not  on  a  softer  couch ; 
you  pass  your  nights  upon  the  threshold  of  a  proud  harlot, 
and  her  deaf  gate  is  wet,  alas!  with  your  tears ;  nor  do  sighs 
cease  to  rend  your  sad  breast.  Shall  I  tell  you,  Tuoca,  why 
matters  go  so  ill  with  you?    It  is  because  they  go  too  well. 

Although  your  berlin  always  moves  in  state ; 

And  a  long  train  on  horseback  with  it  sweat; 

Although  your  house,  in  many  an  airy  room, 

Receives  a  flowery  garden's  rich  perfume ; 

Although  your  glass  sparkle  with  burgundy ; 

No  dutches*  on  a  softer  bed  can  lie ; 

You  for  a  paltry  actress  sigh  in  vain, 

8tung  to  tne  heart  whole  nights  by  her  disdain. 

Little  you  guess,  sweet  Sir,  what 'tis  doth  tease  ye ; 

An  easy  fortune  makes  you  thus  uneasy.  Bay, 

UT.     TO  CBI8PTO. 

You  say,  Crispus,  that  you  yield  to  no  one  of  my  friends 
in  affection  for  me ;  but  what,  I  pray,  do  you  do  to  prove  the 
truth  of  this  assertion  P    When  I  asked  for  a  loan  of  five 
thousand  sesterces,  you  refused  me,  though  your  overstocked 
cash-box  could  not  contain  your  hoards.    When  did  you 
give  me  a  bushel  of  beans  or  grain,  though  you  have  lands 
ploughed  by  Egyptian  husbandmen  P    When  was  even  a 
scanty  toga  sent  me  in  the  cold  winter  season  P  When  did  half 
a  pound,  of  silver  find  its  way  tome  P  I  see  nothing  to  make 
me  look  upon  you  as  a  friend,  Crispus,  but  your  habit  of 
putting  yourself  quite  at  ease  in  my  presence. 
You  say,  I  have  no  better  friend  than  you : 
What  do  you  do,  to  make  me  think  it  true? 
I  wanted  out  five  pounds,  which  you  deny; 
Though  you  have  useless  thousands  lying  by. 
From  all  the  fertile  harvests  of  your  plain, 
When  did  you  send  to  me  one  single  grain  P 
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When  a  short  cloak,  to  guard  me  from  the  ooidP 
To  line  my  pone,  when  a  small  piece  of  gold? 
I  see  no  mark  of  friendship  on  your  part; 
But,  before  me,  yon  are  free  enough  to  Hap. 

XT.      OK  APIB. 

Aper  has  pierced  the  heart  of  his  richly-dowered  wife  with 
a  sharp  arrow.    But  it  waa  in  play.    Aper  is  skilful  at  play. 
With  a  sty  shaft  he  shot  his  downed  wife. 
Arch  Aper  knows  the  game,  and  plays  for  life. 

Elpkbuton. 

XVI.      TO   OAIUS. 

If  you  call  it  making  a  present,  Gains,  to  promise  and  not 
to  give,  I  will  far  outdo  you  in  gifts  and  presents.  Beceive 
from  me  all  that  the  Asturian  has  extracted  from  the  mines 
of  Oallicia;  all  that  the  golden  wave  of  the  rich  Tagus  pos- 
sesses; all  that  the  swarthy  Indian  finds  in  the  seaweed  of  the 
Erythraean  sea;  all  that  the  solitary  bird  amasses  in  its  nest; 
all  that  industrious  Tyre  collects  in  her  Phoenician  coppers; 
all  that  the  whole  world  possesses,  receive  from  me,— -after 
your  own  manner  of  giving. 

If  promises,  for  gifts,  thou  dost  account, 

See,  Cains,  how  m  gifts  I  thee  surmount. 

Take  all  the  gold  delVd  in  Asturian  fields; 

The  wealthy  sand  the  strand  of  Tagus  yields; 

Whate'er  the  Indians  find  of  yellow  ore  ; 

The  spioes  which  the  phenix'  nest  do  store; 

lyre's  richest  purple,  all  that  all  men  have, 

I  give  you,  Cains,  just  as  you  me  gave.       Anon.  1695. 

XVXL      TO  HIS  MUSK,  OK  1CA.0EB. 

In  vain,  my  Muse,  would  you  defraud  Macer  of  his  tribute 
at  the  Saturnalia;  yon  cannot,  he  himself  asks  yon  for  it. 
He  demands  the  customary  jokes,  and  cheerful  verses;  and 
complains  that  he  no  longer  hears  my  jests.  But  he  is  now 
engaged  upon  long  computations  of  surveyors ;  and  what  will 
become  of  thee,  0  Appian  Way,  if  Macer  reads  my  epigrams  P 

Felonious  Muse,  dost  thou  pretend 

To  bilk  both  Saturn  and  thy  friend 

Of  their  delight,  the  jocund  lay ; 

The  annual  tribute  thou  should'st  pay? 

Though  Macer  now  has  little  leisure 

To  scan,  but  heavy  books  of  measure ; 
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Amid  bis  labours  be  complains 

He  bears  no  more  my  flippant  strains. 

Poor  Appian !  what  thy  fate  would  be 

Did  Maoer  also  study  me  I  Blphin$to*. 

ITIEL     OK  XABIVS. 

Maxim  neither  asks  any  one  to  dinner,  nor  sends  presents, 
nor  becomes  security  for  any  one,  nor  is  willing  to  lend ;  in- 
deed he  has  nothing  to  lend.  Nevertheless  a  crowd  is  found 
to  court  his  barren  friendship.  Alas,  how  besotted,  Borne 
are  the  wearers  of  thy  toga! 

No  dinners!  presents!  be  is  no  man's  bail! 
He  cannot  lend*  because  his  riches  mil ! 
Yet  crowds  attend  his  future  power  and  grace. 
For  fools  of  all  sorts  London  is  the  place.       May. 

XIX.     HI  8XVD8  HIS  BOOK  TO  PLOT  THX  YOTOOBB. 

Go,  my  Thalia,  and  present  to  the  eloquent  Pliny  my  little 
book,  which  though  not  learned  enough  or  very  grave,  is  not 
entirely  devoid  of  elegance.  When  you  have  passed  the  Su- 
burra,  it  is  no  long  labour  to  ascend  the  steep  pathway  over 
the  Aquiline  bilL  There  you  will  see  a  glittering  statue  of 
Orpheus  on  the  top  of  a  perfume-sprinkled  theatre,  surrounded 
by  beasts  wondering  at  nis  music ;  and  among  them  the  royal 
bird  which  carried  off  Ganymede  for  the  Thunderer.  Near 
it  is  the  humble  house  of  your  friend  Fedo,  surmounted  by 
an  eagle  with  smaller  wings.  But  take  care  lest,  in  a  moment 
of  indiscretion,  you  knock  at  the  learned  Pliny's  door  at  an 
inauspicious  time.  He  devotes  his  whole  days  to  the  severe 
Minerva,  while  preparing  for  the  ears  of  the  centumviri  that 
which  our  own  see  and  posterity  may  compare  even  with  the 
eloquent  pases  of  Cicero.  You  will  go  with  the  best  chance 
of  success  when  the  evening  lamps  are  lighted.  That  hour  is 
for  you  the  best  when  the  god  or  wine  reigns,  when  the  rose 
holds  its  sway,  and  the  hair  is  moistened  with  perfumes.  Then 
even  rigid  Catos  read  me. 

My  book  not  learn'd  enough,  enough  severe. 
But  yet  not  rude,  to  fluent  Pliny  bear, 
Sportive  Thalia.  The  Suburran  way 
Fass'd,  with  short  labour  the  next  hill  you  may 
Ascend :  from  whence,  thou  Orpheus  (set  on  high, 
Dash'd  by  the  theatre)  plainly  shalt  descry; 
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The  wond*ring  beasts,  the  king  of  birds  and  aft, 

Which  the  young  Phrygian  to  the  ThundVer  bear : 

There  thy  friend  PedoVnouse  standi  also  by, 

Showing  a  leaser  eagle  carvM  on  high. 

But  to  learn'd  Pliny  make  not  thy  address 

Wanton,  but  when  time  suits  for  thy  access ; 

He  in  severer  studies  spends  the  day, 

How  he  the  Hundred  J  udges  best  may  sway  • 

Studies,  which  ours,  nor  no  age,  will  forbear, 

With  Tully's  noblest  labours  to  compare. 

Thou'lt  satelfst  go  when  it  is  candle-light; 

This  is  the  hour  when  Bacchus  mads  the  night  j 

When  odours  reign,  when  roses  crown  the  need, 

By  rigid  Gato  then  thou  may'st  be  read.     Anon,  1696. 

XX.     TO  MAJOU8. 

That  Celtiberian  Salo  draws  me  to  its  auriferous  banks, 
that  I  am  pleased  again  to  visit  the  dwellings  of  my  native 
land  suspended  amid  rocks,  yon,  Manias,  are  the  cause; 
you  who  have  been  beloved  of  me  from  my  infant  years, 
and  cherished  with  affection  in  the  days  of  my  youth ;  than 
whom  there  is  no  one  in  all  Iberia  dearer  to  me,  or  more 
worthy  of  real  regard.  With  you  I  should  delight  even  in  a 
tent  of  the  Libyan  desert,  or  a  hut  of  the  savage  Scythian. 
If  your  sentiments  are  the  same,  if  our  affections  are  mutual, 
every  place  will  be  a  Borne  to  us  both. 

That  in  my  native  soil  I  long  to  be, 

The  golden  sands  of  Spanish  8alo  see ; 

Thou,  to  whom  love  from  tender  years  I  bore, 

Honoured,  while  yet  thou  the  pretext*  wore, 

Art  the  chief  cause :  and  yet  a  sweeter  air 

No  country  yields,  or  may  with  Spain  compare. 

But,  wert  with  thee,  I  Scvthia  could  enjoy, 

Nor  would  the  sands  of  Africk  me  annoy. 

If  mutual  love  thou  bear'st  and  a  like  mind, 

Borne  we  shall  both' in  ev*ry  climate  find.    Anon.  1695. 

XXI.    TO  8KXCTTS,  A  WMTEB  AF*ICTDT0  0B80UB1TT. 

Why,  I  ask,  Sextus,  is  it  your  delight  to  produce  com- 
positions which  even  Modestus  himself,  or  Ciaranus,  could 
scarcely  understand  ?  Your  books  require,  not  a  reader,  but 
an  Apollo.  In  your  judgment  Cinna  was  a  greater  poet  than 
Virgil.    May  your  works  receive  similar  praise!    As  for 
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mine,  I  am  content  that  they  please  the  Grammarians, 
provided  they  please  others  without  the  aid  of  Grammarians. 
What  pleasure  is  it,  that  your  writings  are 
Almost  too  hard  for  Bentley  or  for  Hare? 
Yon  write  not  to  he  read,  hot  criticis'd: 
Persius  you  follow ;  Virgil  is  despisM. 
This  be  your  praise:  but  may  my  every  line, 
Or  with  a  comment,  or  without  it,  thine.  Hay. 

nn.    to  PHiuBirrs. 
Do  you  ask,  Fhilamis,  why  I  often  come  abroad  with  plaister 
on  my  chin,  or  with  my  lips  covered  with  salve  when  nothing 
ails  them  ?    I  do  not  wish  to  kiss  you. 

Why  on  my  chin  a  plaster  clapp'd; 

BesalvM  my  lips,  that  are  not  cnapp'd : 

Phihenis,  why  P    The  cause  is  this : 

Phihenis,  thee  I  will  not  kiss.  Elpkmtkm. 

HHI.     OK  If.  AUTOHIUS  PUKUS. 

The  happy  Antonius  Primus  now  numbers  fifteen  Olym- 
piads (75  years)  passed  in  tranquillity;  he  looks  back  upon 
the  days  that  are  gone,  and  the  whole  of  his  past  years,  with- 
out fearing  the  waters  of  Lethe  to  which  he  daily  draws 
nearer.  Not  one  day  of  his  brings  remorse  or  an  unpleasant 
reflection;  there  is  none  which  he  would  be  unwilling  to  re- 
call. A  good  man  lengthens  his  term  of  existence;  to  be  able 
to  enjoy  our  past  life  is  to  live  twice. 

At  length,  my  friend  (while  time  with  still  career 
Wafts  on  his  jrentle  wing  this  eightieth  year), 
Sees  his  past  days  safe  out  of  Fortune's  pow'r, 
Nor  dreads  approaching  fate's  uncertain  hour ; 
Reviews  his  me,  and,  in  the  strict  survey, 
Finds  not  one  moment  he  could  wish  away, 
Pleas'd  with  the  series  of  each  happy  day. 
Such,  such  a  man  extends  his  life's  snort  space, 
And  from  the  goal  again  renews  the  race : 
For  he  lives  twice  who  can  at  once  employ 
The  present  well,  and  e'en  the  past  enjoy.        Pope. 

XHT.     OK  THB  BULNTD8,  OB  JIB8T  DAT,  09  HAJLOH. 

0  Kalends  of  March,  anniversary  of  my  birth,  day  more 
charming  to  me  than  any  other  kalends,  day  on  which  even 
maidens  send  me  presents,  I  place  upon  the  Dearth,  in  honour 
of  you,  these  cakes,  and  this  censer,  tor  the  fifty-seventh  time. 
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To  these  yean  (provided  it  be  for  my  good)  tdd  at  my  er* 
treaty,  I  beseech  yon,  twice  nine  more,  so  that  I  may  de- 
scend to  the  groves  of  the  Elysiaa  queen  while  still  undie- 
abled  with  protracted  old  age,  vet  having  accomplished  the 
three  stapes  of  life. v  After  such  a  Nestor's  existence,  I  will 
not  ask  lor  a  single  day  more. 

Man's  calends,  ne'er  outshm'd! 

"Fairest  of  the  calend-kmd! 

When  to  me  the  maids  present 

Fifty  oakea  for  half  a  cent: 

With  the  fifty,  troth  requires 

Censer  seventh,  upon  your  first. 

Still  to  these,  if  so  be  best, 

Add  twice  nine,  I  meek  obtest} 

That,  not  yet  quite  spent  with  age, 

Though  thrice  trod  the  youthfuTstsge> 

I  may  seek  Elysian  groves : 

Earthly  wish  no  wider  roves.  Elphmrtmu 

zxv.  oh  xuonra. 
If  that  Mucins,  whom  we  lately  beheld  in  the  arena  in  the 
morning,  and  who  thrust  his  hand  into  the  biasing  fire,  appears 
to  yon  to  be  a  man  of  patience,  fortitude,  and  endurance,  yon 
have  no  more  sense  than  the  people  of  Abdera;  for  when  a 
man  is  commanded,  with  the  alternative  of  the  pitched  shirt 
before  his  eyes,  to  burn  his  hand,  it  would  be  more  courage- 
ous to  say,  "I  will  not  burn  it!" 

Who  Mucins  acted  on  the  stage's  sand, 

So  promptly  thrust  into  the  flame  his  hand; 

If  brave  and  bold  for  this  thou  him  dost  deem, 

Thyself  of  some  dull  clime  I  must  esteem : 

To  nave  his  life  by  this  means  was  his  case ; 

Twere  braver  far  to  have  refus'd  the  grace.  Anon.  1694. 

XXVI.      ON  THB  MATH  Of  TBI  OIHTUBI01T  VABV8  IK 

O  Yarns,  thou  who  wast  but  lately  a  Bomsn  officer  of  rank 
among  the  Parotonian  cities,  and  a  distinguished  leader  of  a 
hundred  men,  art  now  reposing,  a  strange  shade,  on  the  Egyp- 
tian shore ;  your  return  is  vaanly  expected  by  the  Ausonian 
Quirinus.  It  was  not  permitted  us  to  moisten  thy  parching 
lips  with  our  tears,  nor  to  place  rich  incense  on  thy  sad  pyre. 
But  an  enduring  tribute  shall  be  given  thee  in  immortal 
verse.  Wouldst  thou,  perfidious  Nile,  also  deprivo  us  of  this  t 
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Varus,  who  as  Rome's  Tribune  didst  command 
An  hundred  men,  renown'd  in  Egypt's  land. 
Now  as  a  stranger  ghost  thou  dost  remaine 
On  NIW  shore,  nronnYd  to  Rome  in  vaine. 
We  oould  not  dew  with  teares  thy  dying  face, 
Nor  thy  sad  ronerall  flames  with  odours  grace ; 
Yet  in  my  Terse  eternisM  shslt  thou  bee : 
Of  that  false  JSgypt  cannot  oousen  thee.  May. 

UTIL     TO  DIODOBUS. 

On  your  birth-day,  Diodorua,  the  senate  and  a  great  many 
knighte  ait  as  guests  at  your  table;  and  your  aportnb 
is  a  largess  of  no  lees  than  thirty  sesterces  to  each  person. 
And  yet,  Diodorus,  no  one  regards  yon  aa  a  man  of  birth. 

The  senate  did  thy  birth-day  celebrate ; 

Many  knights  also  at  thy  table  sat : 

Largess  thou  jgaVst  j  yet  still  thou'rt  all  men's  scorn  j 

None  will  believe  that  eter  thou  wert  born.     Anon*  1005. 

ULV111.  TO  JAinra. 
O  moat  honoured  father  of  yean,  and  of  this  glorious  uni- 
verse, to  whom  first  of  all  the  gods  the  public  vows  and  pray- 
ers are  addressed,  thou  wert  formerly  wont  to  dwell  in  a  small 
temple,  open  to  all,  and  through  which  the  busy  crowd  of 
Borne  wore  their  constant  way.  Now  thy  threshold  is  sur- 
rounded with  tokens  of  the  munificence  of  Csssar,  and  thou 
numberest,  Janus,  as  many  forums  as  thou  hast  faces.  But 
do  thou,  venerable  father,  in  gratitude  for  such  a  boon,  secure 
thy  iron  gates  with  a  perpetual  bolt.1 

Father  of  years,  and  of  each  beauteous  round ; 

Whom  first  our  vows  invoke,  our  thanks  resound ! 

Pervious  and  scanty  was  thy  late  abode, 

Where  many  a  Roman  beat  a  barb'rous  road. 

Now  gifts  Cesarean  thy  glad  thresholds  grace, 

And  tnou  a  square  enjoyst  for  every  face. 

For  these,  O  sacred  fire !  benign  agree 

To  lock  thy  cloisters  with  perpetual  key.        Elphmtto*. 

mi.    to  8mTLLoru8. 

The  dish  which  you  were  wont  to  present  to  me,  Sextilianua, 

at  the  Saturnalia,  you  have  bestowed  on  your  mistress :  and 

with  the  price  of  my  toga,  which  you  used  to  give  me  on  the 

first  of  March,  you  have  bought  her  a  green  dinner  robe. 

1  That  is,  grant  us  uninterrupted  peace.  The  temple  of  Janus  was  opea 
only  m  time  of  war. 
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Your  mistresses  now  begin  to  cost  yon  nothing;  yon  enjoy 

them  at  my  expense. 

In  the  days  of  old  Saturn  yon  doTd  me  a  dish, 

Which  you  now  throw  your  damsel,  like  bait  to  a  fish. 

On  the  calends  of  March  you  enlarg'd  my  renown  j 

Now  you  buy  the  green  vert  with  the  price  of  my  gown. 

The  fair  faVrites,  Sextilian,  yon  render  so  gay, 

Are,  by  my  presents  only,  enrolPd  in  your  pay.    Elphmstcm. 

XXX.     TO  APOLLHTABIS  OK  THE  CSABKS  09  F0B1OJ5. 

O  delightful  shore  of  salubrious  Formies;  Apollinaris, 
when  he  Sees  from  the  city  of  stern  Mara,  and  wearied  lays 
aside  his  anxious  cares,  prefers  thee  to  every  other  snot.  The 
charming  Tivoli,  the  birth-place  of  his  virtuous  wife,  is  not  to 
him  so  attractive,  neither  are  the  retreats  of  Tusculum,  or 
Algidus,  or  Prsaneste,  or  Antium.  He  pines  not  after  the 
bland  Circe,  or  Trojan  Caieta,  or  Marica,  or  Liris,  or  the 
fountain  of  Salmaxris,  which  feeds  the  Lucrine  lake.  AtFormi© 
the  surface  of  the  ocean  is  but  gently  crisped  by  the  breeze ; 
and  though  tranquil,  is  ever  in  motion,  and  bears  along 
the  painted  skiff  under  the  influence  of  a  gale  as  gentle  as 
that  wafted  by  a  maiden's  fan  when  she  is  distressed  by 
heat  Nor  has  the  fishing-line  to  seek  its  victim  far  out  at 
sea;  but  the  fish  may  be  seen  beneath  the  pellucid  waters, 
seizing  the  line  as  it  drons  from  the  chamber  or  the  couch. 
Were  JSolus  ever  to  send  a  storm,  the  table,  still  sure  of  its 
provision,  might  laugh  at  his  railings ;  for  the  native  fish-pool 
protects  the  turbot  and  the  pike;  delicate  lampreys  swim 
up  to  their  master;  delicious  mullet  obey  the  call  of  the 
keeper,  and  the  old  carp  come  forth  at  the  sound  of  his  voice. 
But  when  does  Rome  permit  him  to  partake  of  these  enjoy- 
ments P  How  many  days  at  Formia  does  the  year  allot  to 
him,  closely  chained  as  he  is  to  the  pursuits  of  the  city  P 

py  gate-keepers  and  bailiffs  I  These  gratifications  pro- 
for  your  masters,  are  enjoyed  by  you. 

O  Bay  of  Formiee,  temoerate  and  fair! 

Which,  when  Apollinaris,  tir'd  with  care. 

Flies  from  the  toilsome  business  of  the  town, 

Than  pleasant  Tybur  holds  in  more  renown, 

His  chaste  wife's  soil :  prefers  to  th'  sweet  recess 

Of  Tusculane,  Pneneste,  Lucrine;  less 

Esteems  Caieta,  or  what  men  more  admire. 

Bais'd  by  their  fancy  or  by  fiction  higher. 
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A  gentle  air  here  glides  o'er  Thetis'  face, 

Such  as  the  fans  of  Virgin.,  make,  to  chase 

Summer's  ungrateful  heat    The  sea  is  smooth, 

Not  torpid  dead,  hut  a  soft  gale  does  soothe 

The  active  calm ;  and  painted  gallies  move. 

For  fish  you  need  not  launch  into  the  deep, 

These  you  may  take,  and  yet  your  chamber  keep, 

Out  at  your  window  cast  your  line  and  lead, 

And  draw  the  dangling  prey  up  to  tout  bed. 

And  when  the  waves  by  winter  winas  arise, 

From  your  safe  board  you  may  the  storm  despise. 

Gardens  no  less,  and  fresh  spnn«  Formin  grace, 

Fountains  are  seen  to  flow  in  evry  place  $ 

Fish-ponds  the  stranger  trout  and  mullet  feed, 

The  home-bred  pike,  which  call'd,  does  come  with  speed 

Fat  carps  here  know  their  names,  and  to  you  make, 

And  all  a  pastime  is,  no  pains,  to  take. 

But  to  the  owners  when  does  Rome  give  leave, 

But  a  few  days  these  pleasures  to  receive  • 

Fruition's  lost,  while  they  to  business  cleave. 

These  sweets  (0  hinds  and  gard'ners,  happy  crew  I) 

Were  for  your  lords  prepard,  but  are  enjoyM  by  you. 

Aston.  169& 

In  vain  rude  JSolus  deforms 

Old  Ocean's  brow  with  rising  storms ; 

Thy  splendid  board,  secure,  defies 

The  angry  main  and  threaf  ning  skies, 

Within  thy  ample  bason  see 

Each  nobler  fisn  that  swims  the  sea  j 

The  stately  sturgeon,  ocean's  pride, 

The  mugil,  fond  in  sands  to  hide, 

The  turbot,  and  the  mullet  old, 

Are  pastur'd  in  the  liquid  fold. 

Trained  to  the  summons,  lo !  they  all 

Rise  at  the  feeder's  well-known  calL 

Afelmotk 

XXXI.     TO  OJlLLIODOBUS. 

Ton  sold  a  slave  yesterday  for  the  sum  of  thirteen  hundred 
sesterces,  in  order,  Calliodorus,  that  you  might  dine  well  once 
in  your  life.  Nevertheless  you  did  not  dine  well ;  a  mullet  of 
four  pounds'  weight,  which  you  purchased,  was  the  chief  dish, 
the  very  crown  of  your  repast.  I  feel  inclined  to  exclaim,  "  It 
was  not  a  fish,  shameless  Mow,  it  was  a  man,  a  veritable  man, 
Calliodorus,  that  you  ate," 
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Thy  servant  thou  for  a  great  ran  didit  tell* 
That  but  once,  Gallidore,  thou  mkht'st  fare  well. 
Nor  far*d'st  thou  well:  a  mullet  of  four  pound 
Was  the  head  dish,  which  the  whole  table  erown'd. 
May  we  not,  wretch,  exclaim  *gainst  this  thy  treat P 
Say,  'twas  a  man,  not  fish,  that  thou  didst  eat 

uiiwm.  W96. 

TTTTI.      TO  OJUHCIAinrS,  OK  A  LIZSKB8B  07 
KAMOVB  AlTTOHIUt  PRIMUS. 

Do  you  ask,  Cfladidanua,  whose  lineamentB  are  traced  in 
this  picture,  which  I  am  adorning  with  roses  and  violets  ? 
Such  was  Marcus  Antonius  Primus  in  the  prime  of  life ;  in 
this  portrait  the  old  man  sees  himself  in  his  youth.  Would 
that  art  could  hare  painted  his  character  and  his  mind!  There 
would  then  be  no  fairer  portrait  in  the  whole  world. 

This  picture  see!  on  which  no  oost  I  spare $ 

But  set  in  gold,  and  in  my  snuff-box  wear. 

At  twenty-one  such  was  lord  Worthy's  face ; 

Who,  now  grey-hair'd,  here  views  what  once  he  was. 

Could  but  the  piece  his  mind  and  morals  show, 

Twould  choicer  be  than  Raphael  ever  drew.  Hay. 

mill.      TO  MUKATIUS  OA1LTTS. 

Munatius  Gallua,  more  simple  in  manners  than  the  Sabines 
of  old,  more  virtuous  than  the  Athenian  sage  (Socrates),  so 
may  the  chaste  Venus  bless  your  union,  and  give  you  to  inherit 
the  noble  mansion  of  your  father-in-law,  as  you  exculpate  me 
from  having  written  any  verses,  tinged  with  foul  malice,  which 
malevolence  may  have  attributed  to  me ;  and  as  you  insist 
that  no  poet,  who  is  read,  composes  such  verses.  In  all  my 
writings  my  rule  has  ever  been  to  lash  vices  without  per- 
tonality. 

Blest  with  the  morals  of  a  former  age, 

In  goodness  passing  the  Athenian  sage, 

May  vour  fair  daughter's  virtues  fix  her  spouse, 

And  his  allies,  nut  friends  unto  your  house, 

If  when  you  meet  a  malice-tinotur'd  line, 

And  slandering  feme  report  that  it  is  mine, 

Tou  vindicate  your  friend  j  and  boldly  plead, 

I  ne'er  compose  what  'tis  a  shame  to  read : 

For  in  my  writings  'tis  my  constant  care 

To  lash  tie  vices,  but  the  persons  spare.         Hap. 
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TTT1T.     TO  TH1  SMPBBOB  TBAJAV. 

May  the  gods  grant  thee,  0  Trajan  our  prince,  whatsoever 
thou  deeerveet,  and  may  they  ratify  in  perpetuity  whatsoever 
they  grant;  thou  who  restorest  to  the  patron  the  right  of 
which  he  had  been  deprived.  He  will  no  longer  be  regarded 
by  his  freedmen  at  an  exile.  Thou  art  worthy  and  able  to 
protect  the  whole  body  of  citizens,  and  if  occasion  serves  thou 
wilt  prove  the  truth  of  my  words. 

Whate'er  thou  hast  deserv'd,  may  heeVn  bestow : 

And  ratify  whate'er  it  gave  below ! 

Who,  with  their  rights  restored,  setfst  patrons  frees 

Nor  to  their  freedmen  bidd'st  them  exiles  be. 

Hail,  worthy  patron  of  profaned  mankind  I 

And,  the  event  evinces,  such  assigned.  Blphm$tom. 

XXXT.     PBAI8B  07  8UL7I0IA. 

Let  all  maidens,  who  would  please  only  one  husband,  read 
Sulpicia.  Let  all  husbands,  who  would  please  only  one  wife, 
react  Sulpicia.  She  doea  not  describe  the  fury  of  Medea,  or 
paint  the  feast  of  the  accursed  Thyestes;  nor  doea  she  be- 
lieve in  the  existence  of  Scylla  or  Byblis ;  but  she  tells  of 
chaste  and  affectionate  loves,  of  pure  sports,  gratifications, 
and  amusements.  He  who  shall  properly  estimate  her  poems, 
will  say  that  no  one  is  more  modest,  no  one  more  loving. 
Such  I  should  suppose  were  the  endearments  of  Egeria  in  the 
cool  grotto  of  Numa.  With  Sulpicia  aa  fellow-student,  or 
aa  an  instructress,  Sappho  might  have  been  more  learned, 
and  more  chaste;  and  had  cruel  Phaon  seen  both  at' the 
same  time,  he  would  rather  have  fallen  in  love  with  Sul- 
picia. But  in  vain;  for  she  would  not  sacrifice  Calenua  to 
become  either  the  queen  of  the  Thunderer,  or  the  beloved  of 
Bacchos  or  Apollo. 

Let  all  chaste  Virgins,  that  would  wed 
One  man  alone,  Sulpitia  read. 
Let  all  good  men,  that  love  the  bed 
Of  one  chaste  spouse,  Sulpitia  read. 
She  sings  not  of  Medea's  spells, 
Nor  dire  Thyestes'  banquet  tells. 
Scylla  and  Byblis  stories  lies 
She  counts ;  pure  loves,  and  chastities, 

1  By  tutoring  to  them  their  patrons. 
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Sweet  sports,  and  harmeless  she  relate*. 

Her  verse  whoe'er  well  estimates, 

Will  say  that  none  are  holier. 

Bach  jests,  I  thinke,  JBgeria'*  were 

In  that  moist  cave  to  Noma's  ear. 

Brought  up  with -her,  or  taught  by  her, 

Chaste,  ana  more  learo'd,  had  Sappho  beene. 

But  flinty  Phao,  had  he  seene 

Them  both,  had  loVd  Sulpitia  sure, 

(Although  in  vaine,)  for  she,  more  pure, 

Would  not  exchange  Galenus*  love 

For  Bacchus,  Phoebus,  or  great  Jove.  May. 

XXXVI.     TO  MTOTNA,  HSSLDIXa  AT  *  HAB8EILLB8. 

Whatever  the  dishonest  wine  vaults  of  Marseilles  contain, 
whatever  cask  has  assumed  age  by  the  help  of  the  flame, 
comes  to  us,  Manna,  from  yon:  to  your  unfortunate  friends 
yon  send,  across  seas  and  by  circuitous  paths,  cruel  poisons ; 
nor  do  yon  supply  them  on  moderate  terms,  but  at  a  price  for 
which  wine  from  Falernum,  or  Setia,  so  esteemed  for  their 
cellars,  would  be  sufficient.  Tour  reason  for  not  coming  to 
Borne  during  so  long  a  period  is,  I  suspect,  lest  you  should 
hate  to  drink  your  own  wine. 

All  the  worst  cyder  Hereford  could  make, 
Mix'd  up,  and  boil'd,  for  taste  and  colour's  sake, 
A  hundred  miles  you  bv  the  carrier  send : 
Have  you  a  mind  to  poison  every  friend  ? 
And  make  us  pay  such  monstrous  prices  for't, 
It  dearer  comes  than  Malaga  or  Port 
Perhaps  you  now  have  staid  so  long  from  town, 
For  fear  of  drinking  cyder,  once  your  own.        Hay. 

XXXV1L.      TO  HATEROT8,  AOQUAIKTIKO  Hilt  THAT  THE 
ATJTHOE  IS   SETTING  OUT  FOB  BILBILI8. 

O  Maternus,  most  scrupulous  observer  of  law  and  equity, 
you  who  rule  the  Eoman  forum  by  your  convincing  eloquence, 
nave  you  any  commands  for  the  Spanish  Main  to  send  bv 
your  fellow-townsman  and  old  friend  P  Or  do  you  imagine  it 
better  to  catch  hideous  frogs  on  the  shores  of  the  Tiber,  and 
to  angle  for  poor  stickle-backs,  than  to  be  able  to  throw  back 
to  its  rocky  bed  the  captured  mullet  because  less  than  three 
pounds'  weight  P  Ana  to  feast,  at  your  principal  meal,  upon 
a  stale  crab  or  a  dish  of  periwinkles,  rather  than  upon  oysters 
which  may  compare  with  those  of  Bate,  and  whicn  even  the 
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servants  are  permitted  by  their  master  to  eat  P  At  Borne  you 
bunt  with  much  ado  a  stinking  fox  into  your  toils,  and  the 
filthy  captive  wounds  your  dogs.  There  (at  BQbihV)  the  wet 
fishing  nets  scarcely  drawn  up  from  the  depths  full  of  fish, 
entangle  the  hares.  While  I  am  speaking,  see,  your  fisher- 
man returns  with  empty  creel,  and  your  huntsman  comes  home 
proud  of  haying  taught  a  badger;  your  every  feast  comes  from 
the  city  market  to  tne  coast.  Have  you  any  commands  for 
the  Spanish  main  P 

Thou  reverend  searcher  of  our  equall  law, 

From  whose  sure  mouth  Rome's  oourts  their  dictates  draw, 

Your  cytysen,  and  old  companion,  mee 

Please  you  aught  to  command  to  th'  Spanish  seaP 

Whether  ist  better  on  Laurentum's  shoare 

To  catch  foule  froggs,  or  little  minnow's  stoare  P 

Or  mullets,  caught  among  the  rocks  in  Spayne, 

Not  three  pound  weight,  straight  to  throw  in  agayne  P 

Insipid  winckles  topp  of  all  your  feast 

To  make,  or  little  thin-shelrd  shrimps  at  best  P 

Rather  than  oysters,  (Baie  ne'er  did  yield 

Better,)  with  which  our  servants  there  are  fill'd  P 

Here  tne  rank  foxe,  that  bites  your  dogss,  you  drive 

With  clamorous  noyse  into  your  netts  snve : 

Your  fishing-draggs,  scarce  drawn  from  sea,  will  there, 

Yett  well  spread  on  the  shoare,  straight  catch  a  hare:— 

Here  see  tbe  fisherman  returnes  with  nought, 

The  huntsman's  proud  that  bss  a  weesel  caught:— 

Your  shoares  with  fish  from  msrketts  furnish'd  bee. 

Please  you  command  me  aught  to  th'  Spanish  sea? 

Old  MS.  \m  Cent. 

XIX  V  in.      TO  CALEOTS. 

Oh  how  delicious  have  been  the  fifteen  years  of  married 
bliss,  Calenus,  which  the  deities  have  lavished,  in  full  mea- 
sure, on  thee  and  thy  Sulpicia !  Oh  happy  nights  and  hours, 
how  joyfully  has  each  been  marked  with  the  precious  pearls 
of  the  Indian  shore ! l  Oh  what  contests,  wnat  voluptuous 
strife  between  you,  has  the  happy  couch,  and  the  lamp  drip, 
ping  with  Nioeronian  perfume,  witnessed!  Thou  hast  lived,  Ca- 
lenus, three  lustra,  and  the  whole  term  is  placed  to  thy  ac- 
count, but  thou  countest  only  thy  days  of  married  life.  Were 

1  Marked  with  white  stones,  -with  which  the  Romans  distinguished  sa* 
fpidoui  days.    Comp.  B.  viiL  Bp.  45. 

2si 
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Atropos,at  thy  urgent  request,  to  bring  back  to  theo  but  one 
of  those  days,  thou  wouldst  prefer  it  to  the  long  life  of  Nestor 
quadrupled. 

Twice  seven  yean,  and  one  above  it, 

Yon  have  been  yoked  with  Mrs  Loveit. 

A  heavenly  blessing  such  a  wife ! 

Yon  must  nave  led  a  charming  life  I 

Oh  I  happy  days!  in  which  no  hour 

Yon  can  forget  in  twenty-four. 

What  nights !  soil  spent  in  curtain-lecture  I 

What  straggling,  who  should  be  director! 

What  blestdebates !  which  oft  have  lasted 

Until  the  candle  quite  was  wasted. 

The  number  of  your  years,  I  ween, 

Don't  even  now  exceed  fifteen: 

I  count  not  those,  which  time  did  give ; 

But  those,  you  felt  jourself  alive. 

And  iff  like  these,  Fate  add  one  more  j 

That  one  may  seem  to  you  fourscore.       Bay. 


HIlll.     TO  LBBBUL. 

Why  do  you  swear,  Lesbia*  that  you  were  born  in  the 
consulship  of  Brutus  P  You  say  falsely,  Lesbia,  you  were 
oorn  in  the  reign  of  Numa.  Should  you  even  admit  that, 
you  would  seem  to  say  falsely ;  for,  judging  by  your  decrepi- 
tude, you  must  have  been  formed  by  the  hand  of  Prometheus, 

Why  do  you  swear  that  you  were  born 

In  good  Queen  Anna's  reign? 
You're  out,  for  by  your  face  forlorn 

In  James's  it  is  plain : 
Nay,  here  you're  out;  for  sure  your  age 

Does  show,  as  one  may  say, 
That  you  were  fbrm'd,  and  in  a  rage, 

Of  the  Promethean  day.  Rev.  Mr  Scott  1773. 

XL.     TO  LUPUS. 

As  I  was  constantly  told  that  my  mistress  Polla  indulged 
in  improper  connection  with  a  young  libertine,  I  surprised 
them,  and  found  they  were  as  proper  as  my  own. 

I  heard  my  Polla  was  a  rover  j 
I  watch'd,  and  caught  her  with  a  lover. 
How  did  she  treat  him  f    Was  she  free9 
To  the  last  possible  degree  Jnotu 
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III.     TO  PBOCULHA. 

On  the  return  of  January  you  desert  your  old  husband, 
Proculeia,  and  force  him  to  consent  to  a  separation  of  pro» 
perty.  What,  I  ask,  has  happened  P  Why  this  sudden  dis- 
content {*  You  answer  not  r  I  will  tell  you  then :  He  was 
elected  Frotor;  his  Megaleeian  purple  robe  would  have  cost 
yon  a  hundred  thousand  sesterces,  even  if  you  had  given  shows 
of  the  most  economical  kind :  and  the  public  festivities  would 
have  cost  twenty  thousand  more.  This  is  not  a  divorce,  Pro- 
euleia:  it  is  an  artifice  to  save  money. 

On  Michaelmas'  eve,  it  is  said,  Lady  Jane 

From  your  husband  that  you  did  elope, 
And  tell  him  that  he  was  the  cause  of  your  pain, 

So  bade  him  go  e'en  take  a  rope ! 
I  ask  what's  the  matter,  the  cause  of  your  sorrow, 

But  nothing  you  answer  again : 
111  tell  you,  that  hell  be  lord-mayor  to-morrow ; 

80  now  your  disorder  is  plain. 
Feasts  at  Easter,  Old  Bailey,  and  grave  Judges'  shows. 

And  many  gay  generous  treats*—- 
But  yon  grudge  every  farthing  of  money  that  goes 

In  making  him  fit  for  such  feats : 
This  is  not  what  alarm'd  Lime-street  Ward  at  the  first, 

80  to  them  ni  the  true  cause  explain  1 
You  pine  and  are  famish'd  with  u  fold's  sacred  thirst,*9 

And  all  your  concern  then  is  gam. 

Jbv.  Mr  Scott,  UK. 

TLTT.      TO  DnTDYlCTTB. 

80  light  is  the  down  upon  your  cheeks,  and  so  soft,  that  a 
breath,  or  the  heat  of  the  sun,  or  a  light  breeze,  would  dis- 
perse it.  They  are  clothed  like  young  quinces  which  are  de- 
prived of  their  bloom,  and  become  smooth  by  the  touch  of  a 
maiden's  thumb.  Were  I  to  kiss  yon  rather  eagerly  five  times 
or  so,  I  should  become  bearded,  Dindymus,  from  the  spoil  of 
your  lips. 

80  light  upon  your  cheeks  the  down, 
By  subtlest  breese  it  may  be  blown ; 
lis  like  that  which  on  quinces  comes, 
Which  shine  when  brush'd  by  maiden's  thumbs ; 
I  ldss  you  thrice,  your  lips  are  cleared, 
And  mine  have  caught  a  second  beard.  A*om> 

2  h  2 
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xlhi.    to  philirob. 

Your  seventh  wife,  Phfleroe,  is  now  being  buried  in  yoti* 
field.  No  man's  field  brings  him  greater  profit  than  yours, 
Phileros. 

Thy  seventh  wife  lies  buried  in  thy  field : 

Thy  ground  more  gain  than  any  man's  doth  yield. 

Fletcher. 

Seven  wives !  and  in  one  grave !  there  is  not  found 
On  the  whole  globe  a  richer  spot  of  ground.       May. 

XLTV.  to  qthhtus  ottditts. 
You,  Quintus  Ovidius,  who  are  about  to  visit,  the  Cale- 
donian Britons,  and  the  green  Tethys,  and  father  Ocean ;  will 
you  then  resign  Numa's  hills,  and  the  comfort  of  Nomentan 
retreats  P  and  does  the  country,  and  your  own  fireside,  fail  to 
retain  you  in  your  old  age?  You  defer  enjoyment,  but  Atro- 
pos  does  not  at  the  same  time  lay  aside  her  spindle,  and  every 
passing  hour  is  placed  to  your  account.  You  show  by  per- 
forming a  kindness  to  a  dear  friend  (and  who  would  not  praise 
such  conduct  t\  that  a  sacred  regard  to  your  word  is  clearer 
to  yon  than  life.  But  may  you  at  length  be  restored  to  your 
Sabine  estate,  long  to  reihain  there,  and  remember  yourself 
among  your  friends ! 

Do  you  an  India  voyage  then -design  P 

Ana  twice  to  cross  the  Tropic  and  the  Line  ? 

In  your  old  age  quit  Paul's  and  Harrow  spire  P 

A  cheerful  house,  and  comfortable  fire  ? 

Postpone  not  life :  life  still  is  posting  on: 

And  makes  you  debtor  for  each  moment  gone. 

A  noble  proof  of  friendship  you  afford, 

Who  hold  your  life  less  sacred  than  your  word. 

Soon  to  your  friends  return !  and  in  your  breast 

Leave  for  yourself  a  place  amongst  the  rest.        Say. 

ILV.      TO  A  SBADEB  DIFFICULT  TO  BE  PLEASED. 

If  my  little  books  contain  anything  gentle  and  graceful,  if 
my  page  teems  with  pleasing  terms  of  eulogy,  you  think  them 
insipid ;  and  when  I  offer  you  the  choicest  bits  of  a  Laurentian 
boar,  you  prefer  to  gnaw  the  bones.  Drink  Vatican  wine,  it 
you  like  something  sour ;  my  spread  is  not  for  your  stomach. 

If  in  my  books  aught  sweet  and  gentle  sound, 

Aught  celebrating  famous  acts  is  found, 
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Witless  thou  t  deem'st;  a  dry  bona  vslu'st  more, 
Thsn  such  choioe  morsels  of  the  noblest  boar. 
If  rano*rons  snleen  be  thy  beloVd  disease, 
My  candid  Tern  shall  ne'er  thy  malice  please* 

Anon.  1096. 

XXYI.      TO  MATHO. 

Ton  an  always  wishing,  Matho,  to  apeak  finely;  speak 
sometimes  merely  well;  sometimes  neither  well  nor  ill;  some- 
times eren  0L1 

Thou  finely  would'st  say  all P  Say  something  well: 
Nay,  something  ill,  if  thou  would'st  bear  the  bell. 

Elpkindon. 
"Omnia  vult beUS Matho  dioere;  die  sliquando 

Et  faw;  die  nmttrum  ;  die  sliquando  male." 
The  first  is  rather  more  than  mortal  can  do ; 

The  second  may  be  sadly  done,  or  gaOy  j 
Hie  third  is  still  more  difficult  to  stand  to  j 

The  fourth  we  hear,  and  see,  and  say  too,  daily : 
The  whole  together  is  what  I  could  wish 
To  serve  in  this  oonundrum  of  a  dish. 

Byron,  Don  Juan  Canto  XV. 

XLYII.     TO  JULIUS  KABTIAXIS. 

The  things  that  make  life  happy,  dearest  Martial,  are  these: 
wealth  not  gained  by  labour,  but  inherited;  lands  that  make 
no  ill  return;  a  hearth always  warm ;  freedom  firom  litigation; 
little  iieed  of, business  postume;  a  quiet  mind;  a  vigorous 
frame;  a  healthy  constitution;  prudence  without  cunning; 
friends  among  our  equals,  and  social  intercourse;  a  table 
spread  without  luxury;  nights,  not  of  drunkenness,  yet  of 
freedom  from  care;  a  bed,  not  void  of  connubial  pleasures, 
yet  chaste;  sleep,  such  as  makes  the  darkness  seem  short; 
contentment  witn  our  lot,  and  no  wish  for  change ;  and 
neither  to  fear  death  nor  seek  it. 

Whst  makes  the  happiest  life  below, 
A  fcw  plain  rules,  my  friend,  wIQ  show. 
A  good  estate,  not  earn'd  with  toil, 

But  left  by  will,  or  giVn  by  fete ; 
A  land  of  no  ungrateful  soO, 

A  constant  fire  within  your  grate : 

i  This  Bpigrsm  is  quoted  by  Abp.  Whtkely,  in  bis  Rhetoric,  ss  a  food 
nils  in  oonipos&tton. 
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No  law?  few  caret}  a  quiet  mind; 

Strength  unimpairfL,  a  healthful  frame} 
Wisdom  with  innooenoe  combin'd  j 

Friends  equal  both  in  yean  and  fame  $ 
Tour  living  easy,  and  your  board 
With  food,  but  not  with  luxury  stored 
A  bed,  though  chaste,  not  solitary  j 

Sound  sleep,  to  shorten  night's  dull  reign  ; 
Wish  nothing  that  is  yours  to  vary  j 

Think  aU  enjoyments  that  remain ; 
And  for  the  inevitable  hour, 
Nor  hope  it  nigh,  nor  dread  its  power.        MerwaiU. 

Martial,  the  things  that  do  attain 

The  happy  life,  be  these,  I  find: 
The  riches  left,  not  got  with  pain; 

The  fruitful  ground,  the  quiet  mind: 
The  equal  friend,  no  grudge,  no  strife  ; 

No  charge  of  rule,  nor  governance ; 
Without  disease,  the  healthful  life; 

The  household  of  continuance : 
The  mean  diet,  no  delicate  fere ; 

True  wisdom  join'd  with  simpleness ; 
The  night  discharged  of  all  care, 

Where  wine  the  wit  may  not  oppress : 
The  feithful  wife,  without  debate ; 

Such  sleeps  as  may  beguile  the  night. 
Contented  with  thine  own  estate ; 

Ne  wish  for  Death,  ne  fear  his  might 

Henry  Howard,  Earl  of  Surrey* 

The  things  that  make  a  life  to  please 

(Sweetest  Martial),  they  are  these: 

Estate  inherited,  not  got: 

A  thankful  field,  hearth  always  hot: 

City  seldom,  law-suits  never : 

Equal  friends  agreeing  ever : 

Health  of  body,  peace  of  mind: 

Sleeps  that  till  the  morning  bind: 

Wise  simplicity,  plain  fare  : 

Not  drunken  nights,  yet  IooeM  from  care : 

A  sober,  not  a  sullen  spouse: 

dean  strength,  not  such  as  his  that  plows} 

Wish  only  what  thou  art,  to  be; 

Death  neither  wish,  nor  tear  to  see. 

Sir  Bichard  Fanthawt. 
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The  foregoing  elegant  Epigram  bat  alto  been  tranalatad  by  Fletcher, 
Fenton,  Cowley,  Somerrile,  Hay,  Elphinrtoo,  the  Anonymous  translator 
of  1695,  and  tie  author  or  the  M8.  of  the  16th  Century. 

XLVTIL     MULTLAX's  PBEPjLBATIO*  FOB  i.  BAKQUJTr. 

^  The  priesthood  of  the  Pharian  heifer  *  announce  to  her  the 
eighth  hour,1  and  the  guard  armed  with  javelins  now  return 
to  their  quarters.*  Now  the  warm  baths  have  acouired  a  pro* 
per  temperature ;  at  the  preceding  hour  they  exhaled  an  in- 
tolerable excess  of  steam ;  at  the  sixth  the  heat  of  the  baths 
of  Nero  is  unsupportable.  Stella,  Nepoe,  Canius,  Cerealia, 
Flaoeus,  are  you  coming  P  The  sigma  (dinner-couch)  holds 
seven :  we  are  only  six,  add  Lupus.  My  bailiff's  wife  has 
brought  me  mallows,  to  aid  digestion,  and  other  treasures' of 
the  garden;  among  them  are  lettuces  and  leeks  for  dicing; 
nor  is  mint,  the  antidote  to  flatulence,  or  stimulant  elecam- 
pane, wanting.  Slices  of  egg  shall  crown  anchovies  dressed 
with  rue ;  and  there  shall  be  sow's  teats  swimming  in  tunny- 
sauce.  These  will  serve  as  whets  for  the  appetite.  My  little 
dinner  will  all  be  placed  on  table  at  once;  tnerewOl  bealrid 
snatched  from  the  jaws  of  the  rapacious  wolf;  there  will  be 
tid-bits  such'  as  have  no  need  of  a  carver;  there  will  be 
haricot  beans,  and  young  cabbage  sprouts.  To  these  will 
be  added  a  chicken;  and  a  ham  which  has  already  ap- 
peared at  table  three  times.  For  dessert  I  will  rive  ripe 
traits;  wine  from  a  Nomentan  flagon  which. was  filled  in  the 
second  consulship  of  Frontinus.  All  shall  be  seasoned  witK 
pleasantry  free  from  bitterness;  there  shall  be  no  licence  of 
speech  mat  brings  repentance  on  the  morrow,  and  nothing 
said  that  we  should  wish  unsaid.  But  my  guests  may 
speak  of  the  rival  motions  in  the  circus,  and  my  cups  shall 
make  no  man  guilty. 

The  clock  strikes  two:  now  every  powdered  spark 

Sallies  self-satisfied  into  the  Park. 

From  one  to  two  himself  he. did  peruse: 

From  twelve  to  one  his  chocolate  and  news. 

At  three  precisely  I  shall  dine  at  home ; 

Will,  Jack,  and  Tom,  and  Dick,  and  you  will  come : 

1  Ms.  *  Two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon. 

•  BtpUmtofdU  jamqm  mbitqus  cokon.  What  eokon  is  meant  here* 
bat  been  a  treat  subject  of  doubt.  Gronorhit  supposes  it  to  be  *he  pnt* 
torian  guard,  which  It  was  now  the  time  for  changing. 
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That  makes  us  tut;  I  have  one  place  to  spare | 

Bring  Ned;  and  listen  to  your  Dill  of  fere. 

A.  wholesome  salad  will  adorn  the  board, 

Luxurious,  as  my  garden  will  afford. 

The  lettuce  cooling;  leeks  that  claim  the  knife ; 

Mint  good  for  wine ;  and  rocket  for  the  wife : 

Parsneps  with  eggs  shall  hide  a  salted  fish ; 

Delicious pickledpork,  another  dish. 

Lamb,  which  perhaps  voull  think  is  better  meat ; 

A  morsel  Reynard  had  a  mind  to  eat. 

Cutlets,  which  want  no  earring  till  the/re  cold ; 

The  youngest  sprouts,  and  beans  that  are  too  old. 

Fowl,  and  a  ham  that  thrice  appeared  before ; 

Ripe  nonpareils  for  those  who  wish  for  more. 

Parsons  his  stout  (I  entertain  with  beer) 

BreVd  when  Lord  Mayor  elect  the  second  year. 

No  dangerous  secret,  no  iU-naturM  jest, 

No  freedoms,  which  next  day  will  break  your  rest : 

But  tales  of  bets  the  last  Newmarket  season : 

None  of  my  friends  shall  in  his  cups  talk  treason.  Hay. 

Ben  Jensen's  Imitation  to  Supper  is  a  close  imitation  of  this  Epigram. 
TTJT.     TO  COTTA. 

While  yon  yourself  Cotta,  drink  t>ut  of  Amethystine  cups, 
and  regale  yourself  with  the  rich  wine  of  Opimius,  you  offer 
me  new  Sabine  wine,  and  say  to  me,  "  Will  you  have  it  in  a 
cup  of  gold?"  Who  would  have  leaden  wine  in  a  golden  cup  P 

When  rich  Opimian  wine  thyself  dost  quafi^ 

Turn  th'  amethystine  classes  often  o% 

Thou  Tile  Sabinum  ofier'st  unto  me, 

And  sayXu  Wilt  drink  in  gold  Pw  to  show  thou"rt  free. 

Who  cares  (thy  sordid  nature  to  unfold) 

For  leaden  wine,  though, in  a  cup  of  gold?    Anon.  1695. 

L.      OK  THE  PXAXH   07  THE  OHABIOT1SB  80ORPTT8. 

Let  Victory  in  sadness  break  her  Idumsan  palms;  O  Fa- 
vour, strike  thy  bare  breast  with  unsparing  hand.  Let  Hon- 
our change  her  garb  for  that  of  mourning;  and  make  thy 
crowned  locks,  0  disconsolate  Glory,  an  offering  to  the 
cruel  flames.  Oh !  sad  misfortune !  that  thou,  Scorpus,  should 
be  cut  off  in  the  flower  of  thy  youth,  and  be  called  so  prema- 
turely to  harness  the  dusky  steeds  of  Pluto.  The  chariot-race 
was  always  shortened  by  your  rapid  driving;  but  O  why 
should  your  own  race  have  oeen  so  speedily  run? 
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Boast,  Victory,  no  more  Idume's  land : 

Beat,  Favour,  thy  bare  breast,  with  barb'rous  hand* 

Change,  weeping  Honour,  change  thy  glad  attire : 

Peed,  ffroapmff  Glory,  feed  the  rWral  nre 

With  the  lich  honours  from  thy  temples  torn : 

There  be  no  more  the  wonted  garlands  worn* 

Of  youth  bereft,  amid  thy  glorious  deeds, 

How  soon  thou,  Scorpus,  join'st  thy  sable  steeds! 

Ah !  why  so  rapid  was  thy  ear's  career  P 

And  why  thy  goal  of  vital  coarse  so  near  P    Elptouto*. 

LI.     TO  rATTSTIWUS. 

The  Tynan  bull1  now  looks  back  on  the  constellation  of 
the  ram  of  Ihryxus,*  and  the  winter  flees  from  Castor,  visible 
alternately  with  his  brother*  The  country  smiles ;  the  earth 
resumes  its  verdure,  the  trees  their  foliage ;  and  plaintive 
Philomel  renews  her  strain.   Of  what  bright  days  at  Bavenna 
does  Borne  deprive  you,  Faustinas!    0  ye  suns !  0  retired 
ease  in  the  simple  tunic!    0  groves!  0  fountains!  0  sandy 
shores  moist  but  firm!  0  rocky  Anxur,  towering  in  splendour 
above  the  azure  surface !  and  the  couch,  which  commands  the 
view  of  more  than  one  water,  beholding  on  one  side  the  ships 
of  the  river,  on  the  other  those  of  the  sea!    But  there  are 
no  theatres  of  Marcellus  or  of  Pompey,  no  triple  baths,  no 
four  forums;  nor  the  lofty  temple  or  Gapitoline  Jove;  nor 
other  glitterim^temples  that  almost  reach  the  heaven; to  which 
they  are  consecrated.    How  often  do  I  imagine  I  hear  you, 
when  thoroughly  wearied,  saying  to  the  Founder  of  Borne: 
M  Sleep  what  is  yours,  and  restore  me  what  is  mine." 
Now  that  the  vernal  eonstellations  chase 
The  winter's  rage,  and  earth  renews  her  face ; 
Now  the  fields  smile,  and  trees  fresh  verdures  take, 
And  Philomel  her  charmingplaints  does  make ; 
What  days,  what  joys,  does  Rome  from  thee  withholi! 
What  ease  from  city  toO,  not  to  be  told! 
O  woods !  0  founts !  O  Amur's  nleasant  strand! 
'Where  rolling  waves  wash  o'er  the  glittering  sand) 
Where  eVn  from  bed  you  divers  waters  see, 
Here  boats  on  rivers  glide,  there  on  the  sea. 
But  some  will  urge,  you  do  not  here  behold 
The  Capitol,  the  temples  rich  with  gold 
Bmbelhsh'd,  which  in  gorgeousness  draw  ni$h 
Theheav'ns  they  represent,  and  with  them  vie; 
i  Taurus,  April.       *  Merck        •  TJie  Gemini,  J/sy 
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Rome  t  august  baths,  nor  theatres,  an  hen. 

Her  grandeur  does  not  in  the  least  appear* 

Before  yon  both  advantages  I  lay } 

And  now,  I  tutor,  I  do  hear  yon  say, — 

As  men,  when  with  Dl  wires  they  oan't  agreev— 

"Rome,  take  whatf s  thine,  render  what's  mine  tc  me," 

Anon,\6U, 
Now  the  gay  hours  to  meet  the  Pleiads  run, 
And  winter  flies  before  the  vernal  son ; 
Now  smiles  new-dad  the  woodland  and  the  plain. 
And  plaintive  Philomel  renews  her  strain ; 
What  happy  days  the  town  now  steals  from  Kent! 
There  in  pore  air  and  ease  unfbrmal  spent! 
Think  on  your  groves,  your  fountains,  borer's  strands, 
And  o'er  the  waves  her  high  commanding  lands  i 
Which  to  your  bed  a  double  view  afford, 
Of  ships  at  sea,  and  ships  in  harbour  moor'cL 
(What,  though  there  be  no  crowded  theatre ; 
No  senate,  and  no  courts  of  justioe  there ; 
No  palace,  where  our  honourd  monarch  lies ; 
No  Paul's  with  gilded  cross  invade  the  skies ; 
I  seem  to  hear  you  thus  reproach  the  town : 
"Keep  to  yourself  your  things  j  give  me  my  own."  Ray. 

jxl    ov  a.  buvuch. 
Noma,  one  day,  saw  the  eunuch  Thelyi  dressed  in  a  tog*. 
He  remarked  that  it  was  a  convicted  adnltress. 

The  eunuch  Thetis  when  begown'd  he  saw, 
Sage  Numa  cried:  A  punk  condemn'd  by  law 

Efahinsion. 

LHI.     1PTTAPH  QK  THB  OHABIOTXBB  S0OBPUB. 

O  Borne,  I  am  Scorpus,  the  glory  of  thy  noisy  circus,  the 
object  of  thy  applause,  thy  short-lived  favourite.  The  envious 
Lachesis,  when  she  cut  me  off  in  my  twenty-seventh  year, 
accounted  me,  in  judging  by  the  number  of  my  victories,  to 
be  an  old  man. 

I  am  that  8oormie,  glory  of  the  race, 
Rome's  admirea  joy,  but  joy  for  a  short  space. 
Anions;  the  dead  Fates  early  me  enrolTdj 
Numbering  my  conquests,  they  did  think  me  old. 

Anon,  169C. 
On  Oe  deatk  of  a  OirL 
Censure  no  more  the  hand  of  death 
That  stoppM  so  early  Stella's  breath, 
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Nor  let  ui  easy  error  be 
Charged  with  the  name  of  cruelty. 
He  heard  her  sense,  her  virtues  told, 
And  took  her  (well  he  might)  for  old. 

JomkBdpk. 

LIT.     TO  OLT7S. 

You  put  fine  dishes  on  your  table,  Olus,  but  you  always 

fut  them  on  covered.    Tub  is  ridiculous ;  in  the  same  way 
could  put  fine  dishes  on  my  table. 

Ton  give  us  good  dishes,  but  all  of  them  cover: 

So  I  could  feast  guests  a  hundred  and  over.         Ano*. 

LY.     OK  KABTTLLA. 

Arrectum  quoties  Manilla  penem 

Pensavit  digitds,  diuq;  mensa  est: 

Libras  scriptula,  sextulasque  dicit. 

Idem  post  opus,  et  suas  palsstras, 

Loro  cum  similis  jaoet  remisso : 

Quanto  sit  levior  Manilla  dicit. 

Ron  ergo  est  manus  ista,  sed  stater*. 
Ogni  voha  che  Manilla  ha  potato  eolle  dita  Y  eretto  membro,  e 
*unffO  tempo  misurato :  ne  dice  le  libre,  gli  scrupoK  ed  i  grain. 
Panmenti  dopo  le  sue  giostre,  giaee  simile  ad  un  rilaseiato  cuojo, 
Manilla  dice  cti  quanto  sia  piu  leggiero.  Questa  dumque  non  &  una 
mano  ma  una  stadera,  Qraglia. 

LYI.      TO  GALLXJS. 

You  expect  me,  Gallup  to  be  always  at  your  service,  and 
trudge  up  and  down  the  Aventine  mount  three  or  four  times 
a  day.  Cascellius  extracts  or  repairs  an  aching  tooth;  Hy- 
ginus  burns  away  the  hairs  that  disfigure  the  eye ;  Eannius 
relieves,  without  cutting,  the  relaxed  uvula ;  Bros  effaces  the 
degrading  brand-marks  from  slaves'  foreheads ;  Hermes  is  a 
very  Podalirius  in  curing  hernia;  but  tell  me,  Gallus,  where 
is  he  that  can  cure  the  ruptured  P 

Gallus,  thou96?st  have  me  thee  attend  alway, 
To  pass  th'  Aventine  three,  four  times  a  day. 
Cascellius  remedies  to  th*  teeth  applies, 
Hy ginus  to  aU  evils  of  the  eyes ; 
Fannius  defluxions  of  all  sorts  can  stay, 
Eros  the  scars  of  branding  dear  away  % 
Hermes  inveterate  ruptures  will  insure: 
Hast  thou  the  skill  a  broken  state  to  cure? 

Anon,  HUM. 
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LVH.     TO  8SXTU8. 

Ton  used  to  send  me  a  pound  weight  of  silver;  it  has 
dwindled  to  half  a  pound  of  pepper !  I  cannot  afford  to  buy 
my  pepper,  Sextus,  so  dear. 

You'd  wont  to  tend  a  pound  of  plate  each  year, 
But  half  a  pound  does  now  from  you  appear, 
And  that  of  spice.  I  buy  not  spice  so  dear. 

^noa.  1096. 

Lvm.    to  raovrnros,  xxoxrsnro  tttmbitiT  pob  havtko 

KIOLBCTXD  TO  PIT  HIS  BESPIOTS  TO  HIM. 

Whilst  I  frequented,  Frontinus,   the  calm  retreats  ct 
Anzur  on  the  sea»  and  the  nefchbouring  Baisa,  with  its  villas 
on  the  shore,  the  groves  free  from  the  troublesome  cicada  in 
the  heats  of  July,  and  the  freshwater  lakes,  I  then  was  at 
leisure,  in  company  with  you,  to  cultivate  the  learned  muses; 
but  now  mighty  Borne  exhausts  me.    Here,  when  is  a  day 
my  own?    I  am  tossed  about  in  the  vortex  of  the  city;  and 
my  life  is  wasted  in  laborious  nothingness;  meantime  I  cul- 
tivate some  wretched  acres  of  a  suburban  farm,  and  keep 
my  homestead  near  thy  temple,  0  sacred  Bomulus.  But  love  is 
not  testified  solely  by  day  and  night  attendance  on  a  patron; 
nor  does  such  waste  of  time  become  a  poet.    By  the  sacred 
Muses  and  by  all  the  gods  I  swear  that  I  love  you,  though  I 
fail  to  exercise  the  offickmsness  of  a  mere  client. 
On;  the  cool  shore,  near  Baia's  gentle  seats* 
I  lay  retired  in  Auxin's  toft  retreats; 
Whose  silver  lakes,  with  verdant  shadows  crown'd, 
Disperse  a  grateful  coolness  all  around. 
The  grasshopper  avoids  th9  untainted  air, 
Nor,  in  the  neat  of  summer,  ventures  there. 
Whilst  I  the  brackish  Anxur's  sweet  retreats, 
And  on  the  shore  the  nearer  Baian  seats 
Haunted;  those  springing  lakes  and  woods  wherein 
r  th'  summer  grasshoppers  ne'er  made  a  dinn; 
I  leisure  had  the  Mu<h?s  to  admire 
With  thee:  Great  Borne  now  both  of  us  doth  tire. 
What  day  is  now  our  own  P  wee*re  lost  i'  th'  mayne 
C  th'  towns,  and  waste  our  lives  in  fruitless  payne ; 
Whilst  barren  suburb  grounds  wee  to  manure 
About  our  seats,  neare  Rome,  ourselves  enure. 
Yet  those  may  love  that  do  not  night  and  day 
(Which  not  becomes  a  poet)  visits  pay. 
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By  th'  sacred  Muses  and  the  gods  above, 
I  yon  in  truth*  not  like  a  courtier,  love. 

OldM8.\mCmL 

UL     TO  A  BBAPIB  DOTICULT  TO  PLIA81. 

If  one  subject  occupies  a  whole  page,  you  pass  oyer  it; 
short  epigrams,  rather  than  good  ones,  seem  to  please  you, 
A  rich  repast,  consisting  of  every  species  of  dish,  is  set  be- 
fore you,  out  only  dainty  bits  gratify  your  taste.  I  do  not 
covet  a  reader  with  such  an  over-nice  palate;  I  want  one  that 
48  not  content  to  make  a  meal  without  bread. 

If  one  sole  epigram  takes  up  a  page, 

Ton  turn  it  o'er,  and  will  not  there  engage : 

Consulting  not  its  worth,  but  your  dear  ease; 

And  not  what's  good,  but  what  is  short,  does  please. 

I  serve  a  feast  with  all  the  riohest  fare 

The  market  yields ;  for  tarts  you  only  care. 

My  books  not  fram'd  such  liq'riah  guests  to  treat, 

But  such  as  relish  bread,  and  solid  meat    Anon.  1696. 

lz.    ok  innnrA. 

Munna  solicited  C©sar  for  the  rights  of  a  teacher  of  three 
scholars;  though  he  had  always  been  accustomed  to  teach 
only  two1. 

The  right  of  three  disciples  Munna  sought: 
But  Munna,  more  than  two,  had  never  taught 

ElphhuUm. 

LH.     EPITAPH  OK  TOOTIOK. 

Here  reposes  Erotion  in  the  shade  of  the  tomb  that  too 
early  dosed  around  her,  snatched  away  by  relentless  Fate 
in  her  sixth  winter.  Whoever  thou  art  that,  after  me, 
Shalt  rule  over  these  lands,  render  annual  presents  to  her 
gentle  shade.  So,  with  undisturbed  possession,  so,  with  thy 
family  ever  in  health,  may  this  stone  be  the  only  one  of  a 
mournful  description  on  thy  domain. 

Underneath  this  needy  stone 
lies  little  sweet  Erotion ; 
Whom  the  Fates,  with  hearts  as  cold, 
Nipp'd  away  at  six  years  old. 
Thou,  whoever  thou  mavst  be, 
That  hast  this  small  field  after  me, 

*  k^dnwnbomii^juttnumlibcrontm;  seeB  O.Bp.91 
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Let  the  yearly  rites  be  paid 

To  her  little  slender  thade  | 

So  shall  no  disease  or  jar 

Hurt  thy  house,  or  chill  thy  I«r  j 

But  this  tomb  be  here  alone 

The  only  melancholy  stone.  Leigh  EM. 

LZn.     TO  A  8CHOOL1CA8TKB. 

Schoolmaster,  be  indulgent  to  your  simple  scholars ;  if  you 
would  have  many  a  long-haired  youth  resort  to  your  lectures, 
and  the  class*  seated  round  your  critical  table  love  you.  So  may 
no  teacher  of  arithmetic,  or  of  swift  writing,  be  surrounded 
oy  a  greater  ring  of  pupils.  The  days  are  bright,  and  glow 
under  the  flaming  constellation  of  the  Lion,  and  fervid  July 
is  ripening  the  teeming  harvest.  Let  the  Scythian  scourge 
with  its  formidable  thongs,  such  as  flogged  Marsyas  of  Ce* 
i®n®,  and  the  terrible  cano,  the  schoolmaster's  sceptre,  be 
laid  aside,  and  sleep  until  the  Ides  of  October.  In  summer, 
S  boys  preserve  their  health,  they  do  enough. 

Thou  monarch  of  eight  parts  of  speech, 

Who  sweep* st  with  birch  a  youngster's  breech, 

Oh!  now  awhile  withhold  your  hand! 

So  may  the  trembling  crop-hair'd  band 

Around  your  desk  attentive  hear, 

And  pay  you  love  instead  of  fear : 

So  may  yours  ever  be  as  full, 

As  writing  or  as  dancing  school 

The  scorching  dog-day  is  begun ; 

The  harvest  roasting  m  the  sun : 

Each  Bridewell  keeper,  though  required 

To  use  the  lash,  is  too  much  tir'd. 

Let  ferula  and  rod  together 

Lie  dormant,  till  the  frosty  weather. 

Boys  do  improve  enough  m  reason. 

Who  miss  a  fever  in  this  season.      *    Hay. 

LZHL     EPITAPH  OK  A  KOBLB  1CATBOW. 

Small  though  the  tomb,  traveller,  on  which  you  read  these 
lines,  it  yields  not  in  interest  to  the  sepulchres  of  Mausolus 
or  the  Pyramids.  I  have  lived  long  enough  to  be  twice  a 
spectator  of  the  Secular  Games ;  and  my  life  lost  nothing  of 
happiness  before  my  funeral  pyre.  Juno  gave  me  five  sons, 
and  as  many  daughters;  and  their  hands  closed  my  dving 
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©yes.    Ban  oonjngal  glory,  too,  was  mine  j  my  chaste  lore 
knew  but  one  husband. 

By  this  small  stone  as  great  remains  are  hid, 

Aj  sleep  in  an  Egyptian  pyramid. 

Here  lies  a  matron,  for  her  years  rever*d  j 

Who  through  them  all  with  spotless  honour  tteerU 

Five  sons,  as  many  daughters,  nature  gave, 

Who  droppVi  their  pious  tears  into  her  grave. 

Nor  her  feast  glory,  though  too  rarely  known  j 

One  man  she  held  most  dear,  and  one  alone.     Hay 

LJJT.     TO  POLLA,  WTTB  Of  LTJOAJT  THB  POM. 

PoUa,  my  oueen,  if  yon  light  upon  any  of  my  little  books, 
do  not  regard  my  sportive  sallies  with  knitted  brow.  Tour 
own  great  bard,  the  glory  of  our  Helicon,  while  he  was  sound* 
ing  fierce  wan  with  his  Pierian  trumpet,  was  yet  not  ashamed 
to  say  in  sportive  rerse,  "If  I  am  not  to  piny  the  part  of 
Ganymede,  what,  Cotta,  am  I  doing  here  P"  * 

Imperial  Polls,  should  my  various  lay 

To  thy  chaste  ears  explore  her  dubious  wayi 

Interpretation  bland  would  meet  each  joke, 

Which  a  soft  smile  (O  could  it !)  would  provoke 

Of  him,  to  deep  who  quafTd  Castslia's  spring, 

Whose  deathless  glory  bids  Parnassus  ring ; 

Who,  while  his  trump  sublime  blows  savage  wars, 

Not  stQl  the  strains  of  guiltless  mirth  abhors  j 

Nor  blushes  in  familiar  guise  to  say: 

"If  never  I  unbend,  who  nerves  my  lay t"   J31p1km$tm. 

LIT.     TO  CABMZKIOK,  AH  JmifTHATl  FBBSOK. 

Whilst  you  Taunt  yourself  Carmenion,  a  citizen  of  Corinth, 
and  no  one  Questions  your  assertion,  why  do  you  call  me 
brother;  I,  who  was  born  amongst  the  Iberians  and  Celts, 
a  native  of  the  banks  of  the  Taguar*  Is  it  that  we  seem  alike 
in  countenance  P  You  walk  about  with  shining  wavy  tresses ; 
I  with  my  Spanish  crop  stubborn  and  bristling.  Ton  are 
perfectly  smooth  from  the  daily  use  of  depilatories;  I  am 
rougli-haired  both  in  limb  and  face.  Tou  nave  lisping  lips 
and  a  feeble  tongue ;  my  infant  daughter  speaks  with  more 
force  than  you.    Not  more  unlike  is  the  doreto  the  eagle, 

1  Words  taken  torn  some  piece  of  Lucen's,  none  of  whose 
foems  are  extant. 
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the  timid  gaseQe  to  the  fierce  lion,  tYan  you  to  me.    Cease 
then,  Oarmenion,  to  call  me  brother,  Jest  1  call  yon  Bister. 

Boasting  yourself  a  cytyzen 

Of  Corinth,  (which  all  grant,)  why  then 

Mee  bora  in  Spayne,  within  the  wall 

Of  BHboa,  doe  you  brother  callP 

Are  we  in  count'nance  like  at  all? 

Soft  neately  curled  locks  you  weare : 

I've  stubborn  bristle*  like  a  beare. 

You  with  a  pummice-stone  are  aleekt 

Bayly:  rm  hajrry-tbiyh'd  and  cheekt 

Ton  hare  a  lisping  voice  and  weake, 

My  daughter  does  more  strongly  speake. 

Bold  lycos  from  the  fearfull  doe, 

Eagles  from  doves,  differ  not  soe. 

Forbeare  to  call  me  brother  then, 

Least  I  you  sister  call  agayne.    Old  MS.  IMk  Cent. 

LOT.     TO  THEOPOMPU8,  A  HAVD80KB  YOUTH,  BECOME 
A  OOOK. 

Who,  I  ask,  was  so  unfeeling,  who  bo  barbarous  as  to  make 
you,  Theooompus,  a  cook  P  Has  any  one  the  heart  to  defile 
a  face  such  as  this  with  the  smut  of  a  kitchen  P  Can  any 
one  pollute  such  locks  with  greasy  soot?  Who  could  better 
present  caps,  or  crystal  goblets  P  Out  of  what  hand  would 
the  Falerman  come  with  more  relish  ?  If  this  is  the  destiny 
of  youth  of  such  brilliant  beauty,  let  Jupiter  at  once  make 
a  cook  of  Ganymede. 

Who  could  so  cruel,  who  so  brutish  be, 

For  a  cook,  Theopomp,  to  destine  thee  ? 

Could  any  soil  that  face  so  sweetly  fair? 

Condemn  to  soot  and  grease  that  lovely  hair  ? 

None  worthier  with  the  crystal  glass  to  stand, 

And  praise  the  wine  with  his  more  crystal  hand. 

For  such  a  fete,  if  beauteous  boys  must  look, 

Next  news  we  hear,  Jove  doats  upon  a  cook. 

Anon.  1995. 
UYTX.     EPITAPH  OW  PLOTIA,  AS"  OLD  WOMAN". 

Plotia,  the  daughter  of  Pyrrha,  the  stepmother  of  Nestor, 
she  whom  Niobe,  in  her  youth,  saw  grey-headed,  she  whom 
the  aged  Laertes  called  his  grandmother,  Priam  his  nurse, 
Tb  yestes  his  mother-in-law ;  Plotia,  older  than  any  crow,  is 
at  last  laid  lusting  in  this  tomb  a*ong  with  bald  Melantliion. 
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Here  Pyrrha's  daughter,  Nestor*!  mother-in-law,, 

Whom  youthful  Niobe  m  grey  hairs  saw, 

Whom  old  Laertes  did  his  beldame  name, 

Great  Priam's  nurse.  Threates*  wife's  grandam, 

Survivor  to  all  iune-li vea  daws  are  gone, 

Old  Plotja,  with  her  bald  Melanthion, 

Lies  itching  here  at  last  under  this  stone.        FUtchtr. 

LXVTII.      TO  LBLLA- 

Though,  Ladia,  your  home  is  not  Ephesus,  or  Bhodea,  or 
Mitylene,  but  a  house  in  a  patrician  street  at  Borne;  and 
though  yon  had  a  mother  from  the  swarthy  Etruscans,  who 
never  painted  her  face  in  her  life,  and  a  sturdy  father  from 
theplains  of  Aricia ;  yet  yon  (oh  shame !)  a  countrywoman 
of  HenOia  and  Egena,  are  perpetually  repeating,  in  volup- 
tuous Greek  phrase,  "My  life,  my  soul."    Such  expressions 
should  be  reserved  for  the  conch,  and  not  even  for  every  conch, 
but  only  that  which  is  prepared  by  a  mistress  for  a  wanton 
lover.    Yon  pretend  forsooth  a  wish  to  know  how  to  speak 
as  a  chaste  matron,  but  your  lascivious  movements  woula  be* 
tray  you.  Though  yon  were  to  learn  all  that  Corinth  can  teach, 
La3lia,and  practise  it,  you  would  never  become  a  perfect  Lais. 
When  thee  nor  Ephesus  nor  Rhodes  will  own, 
When  MityleneS  name  thou  scarce  hast  known  j 
Though  Grecian  main  or  isle  oould  ne'er  complete 
The  upstart  native  of  Patrician-street : 
Thy  mother  tinged  but  by  Etruscan  brown  j 
Thy  sire  a  stalker  of  Alicia's  down : 
Presumestfhou  to  lisp,  without  control, 
Z*i)  eal  ipvri  I  for,  my  life  and  soul? 
Oh  shame  f  a  daughter  of  HersOia  thou  P 
Thee  shall  Egeria  of  her  clan  avow? 
Buch  strains  thy  oouch,  nor  evfy  couch,  should  hear : 
Buch  wit  keeps  Lewdness  for  her  lover's  ear. 
Thou  studiest  style  that  suits  a  matron's  use : 
More  luscious  cannot  burning  lust  produce. 
All  Corinth  should  she  con,  and  bid  us  see, 
A  Le&a  ne'er  will  quite  a  Lais  be.  Etphm$Um. 

LUX.     TO  POLLA. 

Ton  set  a  watch  upon  your  husband,  Polls:  you  refuse  to 
have  any  set  upon  yourself.  This,  Polla,  is  making  a  wife  of 
your  husband. 

Thou,  Polia,  guard'st  thy  spouse ;  he  guards  not  thee : 
Thou  sure  must  be  the  husband,  the  wife  he.         Am*. 
Si 
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1H.     TO  POTITUfl. 

Because  1  produce  scarcely  one  book  in  a  whole  year,  I  in- 
cur from  you,  leaned  Potitus,  the  censure  of  idleness.  But 
with  how  much  more  justice  intent  you  wonder  that  I  produce 
even  one,  seeing  how  freojienti^  my  whole  day  is  frittered 
away  I  Sometimes*  I  receive  friends  in  the  evening,  to  re* 
turn  my  morning  calls;  others  I  have  to  congratulate  on  pre- 
ferments, though  no  one  has  to  congratulate  me.  Sometimes 
I  am  required  to  seal  some  document  at  the  temple  of  the 
lustrous  Diana  on  Mount  Aventin;  sometimes  the  first,  some- 
times the  fifth  hour,  claims  me  for  its  occupations.  Some* 
times  the  consul  detains  me,  or  the  prater,  or  the  dancers  as 
they  return;  frequently,  listening  to  a  poet's  recitation  oc- 
cupies the  entire  day.  Nor  can  I  fairly  refuse  a  few  minutes 
to  a  pleader,  or  a  rhetorician,  or  a  grammarian,  should  they 
make  the  request  After  the  tenth  hour,  I  go  fatigued  to 
the  bath,  and  to  get  my  hundred  farthings.1  What  time  hate 
I,  Potitus,  for  writing  a  bookP 


That  scarce  a  pieoe  I  publish  in  a  year, 

Idle  perhaps  to  you  I  may  appear. 

But  xather,  that  I  write  at  all,  admire, 

When  I  am  often  robb'd  of  days  entire. 

Now  with  my  friends  the  evening  I  must  spend : 

To  those  prefexr'd  my  compliments  must  send. 

Now  st  the  witnessing  a  will  make  one : 

Harried  from  this  to  that,  my  morning's  gone. 

Someofioe  mutt  attend ;  or  else  some  bail  j 

Or  ales  my  lawyer's  summons  to  the  halL 

Now  a  rehearsal,  now  a  concert  hear; 

Ana  now  a  Latin  play  at  Westminster. 

Home  after  ten  return,  quite  tir'd  and  dosVL 

When  is  the  piece,  you  want,  to  be  oomposM  P    Hag* 

lxxt.  off  BABntnrs,  the  abobxtbot  of  domitiaw,  fbais- 

TSQ  HIS  AFFECTION  FOB  HIS  FABEJTTS. 

Whoever  thou  art  that  desirest  for  thy  parents  a  long  and 
happy  life,  regard  with  sympathy  the  short  inscription  upon 
this  marble  tomb : — "  Here  Babiriua  consigned  two  dear  de- 
parted ones  to  the  earth ;  no  aged  couple  ever  died  under 
happier  circumstances.  Sixty  years  of  married  life  were 
gently  closed  in  one  and  the  same  night;   a  single  pyre 

1  Thstis,UM0portula.    See  B.  I.  Ep.  70. 
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sufficed  for  both  funerals."  Yet  Babirius  mcurns  them  as 
though  they  had  been  snatched  from  him  in  the  flower  of 
their  youth;  nothing  can  be  more  unjustifiable  than  such  la- 
mentations. 

Thou  that  dost  wish  thy  parents'  lives  should  prove 
Both  longsnd  blest,  this  tomb's  short  title  love. 
Wherein  Rabinus*  dead  dears  parents  rest 
No  age  with  happier  fate  was  ever  blest 
Wedlocke  of  threescore  years  one  night  untwines, 
And  in  one  fonerall  flame  both  bodies  wynes. 
But  he,  as  they  had  dyM  in  greener  yesres, 
Stfllweepea.  What  iustioe  is  there  in  those  teares?    J&y. 

t.ttit.    nr  pbusi  o*  truax. 

Flatteries,  in  vain  do  yon  come  to  me,  miserable  objects, 
with  prostituted  lips!  I  am  not  about  to  celebrate  a  Lord 
or  a  God;  there  is  now  no  longer  any  abode  for  yon  in  this 
city.  Go  far  away  to  the  turbaned  Parthians,  ana;  with  base 
and  servile  supplications,  kiss  the  feet  of  their  pageant  kings. 
Here  there  is  no  lord,  but  an  emperor;  as  senator,  the  most 
just  of  all  the  senate;  one  through  whose  efforts  Truth,  simple 
and  unadorned,  has  been  recovered  from  the  Stygian  realm. 
Under  this  prince,  Borne,  if  thou  art  discreet,  beware  of 
speaking  in  the  language  used  to  his  predecessors. 

In  vain,  O  wretched  Flattery, 
With  bare-worn  lips  thou  com'st  to  me, 
To  call  me  falsely  Lord  and  God. 
Away;  for  thee  here's  no  abode  j 
To  Parthia's  mitred  Monarch*  goe ; 
There  falling  prostrate,  basely  low, 
Hie  gaudy  King's  proud  feet  adore. 
This  is  no  Lord,  but  Emperor, 
Of  all  the  justest  Senator. 
By  whom  from  Stygian  shades,  the  plain 
And  rustic  truth's  brought  back  again. 
Thou  dax'at  not,  Borne,  this  Emperor 
To  flatter  as  thou  didst  before.  Mag* 

In  vain,  mean  flatteries,  ye  try 
To  gnaw  the  lip,  and  fall  the  eye1 
No  man  or  goa  or  lord  I  name : 
From  Romans  far  be  such  a  shams. 
Go  teach  the  supple  Parthian  how 
To  veil  the  bonnet  on  his  brow; 
2i2 
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Or  on  the  ground  all  prostrate  fling 
Some  Pict,  before  his  barbarous  King. 

Addison:  Dud.  on  Medali. 

t.t-tttt  to  mascub  Ajsrromvs  PBiinra. 
A  letter  from  my  ekxpent  friend  has  brought  with  it  a 
pleasing  token  of  his  friendship,  an  imposing  present  of  a 
Koman  toga;  a  toga  not  such  as  Fabricius,  bnt  as  Apicius, 
would  have  been  glad  to  wear;  or  as  the  knight  Maecenas, 
the  Mend  of  Augustus,  might  have  chosen.  It  would  have 
been  of  less  value  in  my  estimation  had  any  other  person  been 
the  giver;  it  is  not  by  every  hand  that  a  propitious  sacri- 
fice may  be  offered.  Coming  from  you  it  is  grateful  to  me ; 
but  even  had  I  not  loved  your  gift,  Marcus,  I  must  naturally 
love  my  own  name.1  But  more  valuable  than  the  gift,  and 
more  pleasing  than  even  the  name,  is  the  kind  attention  and 
favour  of  so  learned  a  man. 

A  missive  pledge,  whence  pledges  bring  renown, 

Brought  the  grave  present  of  th'  Ausonian  gown ; 

Which,  not  Fabriaus,  would  Apicius  bear; 

And  which  th*  Augustan  knight  were  proud  to  wear. 

This  from  elsewhere  might  less  acceptance  gain : 

Not  ev*ry  hand  can  hallow  victims  slain. 

From  thine  the  boon  must  yield  supreme  delight: 

The  very  name  might  selfish  love  excite. 

But,  far  more  grateful  than  the  boon  or  name, 

From  learning  8  hand,  and  friendship's  heart,  it  came. 

Elpkinsto*. 
LXITV.     TO  BOMB. 

Have  pity  at  length,  Borne,  upon  the  weary  congratulator, 
the  weary  client :  How  long  shall  I  be  a  dangler  at  levees, 
among  crowds  of  anxious  clients  and  toga-clad  dependents, 
earning  a  hundred  paltry  coins  *  with  a  whole  day's  work, 
while  Scorpus  *  triumphantly  carries  off  in  a  single  hour  fifteen 
heavy  bags  of  shining  gold?  I  ask  not  as  the  reward  of  my 
little  books  (for  what  indeed  are  they  worth  ?)  the  plains  of 
Apulia,  or  Hvbla,  or  the  spic^bearing  Nile,  or  the  tender 
vines  which,  from  the  brow  of  the  Setian  hill,  look  down  on 
the  Poraptine  marshes.  What  then  do  I  desire,  you  ask  f — 
To  sleep. 


1  Marcus  was  the  name  both  of  the  girer  and  the  receirer  of  the  present 
'  See  Fy.  70.  *  The  charioteer :  see  Ep.  50, 53. 
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T1r*d  with  the  town,  too  much  of  life  I  Ve  spent 

In  formal  levees,  and  dull  compliment 

For  long  attendance  what  reward  we  meet! 

A  word!  at  most  a  dinner  from  the  great! 

One  hoar  to  Figg  did  greater  saint  afford, 

Much  greater,  for  a  flourish  of  nil  sword* 

Were  f  to  pay  the  labours  of  my  Muse 

(Small  her  desert),  not  Chelsea  fields  I'd  chooses 

Nor  Hybla's  honey  |  nor  Arabia's  spice  j 

Nor  pleasant  gardens  hung  on  Higngato'a  rise, 

Overlooking  Hackney-marshes  led  with  sheep. 

Ask  you,  what  is  it  then  I  want  P--To  sleep.       Em. 

LXXV.      Off  OJXLA* 

Once  upon  a  time  Galla's  demand  was  twenty  thousand 
sesterces ;  and  I  admit  she  was  not  much  too  clear  at  the 
price.  A  year  passed  by :  "I  am  yours,"  she  said,  "for  ten 
thousand  aesteroes."  This  seemed  to  me  more  than  she  had 
asked  before.  Six  months  afterwards,  when  she  came  down 
to  two  thousand.  I  offered  one  thousand,  which  she  refused. 
About  two  or  three  months  later,  so  far  from  refusing  this 
sum,  she  herself  lowered  her  demand  to  four  gold  pieces.  I 
declined  to  give  it,  and  then  she  asked  me  to  give  her  a  hundred 
sesterces ;  out  even  this  sum  seemed  greatly  too  much.  A 
miserable  sportula  of  a  hundred  farthings  would  then  have 
brought  us  together;  that  is,  she  proposed  to  accept  it;  but 
I  tola  her  I  had  bestowed  it  on  my  slave.  Could  she  descend 
lower  than  this  f  She  did;  she  now  offers  herself  for  nothing; 
but  I  decline. 

Galla,  times  past,  ask'd  me  an  hundred  pound : 

And  'twas  not  much,  where  such  a  form  was  found. 

After  one  year,  fifty  was  her  demand: 

Metbought  she  now  was  at  a  dearer  hand. 

Some  tune  lapsed:  says  she,  Twenty  you'll  bestow 

Ten  I  shall  gladly:  but  she  answerd,  No. 

Two  or  three  months,  I  know  not  which,  pass'dmores 

Then  she  ask'd  nobles,  and  of  them,  but  four, 

And  I  refus'd.  Well,  send  a  hundred  pence: 

But  this  seem'd  then  too  much,  and  I  went  thenoe. 

She  next  my  poor  dry  sportula  did  crave. 

Good  truth,  said  I,  that  to  my  boy  I  gave. 

Was  't  possible  that  she  should  lower  goP 

Tes:  Gratis  herself  she  oftVd  1 1  ssidt  Mo.    <4*os.  169A. 
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IiUlvi.  oh  ileyhts. 
Does  this  seem  just  to  too,  Fortune?  A  man  who  is 
not  a  native  of  8yria  or  of  Parthia,  not  a  knight  from  Cappa- 
docian  slave-cages,  but  one  of  the  people  of  Bemus,  and  a 
born  subject  of  Numa,  a  man  of  agreeable  manners,  upright, 
and  virtuous,  a  trustworthy  friend,  learned  in  the  Greek  and 
Roman  languages,  a  man  whose  only  fault  (but  that  a  groat 
one)  is,  that  he  is  a  poet ; — Mavius,  I  say,  shivers  in  a  faded 
blade  hood ;  while  the  mule-driver  Incitatus  glitters  in  purple. 

Oh!  Fortune!  is  your  justice  lostP 
•  Behold  this  man,  no  knight  o'  th*  post  : 
Who  it  no  alien,  French,  or  Swiss  j 
But  Tfrgtishman,  and  Cockney  is: 
Pleuuit,  sincere,  good-naturM,  meek, 
Well  ikill'd  in  Latin  and  in  Greek: 
Who  hath  no  individual  crime, 
But  that  he  ispossess'd  with  rhyme. 
Should  he,  half  starvM,  wear  shabby  black, 
When  grooms  have  gold  upon  their  back  P     JSby. 

LXXYU.    TO  KAZIinTS,  OK  THJC  DEATH  OF  CABTTS, 
A  QUACK. 

Never  did  Osrus  do  anything  worse,  Maximus,  than  to 
die  of  fever;  the  fever,  too,  was  much  in  the  wrong.  The 
cruel  destroyer  should  at  least  have  been  a  quartan,  so  that 
he  might  have  become  his  own  doctor. 

Not  a  ahpffrier  trick  e'er  by  Gams  was  pla/d, 

Than  bv  Fever,  who  Gsrus  has  swept. 
Wicked  Fever !  a  ouartan  thou  might?  it  have  essay'd : 
For  her  doctor  sue  should  have  been  kept    Elpkmattm. 

LXXYHL      SO  XA0EB,  SBTTHTO  OUT  FOB  HI3  PB0YIVC1  OF 
DALMATIA. 

You  are  going,  Maoer,  to  the  shores  of  Salona.  Bare  in* 
tegrity  and  the  uptq  of  justice  will  accompany  you,  and  mo- 
desty follow  in  the  train.  A  just  governor  always  returns 
poorer  than  he  went.  O  happy  husbandman  of  the  gold-pro- 
ducing country,  thou  wilt  send  back  thy  ruler  with  his  purse 
empty;  thou  wilt  deplore  his  return,  O  Dalmatian,  and  escort 
him  on  his  departure  with  mixed  feelings  of  gratitude  and 
sorrow.  I,  Maoer,  shall  go  among  the  Celts  and  the  fierce 
Iberians,  with  deep  regret  for  the  loss  of  your  companionship. 
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But  every  page  of  mine  that  shall  be  circulated  there,  written 
with  a  pen  made  from  the  reeds  of  the  fish-abounding  ftagus, 
will  record  the  name  of  Macer.  So  may  I  be  read  among  old 
poets,  and  rank  in  your  esteem  as  inferior  to  none  but 
Catullus. 

My  Macer  seeks  Sslona's  shore : 

Bare  honour  will  his  steps  attend) 
Nice  rectitude  the  route  explore, 
With  modesty  her  bosom-friend. 
Mending  the  subjects  of  their  toil, 

The  gen'rous  may  themselves  impair : 
Blest  tenant  of  the  golden  soil, 

Thou  home  wilt  send  thy  ruler  bare. 
Thou,  Dalmat,  wise  wilt  wish  delay* 

And  his  prolonged  dominion  woo: 
Him,  when  he  can  no  longer  stay, 

Thou  shalt  with  weening  joy  pursue. 
*Mong  Celts  and  rude  Iberians  we 

Shall  soon  retrace  our  native  test) 
Where,  Macer,  the  regret  of  thee 
.    Must  harass  our  beioVd  retreat 
But  thence,  whatever  page  of  ours 

Expand  from  teeming  Tagus'  reed, 
Shall  prop  with  Macer*s  name  her  poVrs  | 

So  to  eternity  decreed. 
'Mid  ancient  bards  shall  I  be  read, 

When  with  his  chaste  perusal  arown'd} 
And,  of  the  living  or  the  dead, 

Catullus  only  greater  found.  Elpkmttm. 

t.tttt.     OH  THI  BIOH  TOEQTTATTTS  JLTO  TH1  POOS 
OTACIUUS. 

Near  the  fourth  milestone  from  the  city,  Torquatus  has  a 
princely  mansion:  near  the  fourth  milestone,  OtadUoa  pur- 
chases a  little  country-house.  Torquatus  has  built  splendid 
warm  baths  of  variegated  marble ;  OtacQius  erects  a  basin. 
Torquatus  has  laid  out  a  plantation  of  laurels  on  his  land; 
OtaeOius  sows  a  hundred  chestnuts.  When  Torquatus  was 
consul,  OtacQiua  was  chief  magistrate  of  the  village,  and, 
proud  of  such  a  dignity,  did  not  imagine  himself  a  less  per* 
aonaffe  than  Torquatus.  As,  of  old,  the  large  ox  made  the 
small  frog  burst,  so,  I  suspect,  Torquatus  will  burst  Otacilius. 
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Four  miles  from  town  hit  lordship's  buildings  itaiidi 

So  does  Tom's  oottage  with  a  bit  of  land. 

A  marble  green-house  lately  built  my  lord: 

Tom  for  hit  flowers  erects  a  shed  of  board. 

His  park  with  oaks  his  lordship  planted  rounds 

Tom  pat  a  hundred  aoorns  in  the  ground. 

My  lord  was  Uoaimer :  Tom  OTerseer $ 

As  mat,  in  his  opinion,  as  the  peer. 

As  the  ox  burst  the  frog  (so  fables  speak], 

Aping  my  lord,  I  fear  poor  Tom  will  break.        Hay. 

LUX.      OH  SBOS. 

Bros  weepa  whenever  he  caste  his  eye  on.  beautiful  vases 
of  mottled  myrrha,  or  on  young  slaves,  or  choice  specimens  of 
citron- wood;  and  he  sighs  from  the  very  bottom  of  his  heart, 
because,  unhappy  mortal,  he  cannot  buy  them  all  and  carry 
them  home  with  him.    How  many  persons  do  the  same  as 
Eros,  but  with  dry  eyes  I    The  greater  portion  of  mankind 
laugh  at  such  tears,  and  yet  at  heart  are  like  him. 
At  Chenev&  poor  little  master  cries, 
When  boxes,  seals,  and  rings,  and  dolls  he  spies  | 
And  from  his  soul  sinoerest  sorrows  come, 
That  he  can't  buy  the  room,  and  bear  it  home. 
How  many  with  dry  eyes  act  master's  partP 
And»  while  they  smile,  for  trifles  sob  at  heart       Sap. 

LXXXX      ON  PHYLLIS. 

Gum  duo  venissent  ad  Fhyllida  mane  fututum, 
Bt  nudam  cuperet  sumere  uterque  prior ; 

Promisit  nariter  se  Phyllis  utrique  daturam, 
Bt  dedit.   Die  pedem  sustulit*  hie  tunicam. 

Dm  essendo  venuti  da  Fillide  in  sul  mattmo  per  immembrarla, 
e  1'  uno  e  F  thro  desiderando  goderla  nudail  primo :  Fillide  pro- 
mise darsi  ugualmente  a  tutti  e  due,  e  si  diede:  quello  alsolle  fl 
piede,  questo  k  tunica.  QrtgUm* 

T.IUM,      TO  GALLTJ8. 

If  discomfort  to  me  is  of  any  advantage  to  you,  I  will  put 
on  my  toga  to  attend  you  at  aawn,  or  even  at  midnight:  I 
•will  endure  the  whistling  blasts  of  the  keen  north  wind; 
I  will  bear  showers  of  rain,  and  brave  storms  of  snow.  But 
if  you  are  not  a  fraction  the  better  for  all  my  sufferings,  all 
these  tortures  inflicted  on  a  free  man,  show  some  indulgence, 
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I  pray,  to  jour  fatigued  client,  and  excuse  him  from  such 
bootless  tons,  which  are  of  no  advantage  to  you,  Gallua, 
and  are  painful  to  me. 

If  your  affairs  my  diligence  could  mend. 
Early  and  late  1  ready  would  attend: 
ExposM  to  storms,  when  angry  winds  do  blow  j 
And  on  my  breast  receive  the  driving  snow* 
But  if  you  not  one  farthing  happier  are 
By  my  fatigue,  and  by  my  generous  oare  > 
Spare  one  worn  out,  oh!  spare  a  labour  Tain, 
Which  helps  not  you,  but  gives  me  real  pain.      JTep. 

Till  mi.    to  habtjtto,  ok  his  baldhws. 

Yon  collect  your  straggling  hairs  on  each  aide,  Marinus, 
endeavouring  to  conceal  the  vast  expanse  of  your  shining 
bald  pate  by  the  locks  which  still  grow  on  your  temples. 
But  the  hairs  disperse,  and  return  to  their  own  place  with 
every  gust  of  wind ;  flanking  your  bare  pole  on  either  aide 
with  crude  tufts.  We  might  imagine  we  saw  Hermeros  of 
Cydaa  standing  between  Bpendopnorus  and  Telesphorua. 
Why  not  confess  yourself  an  old  man?  Be  content  to  seem 
what  you  really  are,  and  let  the  barber  shave  off  the  rest  of 
your  hair.  There  is  nothing  more  contemptible  than  a  bald 
man  who  pretends  to  have  hair. 

Your  thin-sown  hairs  on  any  side 

With  dextrous  care  you  cull; 
And  rob  your  temples  of  their  pride, 

To  thatch  your  shining  soult 

BepeU'd  by  eVry  puff  of  wind, 

They  take  their  former  stand, 
And  then  your  desert  poll  they  bind, 

With  locks  on  either  hand. 

So,  'twixt  two  tussy  youthful  pates, 

One  Hahnvrotes  sees. 
Throw  ridicule  no  more  such  baits: 

The  bare  old-man  will  pie 


But,  that  at  length  you  mar  seem  one, 

The  shaver  quick  be  calrd  j 
And  let  him  o'er  the  remnant  run : 

Belock'd!  oh  shame  1  and  bald!     ElpknuUm. 
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Ttitif      90  0JM>I0IAHirS,  OK  4FSB,  ffHS  HXrSBAJTD  Of 

ah  ttchiY  wnra. 
Do  you  wonder,  Ca&dicianus,  why  Afer  does  not  retire  to 
rest  ?    Yon  see  with  whom  he  has  to  share  his  conch. 
Dost  wonder  why  Afer  goes  late  to  his  bed, 
Caedician?  Just  see  what  a  wife  he  has  wed!    Anon. 

LXXXT.      OK  LADOK. 

Laden,  a  boatman  on  the  Tiber,  bought  himself  when 
grown  old,  a  bit  of  land  on  the  banks  of  ma  beloved  stream. 
But  as  the  overflowing  Tiber  often  invaded  it  with  raging 
floods,  breaking  into  his  ploughed  fields,  converting  them  in 
winter  into  a  lake,  he  nlled  his  worn-out  boat,  which  was 
drawn  up  on  the  beach,  with  stones,  making  it  a  barrier 
against  toe  floods.  By  this  means  he  repelled  toe  inundation. 
Who  would  have  believed  itP  An  unseaworthy  boat  was 
the  safe-guard  of  the  boatman. 

A  worn-out  sailor,  oharm'd  with  Deptfbrd  strand, 

dose  to  the  river  bought  a  piece  of  land. 

Ihe  winter  tides  prevail'd  against  the  mound  j 

And  in  strong  torrents  overnow'd  his  ground* 

His  cast-off  bark,  which  luckily  lay  near, 

His  fill' d  with  stones,  converted  to  a  pier, 

And  stopp'd  the  breach :  and,  who  would  have  belieVd  P 

That  a  sunk  ship  a  tar's  affairs  retrieVd.  Hay. 

LXXXVI.   OK  LAUBUS,  A  PLAYIB  AT  BALL,  IK  HIS 
OLD  AGE. 

No  one  was  ever  so  inflamed  with  ardour  for  a  new  mistress, 
as  Laurus  with  love  for  the  game  of  balL  But  he  who,  in  his 
prime,  was  the  best  of  players,  is  now,  after  having  ceased  to 
play,  the  best  of  balls.1 

With  a  new  love  was  nover  stripling  firM 
like  Laurus,  by  the  mst  of  bau  inspirVL 
But  the  prime  player,  while  his  vigour  reign'd, 
Desisting  play,  the  primal  ball  remain'd.    Bpkmatom. 

LXXXVU.     OH  THB  BIBTH-DAY  0*  BE8TITUTUS,  THE 
SLOQUBHT  ADTO0ATX. 

Let  Borne  gratefully  celebrate  the  first  of  October,  the 
natal  day  of  the  eloquent  Bestitutus.    Let  us  all  join  in 

»  8esB.ii.Ep.4a. 
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solemn  and  pious  orisons  to  celebrate  thy  anniversary.  A 
trace  to  litigation;  let  wax  tapers,  cheep  tablets,  and  little 
table-napkins,  propitatory  gifts  of  the  poor  client,  be  deferred 
until  the  saturnalia  of  icjr  December.  Let  rich  men  now  vie 
in  the  munificence  of  their  offerings.  Let  the  swelling  mer- 
chant of  the  portico  of  Agrippa  bring  cloaks  from  the  city  of 
Cadmus.  Let  him  who  has  been  charged  with  drunkenness 
and  midnight  brawling  present  a  dinner-robe  to  his  defender. 
Has  a  maiden  triumphed  over  the  slanderer  of  her  fair  fame, 
let  her,  with  her  own  hands,  bring  nure  sardonyxes.  Let  the 
antiquary  present  you  with  a  wen  from  the  chisel  of  Phidias. 
Let  the  nunter  bring  a  hare,  the  farmer  a  kid,  the  fisherman 
a  prey  from  the  waters.  If  every  one  sends  you  his  own  pe- 
culiar gift,  what  do  you  think,  Beetitutus,  that  a  poet  ought 
to  send  you  P 

With  festal  rite*  let  pious  Home, 
In  guise  the  antipode  of  gloom, 

October's  Calends  hail: 
With  solemn  vows,  sad  silent  aw* 
Approach  to  greet  the  man  of  law, 

And  softly  tread  the  vale. 

Quiescent  He  judicial  fray  | 
The  orator  was  born  to-day : 

Te  vof ries,  bring  no  trash. 
Let  tapers,  tablets,  toilets  fine, 
Their  jokes  to  jocund  days  consign, 

Ana  tempt  Decembers  lash. 

Let  all  the  heirs  of  thy  success, 
To  crown  the  hero  of  redress, 

In  grateful  tokens  vie. 
To  thee  the  swelling  son  of  trade 
Shall  bid  the  robesbe  all  display'd, 

That  boast  Oadmean  dye. 

Of  riot  and  assault  arraign'd, 
The  wight,  so  innocent  maintained, 

A  revel-vest  may  render : 
The  youthful  and  the  injurd  dame, 
Who  clear  evine'd  her  lord  to  blame, 

True  sardonyx  will  tender. 

The  hoary  peer,  empowered  by  thee 
To  carry  up  his  pedigree, 
Must  burn  to  pay  bis  debts 
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The  mods  alone  he  studious  seeks, 
And  deeply  yysant  in  antiques, 
Presents  a  Phidian  set 

The  Solly  hunter  brings  a  hare, 
Hie  honest  hind  a  kid  will  bear 

The  fisher  robt  the  sea : 
If  ev*ry  client  send  his  own, 
Who  know*st  so  muon,  hast  thou  yet  known 

What  may  be  sent  by  me  P  HpMmttom, 

t,iiiviii.      TO  OOTTA,  A  DISHOJTMT  FXB80V. 

Ton  are  eager  to  take  charge  of  all  the  proton'  bags, 
and  ready  to  carry  their  tablets.  Yon  really  are  a  very 
handy  man. 

To  bear  folks*  baas,  and  tablets,  is  your  plan: 

You  do  some  semoe— to  yourself;  good  man!     Am*. 

mm.    ox  a  8xatui  or  jmro  by  polycubtttb. 

This  Juno,  Polycletus,  your  happy  workmanship  and 
masterpiece,  which  would  do  honour  to  the  hand  of  Phidias, 
displays  such  beauty-,  that,  had  she  thus  appeared  on  Mount 
Ida,  the  judge  would  bare  felt  no  hesitation  in  preferring 
her  to  the  other  goddesses.  If  Jupiter  had  not  loved  his 
sister  Juno,  he  might,  Polycletus,  hare  fallen  in  lore  with 
your  Juno. 

Thy  Juno,  Polyclet,  (most  matchless  piece  I) 
Mar  well  oontest  the  proudest  hand  of  Greeoe. 
Had  but  the  goddess  shone  with  such  a  grace 
In  Ida.  both  her  riTsls  had  giren  place. 
Though  his  own  Juno  Joye  did  ne  er  approye, 
Before  his  brightest  strumpets  thine  he'd  lore, 

XC.     TO  LIOEIA. 

Quid  vellis  vetulum,  Ligeia  cunnum  P 
Quid  busti  cinerea  tui  laoessis  P 
Ales  munditias  decent  pueUas. 
Nam  tu  jam  nee  anus  potes  yideri. 
Istud,  credo  mini,  Ligeia,  belle 
Non  mater  fiuut  Hectoris,  sed  uxor. 
Erras,  si  tibi  cunnus  hie  yidetur, 
Ad  quern  mentula  pertinere  death, 
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Quare  si  podor  est,  Ligella,  noli 
Barbam  vellere  merino  leoni. 
Perohe.  o  Ligella,  depili  tu  II  vecchio  tuo  o-no  P  Perche  fomenti 
tu  le  ceneri  del  tuo  scheletro?  Tali  forhitesze  convengono  alio 
giovinottej  imperooche  tu  gia  veochia  non  puoi  aasomigliar  loro. 
Gredimi,  Ligella,  old  non  siede  bene  alia  macro  di  Etore.  ma  bene4 
alia  moglie.  T  inganni  d  questo  o-no  te  ne  pare;  al  quale  la 
mentola  na  eessato  appartenere.  Per  la  qual  oosa,  ae  hai  qualcbe 
rossore,  o  Ligella,  non  voler  sveQere  la  barba  al  morto  leone. 

GragUa. 
ICI.      OH  A£MO. 

Almo  Iiam  none  but  eunuchs  about  hmt  and  is  himself 
impuiflsant ;  yet  he  complains  that  his  wife  Polla  produces 
\\\rt\  nothing. 

You  keep  no  lacqueys,  nor  can  do  the  deed, 
Yet  grumble  that  your  lady  foils  to  breed. 

XOIL     TO  MABITJ8,  TO  WHOM  OAB1  1LLETIAL  CO  UMTS 
HIS  GBOTOD8. 

To  you,  Marius,  the  admirer  of  a  tranquil  life,  you  who 
shared  mine  with  me,  you  the  glory  of  the  ancient  town  of 
Atina,  I  commend  these  twin  pines,  the  pride  of  a  rustic 
grove,  these  holm  oaks  sacred  to  the  Fauna,  and  these  altars 
dedicated  to  the  Thunderer  and  the  shaggy  Silvanus,  erected  by 
the  unpractised  hand  of  my  bailiff;  altars  which  the  blood  of 
a  lamb  or  a  kid  has  frequently  stained.  I  intrust  to  you  also 
the  virgin  goddess,  the  patroness  of  this  sacred  temple ;  him, 
too,  whom  you  see  the  guest  of  his  chaste  sister,  Mars,  my 
patron  saint;  and  the  laurel  grove  of  the  tender  Flora,  into 
which  she  fled  for  refuse  from  the  pursuit  of  Priapus.  When- 
ever you  propitiate  these  kind  divinities  of  my  little  pro- 
perty, whether  with  blood  or  with  incense,  you  will  remem- 
ber to  say  to  them, M  Behold  the  right  hand  of  your  absent 
votary,  wherever  he  may  be,  unites  with  mine  in  offering 
this  sacrifice.  Imagine  him  present,  and  grant  to  both  what* 
soever  either  shall  pray  for." 

Of  the  sequester'd  scene,  thou  social  friend, 
Atma's  boast!  I  to  thy  faith  commend 
These  twinling  pines,  the  glory  of  the  grove  j 
These  oakling  clumps,  where  Fauns  delight  to  rove  t 
These  altars,  that  a  rustic  hand  has  reared, 
Or  to  the  Silvan  lov*d,  or  Thund'rer  fearfl* 
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WhiAkinbkmioft,orkidling'i,l)loodliaiioiM. 
While  duty  ehid  the  horror  that  reooil'd. 
Dear  delegate,  with  pious  awe  sustain 
The  virgin-goddess  of  the  halloVd  fane  | 
And  him.  the  modest  aiater  joys  to  set, 
The  champion  of  my  Galenas  and  of  me. 
Still  dreat  the  laurel-grove,  that  Flora  knew. 
When  from  the  brutal  ravisher  she  flew. 

Hail,  guardian-group  of  my  beloved  spot! 
O  ne'er  forgetting,  ne'er  to  be  forgot! 
Or  yon,  in  arduous  task,  or  thanldftil  ease, 
Let  bloodshed  honour,  or  let  incense  please  j 
Where'er  your  Martial  be,  his  friend  will  say, 
He  ministers  with  me  your  rites  to-day. 
Absent,  alas!  impute  him  still  at  hand, 
And  grant  to  both  what  either  may  demand. 


XOHL     TO  OLXMUTS,  OH  8ZHDHT&  BOMB  UBTPUBLIBHSD 
P01M8  TO  Hlfl  Win, 

If,  Clemens,  you  see  the  Buganean  coast  of  Helicaon, 
and  the  fields  varied  with  vine-clad  hills,  before  me,  present 
to  your  wife  Sabina,  to  whom  Ateeta  gave  birth,  these 
verses  not  yet  published,  but  just  stitched  up  in  a  purple 
cover.  As  a  rose  which  is  newly  plucked  delights  us,  so  a 
new  book,  not  yet  soiled  with  the  beards  of  readers,  gives  us 
pleasure. 

Should'st  thou  see  sooner  Helicaon's  reign, 

Where  viny  ridges  paint  the  pregnant  plain; 

To  Sabine  Atestina  bear  with  awe 

Some  strains  empurpled  that  the  world  ne'er  saw. 

As  a  fair  rose  delights,  when  pluck'd  in  prime, 

So  virgin-stansas  and  unsullied  rhyme.  Bpkm&m. 

XOIT.     WITH  ▲  FBE8UTT   OF  rEUIT. 

No  Libyan  dragon  guards  my  orchards,  no  royal  plantations 
of  Alcinous  serve  me ;  but  my  garden  flourishes  in  security 
with  Nomentan  trees,  and  my  common  fruits  do  not  tempt 
the  robber.  I  send  you  here,  therefore,  some  of  my  rosy  au- 
tumnal apples,  gathered  in  the  midst  of  the  Suburra. 

No  snake  of  Massylia  my  orchards  defends : 

No  soil  of  Alcinous  my  wishes  attends. 

Secure  my  Nomentan :  no  robbers  are  here. 

My  crabs  and  my  coddlings  depend  without  fear. 
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These  pippins,  in  genial  Subura  that  grew, 

My  automn'i  best  produce,  have  matiow'd  for  jou. 

Ktpkmttdk 
ZOT.     TO  0ALLA* 

Your  husband  and  your  gallant  alike  refuse,  Galla,  to  ac- 
knowledge your  infant:  tana,  I  consider, they  plainly  declare 
that  they  hare  done  nothing  to  render  you  a  mother. 
Thee  back  the  child  thy  lord  and  lover  tent: 
Both  claimless,  Galla,  to  thy  kind  intent  BptouUn. 

XCVT.     TO  AVTTTXS. 

Yon  are  astonished,  Avitus,  that  I,  who  have  grown  old  in 
the  capital  of  Latinm,  should,  so  often  speak  of  countries  afar 
off;  that  I  should  thirst  for  the  gold-bearing  Tagua,  and  my 
native  Salo;  and  that  I  should  long  to  return  to  the  rude 
fields  around  my  well-furnished  cottage.  But  that  land  wins 
my  affection,  in  which  a  small  income  is  sufficient  for  happi- 
ness, and  a  slender  estate  affords  even  luxuries.  Here  we 
must  nourish  our  fields :  there  the  fields  nourish  us.  Here 
the  hearth  is  wanned  by  a  half-starved  fire;  there  it  burns 
with  unstinted  brilliancy .  Here  to  be  hungry  is  an  expensive 
gratification,  and  the  market  ruins  us;  there  the  table  is  cov- 
ered with  the  riches  of  its  own  neighbourhood.  Here  four 
togas  or  more  are  worn  out  in  a  summer;  there  one  suffices 
for  four  autumns.  Go  then  and  pay  your  court  to  patrons, 
while  a  spot  exists  which  offers  you  everything  that  a  pro* 
tector  refuses  you. 

Me,  who  have  lived  so  long  among  the  great, 

You  wonder  to  hear  talk  ox  a  retreat, 

And  a  retreat  so  distant  as  may  show 

No  thoughts  of  a  return  when  once  I  go. 

Give  me  a  country,  how  remote  •oe'er, 

Where  happiness  a  moderate  rate  doth  bear; 

Where  poverty  itself  in  plenty  flows, 

And  all  the  solid  use  of  riohes  knows. 

The  ground  about  the  house  maintains  it  theret 

The  house  maintains  the  ground  about  it  here. 

Here  even  hunger '■  dear,  and  a  full  board 

Devours  the  vital  substance  of  the  lord. 

The  land  itself  does  there  the  feast  bestow, 

The  land  itself  must  here  to  market  go. 

Three  or  four  suits  one  winter  here  does  waste; 

One  suit  does  there  three  or  four  winters  last. 
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Here  every  frugal  man  mutt  oft  be  eokl, 

And  little  hike-warm  Area  to  you  soldi 

There  fire's  an  element  aa  cheap  and  free 

Almott  aa  any  other  of  the  three. 

Stay  you  then  here,  and  lire  among  the  great, 

Attend  their  sports,  and  at  their  table  eat  j 

When  all  the  bounties  here  of  men  you  score, 

The  place's  bounty  there  will  give  you  more.  Cb*fe». 

IOTTL      OIT  XTUXA* 

While  the  lightly-piled  funeral  pyre  was  being  supplied 
with  paper  to  kindle  it ;  while  the  desolate  wife  was  buying 
myrrh  and  lavender;  when  the  grave,  the  bier,  the  corpse- 
anointer,  were  all  ready.  Noma  made  me  his  heir,  and  forth- 
with recovered. 

While  they  the  funeral  charge  prepare 

Which  in  the  paper  piles  placed  are, 

And  Numa's  weeping  wife  now  buys 

Sweet  perfumes  for  ma  obsequies, 

Hit  grave  and  bier  being  ready  made, 

And  one  to  wash  his  body  dead, 

And  me  left  heir  by  his  own  pen, 

Pox  on  him !  he  grew  well  again.  Fletcher. 

XCVlil.     TO  PT7BUTT8. 

When  my  C&cuban  wine  is  poured  out  for  me  by  an 
attendant  of  yours,  more  delicate  than  the  Idsan  Ganymede, 
than  whom  neither  your  daughter,  nor  your  wife,  nor,  your 
mother,  nor  vour  sister,  recline  more  elegantly  attired  at  table, 
would  yon  have  me  rather  look  at  your  dress,  and  your  old 
citron-wood  furniture,  and  your  Indian  ivories  P  However 
that  I  may  not,  while  your  guest,  incur  your  suspicions, 
let  me  be  served  by  the  son  of  some  rank  swineherd,  or  coarse 
fellow  from  a  mean  village,  with  bristling  hair,  rough,  rude, 
and  ill-grown.  Tour  pretended  modesty  will  betray  yon; 
you  cannot  have  at  the  same  time,  Pubhus,  such  morals  as 
you  wish  us  to  suppose,  and  such  beautiful  minions. 

When  a  looser  lad,  forsooth, 
Than  was  e'er  th'  Idean  youth, 
Ministers  Cecubian  juice ; 
fhan  thy  daughter's  self  more  spruce. 
Than  thy  mate,  or  mother  fine, 
Or  thy  sister  can  recline: 
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Mutt  I  more  thy  trappings  twang, 

Citron  old,  or  Indian  fangP 

Yet,  oneneeless  that  I  lean, 

That  I  thee,  like  me,  serene  s 

From  the  herd,  or  sordid  oot, 

Let  the  homely  train  be  got ; 

Crop  t  and  bristling,  rude,  and  small  j 

Rankest  swineherd's  children  alL 

Thus,  my  friend,  beware  undoing : 

Blushes  may  bewray  thy  ruin. 

But  thou  canst  not  those  I  see, 

Publius,  keep,  and  blushing  be.         Etpkiutiom. 

ZOIX.     OH  A  POBTBJJT  O!  B0CBATB8. 

If  these  lineaments  of  Socrates  could  be  supposed  to  re* 

8 resent  a  Soman,  it  would  be  Julius  Eufus  among  the 
atyrs(P  Satirists). 

This  Socrates,  had  he  a  Roman  been, 

Were  Julius  Rufus,  "mid  the  Satyrs,  seen.  NpHntiom. 

0.     TO  ▲  FLA.6IABI8T. 

Why,  simpleton,  do  you  mix  your  verses  with  mine  ?  What 
have  you  to  do,  foolish  man,  with  writings  that  convict 
you  of  theft  P  Why  do  you  attempt  to  associate  foxes  with 
lions,  and  make  owls  pass  for  eagles  P  Though  you  had  one 
of  Ladas's  legs,  you  would  not  be  able,  blockhead,  to  run 
with  the  other  leg  of  wood. 

Fool  that  you  are  to  mix  your  verse  with  mine ; 
Of  theft  indicted  by  each  other  line. 
To  herd  with  lions  will  the  fox  delight  P 
Eagles  resemblance  bear  to  birds  ofnight  P 
Can  you  expect  to  run  with  one  leg  good, 
When  you  another  have,  which  is  of  wood  P     Eay 

or.    oh  OAFTTOLnrus. 
If  it  were  possible  for  Oabba,  who  owed  so  much  to  the 
patronage  of  Augustus,  to  return  to  earth  from  the  Elysian 
plains,  he  who  should  hear  Capitolinus  and  Oabba  engage  in 
a  combat  of  wit,- would  say,  "Dull  Gabba,  be  silent." 
Could  witty  Rochester  return  again 
With  jokes  his  merry  prince  to  entertain  j 
And  he  and  you  could  with  the  monarch  sit} 
He'd  silence  Rochester  for  want  of  wit  Eag. 

2a 


AS.  M\ATIJLl/i 

Oil.      TO  AYITXTS. 

Ton  ask  me,  Avitus,  how  Philenus  became  a  lather,  he 
who  never  did  anything  to  gain  the  name?  Gaditanns  can 
tell  you,  he  who,  without  writing  anything,  claims  to  be  a 
poet* 

Hee  Venus  sports  did  never  try. 
Yett  is  a  father.  You'd  know  why. 
Ask  Gaditane,  that  never  writt, 
And  is  a  poet  called  yett        Oid  MS.  I6tk  Cent. 
How  Joseph's  self  a  father  may  he  made 

And  long  sterility  a  child  produce, 
Let  Glynn  declare,  who  got  oy  Robert* ■  aid 
A  thriving  babe  upon  a  barren  muse. 

Dr.Epdgmm. 

GIII..     TO  HIS.  TELLOW  TOWffSlOOr  07  BILBILI8. 

Fellow  townsmen,  born  upon  the  steep  slope  of  Augustan, 
Bilbilis,  which  Salo  encompasses  with  its  rapid  waters,  does 
the  poetical  glory  of  your  bard  afford  you  any  pleasure  P  For 
my  honour,  anil  renown,  and  fame,  are  yours;  nor  doe* 
Verona,  who  would  willingly  number  me  among  her  sons, 
owe  more  to  her  tender  Catullus.  It  is  now  thirty-four 
years  that  you  have  presented  your  rural  offerings  to  Ceres 
without  me;  meanwhile  I  have  been  dwelling  within  the 
beautiful  walls  of  imperial  Borne,  and  the  Italian  dime  has 
changed  the  colour  of  my  hair.  If  you  will  receive  me 
cordially,  I  come  to  join  you ;  if  your  hearts  are  frigid,  I  shall 
quickly  leave  you. 

My  friends,  who  round  Mount  Osburn  do  abide, 

Drink  Lewes'  stream,  or  o'er  her  carpet  ride ; 

Are' you  not  anxious  for  your  poet's  fame  t 

His  honours  yours,  and  yours  his  deathless  name* 

Much  Twick  nam  owes  to  Pope :  now  he  is  gone, 

May  you  not  wish  some  poet  for  your  own  f 

You  without  me,  now  thirtyyeais  at  least, 

In  social  mirth  enjoy  your  Cnristmas  feast 

'While  in  this  fair  metropolis  we  stay, 

Our  hairs,  alas !  (as  soon  you'll  see),  are  grey. 

If  well  received,  with  you  will  we  remain : 

If  not,  a  chaise  conveys  us  back  again.  Hay. 

%  The  Day  of  Judgement,  a  Seatonian  prise  poem  (1757),  written  b> 
Roberts,  was  fathered  by  Glynn  or  King's  GoUege,  Cambridge,  because  the 
real  author  was  too  old  to  be  a  candidate ;  in  order  to  extort  from  Baky 
(a  third  Jcingsman,  and  one  of  the  best  modern  Latinises)  bis:  revenue,  as  h» 
used  facetiously  to  term  this  prise. 
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OIT.     TO  HIS  BOOK,  PRI8KOTBD  TO  FLACOTTS  OV  Bin 
DlFUtTTOl  TOB  SPAUT. 

Go,  my  little  book,  go;  accompany  my  Flaccus  across  tbe 
wide,  but  propitious,  waters  of  tbe  deep,  and  with  unob- 
structed course,  and  favouring  winds,  reach  the  towers  of 
Hispanian  Tarragona.  Thence  a  chariot  will  take  you,  and, 
earned  swiftly. along,  you  will  see  the  lofty  Bilbilis,  and 
your  dear  Salo,  after  the  fifth  change  of  carriages.  Do  you 
ask  what  are  iny  commissions  for  yonP  That,  the  moment 
you  arrive,  you  offer  my  respects  to  a  few  but  old  friends, 
whom  I  have  not  seen  for  four  and  thirty  years,  and  that 
you  then  request  my  friend  Flaccus  to  procure  me  a  retreat, 
pleasant  and  commodious,  at  a  moderate  price ;  a  retreat  in 
which  your  author  may  enjoy  his  ease.  Tnat  is  all ;  now  tbe 
master  of  tbe  vessel  is  bawling  loudly,  and  chiding  your  de- 
lay, and  a  fair  wind  favours  the  way  out  of  the  harbour.  Pare* 
well,  my  book.  A  single  passenger,  as  I  suppose  you  know, 
must  not  keep  a  vessel  waiting. 

Go,  little  book,  my  kind  companion,  go : 
O'er  gentle  waves  may  winds  propitious  blow.  ' 
Having  made  all  thine  own,,  the  heavenly  pow'rs  j 
Explore  the  friendly  Tarraconian  tow'rs. 
Thence  mount  thy  car,  and  joyous  skim  the  land. 
Where  fond  Hispania  waves  her  hailing  hand* 
The  fifth  blest  stage  may  haply  give  to  ring 
My  lofty  Bilbilis,  and  bid  thy  Salo  sing. 
Thou  askest  my  commands  P  Make  no  delay, 
Nor  seek  a  respite  from  the  weary  way, 
Till  thou  salute  my  ancient  friends— how  few ! 
Whom,  twice  seventeen  long  winters  since,  I  knew. 
Instant  our  best  beloved  Flaocus  tell 
To  trace  me  out  a  sweet  seauester'd  cell, 
Benign  of  aspect,  of  salubrious  breese, 
Where  thy  worn  parent  may  retire  to  ease. 
Hark!  how  the  master  calls  to  spread  the  sail, 
Chastens  delay,  and  gratnlates  the  gale 
That  opes  the  port  Farewell,  my  filial  lay: 
Or*  passenger  thou  know*st,  will  ne'er  the  vessel  stav. 

ElphintUm, 


III 
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X.     TO  HIS  BOOK. 

Whithbb,  my  book,  whither  are  von  going  bo  much  at 

Sur  ease,  clad  m  a  holiday  drees  of  fine  linen  P  Is  it  to  see 
trthenius  ? l  certainly.  Go,  then,  and  return  unopened ;  for 
he  does  not  read  books,  but  only  memorials ;  nor  has  he  time 
for  the  muses,  or  he  would  have  time  for  Mb  own.  Or  do  you 
esteem  yourself  sufficiently  happy,  if  you  fall  into  hands  of 
less  note  P  In  that  case,  repair  to  the  neighbouring  portico 
of  Bomulus ;  that  of  Pompeius  does  not  contain  a  more  idle 
crowd,  nor  does  that  of  Agenor'a  daughter,9  or  that  of  the 
inconstant  captain1  of  the  first  ship.  Two  or  three  may  be 
found  there  who  will  shake  out  the  worms  that  infest  my 
trifles ;  but  they  will  do  so  only  when  they  are  tired  of  the 
betting  and  gossip  about  Bcorpus  and  Incitatus.4 

Whither,  ah !  whither,  idle  muse, 

Stray  you  from  Dodsley's  shop  so  spiuce  P 

To  minister  of  high  condition, 

Less  used  to  poem  than  petition  P 

By  him  received,  you  may  lis  still, 

With  that  or  with  a  tradesman's  bill* 

Or  if  to  verse  he  should  incline  j 

More  to  his  own,  perhaps,  than  mine* 

Are  you  content  to  lie  on  stall, 

A  common  prostitute  to  all  P 

Go,  then,  and  catch  some  loitering  beau. 

Whilst  he  is  walking  to  and  fro; 

Who  in  the  playhouses  delights, 

Or  Tom's,  or  Cocoa-tree,  or  White's. 

How  few  will  take  from  mice  their  due ! 

Nor  will  your  follies  by  those  few 

Be  told  j  but  when  their  stories  flag 

Of  some  new  bet  or  running  nag.  .Hay. 

II.     TO  HIS  BEJLDBB8. 

Ye  stem  brows  and   severe  looks  of  rigid  Catos,  ye 
daughters  of  rustic  Fabricii,  ye  mock-modest,  ye  censors  of 
1  See  B.  v.  Ep.  6,  and  B.  h\  Ep.  45.       *  Buropa.  See  B.  ii.  Ep.  14. 
1  Jason.  *  Charioteers, 
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morals,  aye,  and  all  ye  proprieties  opposed  to  thejoys  oi 
darkness,  flee  henoe!  Hark!  my  verses  exclaim,  "  Hail,  8a- 
tornalia !"  we  are  at  liberty,  and,  under  thy  rule,  Nerva,  re- 
joice. Fastidious  readers  may  con  over  the  rugged  Tones  of 
Santra.1  We  have  nothing  in  common;  the  book  before  you 
is  mine. 

Sad  looks,  and  rigid  Cato's  stricter  brow, 
And  coarse  Fabncras'datLffhter  from  the  plough, 
Disguised  pride,  manners  by  rule  put  on, 
And  what  we  are  not  in  the  dark,  begone. 
My  verses  Io  Saturnalia  cry, 
And,  Nerva,  under  thee  'tis  liberty.  Fletcher. 

IH.     OH  HIS  OWH  WBITIKOB. 

It  is  not  the  idle  people  of  the  city  only  that  delight  in  my 
Muse,  nor  is  it  alone  to  listless  ears  that  these  verses  are 
addressed,  but  my  book  is  thumbed  amid  Getic  frosts,  near 
martial  standards,  by  the  stern  centurion ;  and  even  Britain 
is  said  to  sing  my  verses.  Tetof  what  advantage  is  it  to  me? 
My  purse  benefits  nought  by  my  reputation.  What  immortal 
pages  could  I  not  have  written  and  what  wan  could  I  not 
nave  sung  to  the  Pierian  trumpet,  i£  when  the  kind  deities 
gave  a  second  Augustus*  to  the  earth,  they  had  likewise 
given  to  thee,  O  Borne,  a  second  Maecenas. 

Tis  not  the  city  only  doth  approve 

My  muse,  or  idle  eares  my  verses  love. 

The  rough  centurion,  where  cold  frosts  orespread 

Tbe  Scythian  fields,  in  war  my  bookes  doth  read. 

My  lines  are  sung  in  Brittaine  far  remote  j 

But  yet  my  empty  purse  perceives  it  not 

What  deathless  numbers  from  my  pen  would  flow  ? 

What  wars  would  my  Pierian  Trumpet  blow  P 

U,  ss  Augustus  now  spaine  doth  live, 

80  Rome  to  me  would  a  Mecsmas  give.  May. 

IT.      HTVOOJLTIOH  TO  THl  GODS  TS  PAVOTJB  09  TRAJAH. 

Ye  sacred  altars,  and  Phrygian  Lares,  whom  the  Tro- 
jan hero  preferred  to  snatch  from  the  flames,rather  than  pos- 
sess the  wealth  of  Laomedon ;  thou,  O  Jupiter,  now  first  re- 
presented in  imperishable  gold;  thou,  his  sister,  and  thou, 

1  A  Roman  grammarian  of  whom  nothing  remains. 
*  The  emperor  Nerva. 
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bis  daughter,  the  offspring  solely  of  the  supreme  Father; 
thou,  too,  Janus,  who  now  repeateet  the  name  of  Nerva  for 
the  third  time  in  the  purple  Fasti,  I  offer  to  you  this  prayer 
with  pious  lips:  "Preserve,  all  of  you,  this  our  emperor; 
preserve  the  senate;  and  may  the  senators  exhibit  in  their 
lives  the  morals  of  their  prince,  the  prince  his  own." 

The  Phrygian  gods  and  sacred  rites  to  save, 

Up  to  the  flames  the  Trojan  hero  gave 

Troy's  wealth ;  Jove,  Juno,  whom  we  now  behold, 

With  Pallas,  first  engraved  in  purest  gold, 

And  Janus,  who  records  the  happy  day 

Of  Numa's  rejgn.    To  all  I  pious  nray, 

The  senate  may  be  safe,  the  princes  throne, 

By  his  example  all  may  live,  he  by  his  own.    Anm.  1696. 

T.  TO  TBAJAK. 
Tou  have  as  much  reverence  for  justice  and  equity,  Cssar, 
as  Numa  had;  but  Noma  was  poor.  It  is  an  arduous  task 
to  preserve  morality  from  the  corruption  of  riches,  and  to  be 
a  * uma  after  surpassing  so  many  Orossuses.  If  the  great 
names  of  old,  our  ancient  progenitors,  were  to  return  to  life, 
and  liberty  were  granted  them  to  leave  the  Elysian  groves, 
traconauered  Camillus  would  worship  you  as  Liberty  her- 
self; Fabricius  would  consent  to  receive  money  if  you 
were  to  offer  it ;  Brutus  would  rejoice  in  having  you  for  his 
emperor;  to  you  the  blood-thirsty  Sylla  would  offer  his 
power  when  about  to  resign  it ;  Pompey,  in  concord  with 
Caesar,  as  a  private  citizen,  would  love  you ;  Crassus  would 
bestow  upon  you  all  his  wealth ;  and  even  Cato  himself*  were 
he  recalled  from  the  infernal  shades  of  Pluto,  and  restored 
to  the  earth,  would  join  the  party  of  Csasar. 

Th  jr  love  of  right  and  justice,  Csasar,  's  more 
Than  Numa's  was,  and  Numa  yet  was  poor,  j 
'TIS  rare,  when  riches  cannot  taint  the  mind, 
In  Qtobsus9  wealth,  a  Numa's  soul  to  find. 
If  our  old  Romans  of  renowned  name 
(Dispensed  with  in  Elisium)  hither  came, 
CamiUus,.  thee  f  obey,  would  think  it  free; 
Fabricius  would  take  gold,  if  grrti  by  thee  f 
In  such  a  king  Brutus  would  take  delight) 
Sylla,  to  thee  resign  th*  imperial  right ; 
Ca*ar  and  Pompey  private  men  would  live  | 
And  Crassus  his  loved  treasure  to  thee  grfSf 
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Ckto  himself;  if  Fates  would  set  him  free, 

Beturn'd  to  earth,  would  a  Cesarean  be.  Amm,  1606. 

YI.     TO  BOMS,  OH  TH1  SATmUTALLl. 

In  these  festive  days  of  the  scythe-bearing  old  man,  wheu 
the  dibe»*box:  rules  supreme,  you  will  permit  me,  I  feel  as- 
sured, cap-clad  Borne,'  to  sport  in  unlaboured  Terse.  •  You 
smile:  I  may  do  so  then,  and  am  not  forbidden.  Depart, 
pale  cares,  far  away  from  hence;  let  us  say  whatever  comes 
uppermost  without  disagreeable  reflection*  Mix  cup  after 
cup,  my  attendants,  such  as  Pythagoras*  used  to  give  to 
Nero;  mix,  Dindymus,  mix  still  faster.  I  can  do  nothing 
without  wine ;  but,  while  I  am  drinking,  the  power  of  fifteen 
poets  will  show  itself  in  me.  Now  give  me  kisses,  such  as 
Catullus  would  have  loved-;  and  if  I  receive  as  many  as  he 
describes,  I  will  give  you  the  ' Sparrow' *  of  Catullus. 

In  aeythe-erown'd  Saturn's  feasts,  wherein 

Hie  box  of  dice  doth  retail  as  kins;, 

AJl-eover*d  Rome,  thou  dost  permit 

Me  now  to  sport  my  fluent  wit, 

80 1  suppose,  for  thou  did'st  smile, 

Thence  we  are  not  forbid  the  while. 

Te  pallid  cares,  far  hence  begone, 

1*11  speak  whate'er  I  think  upon, 

Sans  any  studied  delay ; 

So  fill  me  out  three  eons,  my  boy, 

Such  as  Ptthagoras  did  give 

To  Nero  when  he  here  did  live  \ 

But,  Dindymus,  fill  fester  too, 

For  sober  I  can  nothing  do. 

When  I  am  drunk  up  to  the  height 

Foil  fifteen  poets  seise  me  straight 

Now  give  me  kisses,  such  as  were 

Catullus  his,  and  if  they  are 

So  numerous  as  his  are  said  to  be, 

I  will  Catullus'  sparrow  give  to  thee.       Fhtcbr. 

vn.     TO   PAULA. 

You  will  certainly,  Paula,  no  longer  say  to  your  stupid 
husband,  whenever  you  wish  to  run  after  some  distant 
gallant,  "  CaBsar  has  ordered  me  to  come  in  the  morning 

1  The  slaves  wore  caps  at  the  .Saturnalia;  at  other  times  their  heads 
were  bare. 
*  A&TOuriteefNero.  •  His  moat  famous  poem. 
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to  his  Alban  villa;  CaBsar  has  sent  for  me  to  CirceiL'9 
Such  stratagems  are  now  stale.  With  Nerva  as  emperor, 
you  ought  to  be  a  Penelope;  but  your  licentiousness 
and  force  of  habit  prevent  it.  Unhappy  woman!  what 
will  you  do  P  will  you  pretend  that  one  of  your  female 
frienas  is  ill  P  Your  husband  will  attach  himself  as  escort 
to  his  •  lady.  He  will  go  with  you  to  your  brother,  and 
your  mother,  and  your  father.  What  tricks  will  your  in- 
genuity then  devise  P  Another  adultress  might  say,  perhaps, 
that  she  is  hysterical,  and  wishes  to  take  a  sitting-bath  in 
the  Sinuessan  lake.  How  much  better  will  it  be,  Paula, 
whenever  von  wish  to  go  and  take  your  pleasure,  to  tell  your 
husband  toe  truth. 

Tin.    OIT  THB  KISSES  07  HIS  ZAYOUBITfl. 

The  fragrance  of  balsam  extracted  from  aromatic  trees ; 
the  ripe  odour  yielded  by  the  teeming  saffron ;  the  per- 
fume of  fruits  mellowing  in  their  winter  repository;  or 
of  the  flowery  meadows  m  the  vernal  season;  or  of  silken 
robes  of  the  Empress  from  her  Palatine  wardrobes;  of 
amber  warmed  by  the  hand  of  a  maiden;  of  a  jar  of 
dark  Falernian  wine,  broken  and  scented  from  a  distance; K 
of  a  garden  that  attracts  the  Sicilian  bees ;  of  the  alabaster 
jars  of  Cosmus,  and  the  altars  of  the  gods ;  of  the  chaplet 
just  fallen  from  the  brow  of  the  luxurious; — but  why 
should  I  mention  all  these  things  singly  P  not  one  of  them 
is  enough  by  itself;  mix  all  together,  and  you  have  the 
perfume  of  the  morning  kisses  of  my  favourite.  Do  you 
want  to  know  the  name  r  I  will  only  tell  you  of  the  kisses. 
You  swear  to  be  secret.  You  want  to  know  too  much, 
Sabinus. 

Like  balsams  chaTd  by  some  exotick  fayre: 
Or  from  a  saffron  field  fresh  gliding  ayre : 
In  winter  chests  like  apples  ripening, 
Or  grounds  o'enpread  with  budding  trees  in  spring  i 
lake  silken  robes  in  royal  presses:  and 
Gumxns  suppled  by  a  virgin's  soft  white  hand  t 
As  broken  jars  of  Palerne  wines  do  smell 
Par  off:  or  floVry  gardens  where  bees  dwell : 
Perfumers  potts,  burnt  incense  toft  in  the  ayre  • 
Ohapleta  new  fell*n  from  rich  perfumed  hayfe ; 
1  Such  fragrance  being  more  grateful  from  a  distaaoaw 
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What  more  P    All  '■  not  enough:  mix  all  tf  express 
My  dear  gnfs  morning  kisses  sweetnesses. 
Yould  know  her  name  P  Til  nought  but  kisses  tell: 
1  doubt  I  swear,  you'ld  know  her  fun  too  well. 

OldMS.ltoKCentmy. 

IX.     OV  A  POBTBAIT  07  MX1C0B,  A  TBAOI0  POST. 

Memor,  distinguished  by  the  chaplet  of  Jove's  oak,  the 
glory  of  the  Soman  stage,  breathes  here,  restored  by  the 
pencil  of  Apelles. 

X.     OF.   TTTBKU8. 

Turnus  has  consecrated  his  vast  genius  to  satire.  Why 
did  he  not  devote  it  in  the  manner  of  Memor?  He  was  his 
brother.1 

XI.     TO  HIS  8LAY1. 

Away,  boy,  with  these  goblets,  and  these  embossed  vases 
of  the  tepid  Nile,  and  give  me,  with  steady  hand,  cups  fami- 
liar to  the  lips  of  our  sires,  and  pure  from  the  touch  of  a 
virtuous  attendant.  Bestore  to  our  table  its  pristine  hon- 
our. It  becomes  you,  Sardanapalus,  to  drink  out  of  jewelled 
cups,  you  who  would  convert  a  master-piece  of  Mentor  into 
a  convenience  for  your  mistress. 

XII.      OH  Z0ELT78. 

Though  the  rights  of  a  father  of  even  seven  children  be 

g'ven  you,  Zoflus,  no  one  can  give  you  a  mother,  or  a 
ther. 

•      TTTT.     XPITAPH  OK  PABI8  THJB  ACTOB. 

Whoever  thou*  art,  traveller,  that  treadest  the  Flaminian 
way,  pass  not  unheeded  this  noble  tomb.  The  delight  of  the 
city,  the  wit  of  the  Nile,1  the  art  and  grace,  the  sportive- 
ness  and  joy,  the  glory  and  grief  of  the  Jtoman  theatre,  and 
all  its  Tonuses  and  Cupids,  lie  buried  in  this  tomb,  with 
Paris, 

Thou  thatbeatest  the  Flaminian  Way, 

Pass  not  this  noble  tomb,  but  stay : 

Here  Rome's  delight,  and  Nile's  salt  treasure, 

Art,  graces,  sport,  and  sweetest  pleasure, 

The  grief  and  glory  of  the  stage, 

And  all  me  Cupids  of  the  age, 

1  He  did  not  wishtorhral  Memor.  Tnratu  it  mentioned  in  B.vH*Bp.  to. 
*  Paris  was  born  in  Egypt. 
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And  all  the  Venuses,  lie  here, 

Interred  in  Paris*  sepulchre.  Fktektr, 

ITT.      OK  ▲  HUBBUTDMAir,  A  DWABT. 

O  ye  heirs,  bury  not  the  dwarf  husbandman,  for  the  .east 
quantify  of  earth  will  lie  heavy  on  him. 

XT.     OH  HIS  BOOK. 

There  are  some  of  my  writings  which  may  be  read  by  the 
wife  of  a  Cato,  and  the  most  austere  of  Sabine  women.  But 
I  wish  the  present  little  book  to  laugh  from  one  end  to  the 
other,  and  to  be  more  free  in  its  language  than  any  of  my 
books ;  to  be  redolent  of  wino,  and  not  ashamed  of  being 
greased  with  toe  rich  unguents  of  Cosmius ;  a  book  to  make 
sport  for  boys, and  to  make  love  to  girls;  and  to  speak,  with- 
out disguise,  of  that  by  respecting  which  men  are  ge- 
nerated, the  parent  indeed  of  all;  which  the  pious  Noma 
used  to  call  by  its  simple  name.  Bemember,  however,  Apol- 
linaris,  that  these  verses  are  for  the  Saturnalia,  and  not  to  be 
taken  as  a  picture  of  my  morals. 

I  have  such  papers  that  grim  Gate's  wife 

May  read,  and  strictest  Sabines  in  their  life* 

I  will  this  book  should  laugh  throughout  and  jest, 

And  be  more  wicked  than  are  all  the  rest, 

And  sweat  with  wine,  and  with  rich  unguents  flow, 

And  sport  with  boys,  and  with  the  wenches  too  j 

Nor  by  periphrasis  describe  that  thing, 

That  common  parent  whence  we  all  do  spring  j 

Which  sacred  Noma  once  by 't  'a  name  cud  calL 

Yet  still  suppose  these  verses  satornaL 

O  my  Apolunaris,  this  my  book 

Has  no  dissembled  manners,  no  feign'd  look.  FUtcktr. 

XVI.     TO  HIS  BBADBB8. 

Reader,  if  you  are  exceedingly  staid,  you  may  shut  up  my 
book  whenever  you  please ;  I  write  now  for  the  idlers  of  the 
city;  my  verses  are  devoted  to  the  god  of  Lampsacus,  and 
my  hand  shakes  toe  Castanet,  as  briskly  as  a  aancing-girl 
of  Cadis. *  Oh !  how  often  will  you  feel  your  desires  aroused, 
even  though  you  were  more  frigid  than  Curius  and  Fnbricius. 
Thou  too,  young  damsel,  wilt  read  the  gay  and  sportive 
sallies  of  my  book  not  without  emotion,  even  though  thou 
shouldst  be  a  native  of  Patavium.  Lucretia  blushes,  and  lays 
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my  book  aside;  but  Brutus  is  present    Let  Brutus  retire, 
and  she  will  read. 

xvn.    to  sabhtus. 

It  is  not  every  page  in  my  book  that  is  intended  to  be 
read  at  night;  you  will  find  something  also,  Sabinus,  to  read 
in  the  morning. 

Not  all  my  Terse  for  Night's  loose  hours  are  writ, 
Many  you'll  find  the  sober  morning  fit.        Anon.  1695. 

xvm.  TO  LUPUS. 
You  have  given  me,  Lupus,  an  estate  in  the  suburbs,  but 
I  have  a  larger  estate  on  my  window-silL  Can  you  sav  that 
this  is  an  estate,— can  you  call  this,  I  say,  an  estate,  where  a 
sprig  of  rue  makes  a  grove  for  Diana;  which  the  wing  of  the 
chirping  grasshopper  is  sufficient  to  cover;  which  an  ant 
could  lay  waste  in  a  single  day ;  for  which  the  leaf  of  a  rose* 
bud  would  serve  as  a  canopy;  in  which  herbage  is  not 
more  easily  found  than  Cosmus  s  perfumes,1  or  green  pepper : 
in  which  a  cucumber  cannot  lie  straight,' or  a  snake  uncoil 
itself.  As  a  garden,  it  would  scarcely  feed  a  single  cater- 
pillar; a  gnat  would  eat  up  its  willow  lied  and  starve;  amole 
would  serve  for  digger  ana  ploughman.  The  mushroom  can- 
not expand  in  it,  the  fig  cannot  bloom,  the  violet  cannot  open. 
A  mouse  would  destroy  the  whole  territory,  and  is  as  much 
an  object  of  terror  as  the  Calvdonian  boar.  My  crop  is  car- 
ried off  by  the  claws  of  a  flying  Progne,  and  deposited  in  a 
swallow's  nest;  and  there  is  not  room  even  for  the  half  of 
a  Priapus,  though  he  be  without  his  scythe  and  sceptre. 
The  harvest,  when  gathered  in,  scarcely  nils  a  snail-shell; 
and  the  wine  may  be  stored  up  in  a  nut-shell  stopped  with 
resin.  You  have  made  a  mistake,  Lupus,  though  only  in  one 
letter ;  instead  of  giving  me  Apratdium,  I  would  rather  you  had 
given  me  a  prandium} 

Lupus,  a  farm  near  town  you  gave  to  me ; 
A  larger  plot  I  in  my  window  see  $ 
Such  scrap  of  earth  a  farm  'twere  hard  to  prove, 
When  one  smsll  rue-plant  makes  Diana's  grove. 

.   *  Cotmi  folium.    Some  editors  read  ootti  folium,  "  leaf  of  gpiketanL* 
Spikenard  does  not  grow  in  Italy . 
»  *f«*tfl»,Ma&nn"or"estate;"  jmmd^  "a  dinner/' 
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This,  which  a  locust's  wing  might  overlay ! 
Whose  crops  would  feed  an  ant  one  single  day  f 
This,  which  a  folded  rose-leaf  might  have  crown'o, 
Where  not  a  herb  can  any  more  be  found 
Than  eastern  scents  or  fragrant  spices  rare. 
To  please  the  palate  or  perfume  the  hair ; 
Where  e'en  a  cucumber  must  crooked  lie  | 
A  snake  to  coil  its  tail  would  vainly  try. 
Such  garden  scarce  one  caterpillar  feeds  $ 
The  willow-bed  no  second  insect  breeds  j 
The  mole  alone  my  farm  does  plough  and  digf 
No  mushroom  here  can  gape ;  no  early  fig, 
Nor  smiling  violet*  here  nas  room  to  grow ; 
The  devastated  land  a  mouse  lays  low, 
More  dreaded  bv  the  owner  than  of  yore 
Was  that  huge  beast  the  Calydonian  boar. 
Aloft  my  crops  are  carried  in  the  straw, 
Caught  by  the  flying  swallow's  slender  claw. 
Priapus  here  can  scarce  find  room  to  stand, 
Though  half  his  size,  and  reft  of  wooden  brand. 
One  snail-shell  holds  our  yearly  grain,  and  moref 
In  one  pitch'd  nutrshell  ail  the  wine  we  store. 
Lupus,  your  kindness  by  one  letter  err'd ; 
To  call  such  gift  &  favour  was  absurd: 
Take  back  your  farm ;  more  grateful  far  to  me 
The  savour  that  your  kitchen  yields,  would  be. 

EngUik  Journal  of  Education,  Jan.  1856. 

ttt.     TO  0ALIA. 

Do  you  ask,  Galla,  why  I  am  unwilling  to  marry  yon  f 
You  are  a  prude;  and  my  passions  frequently  commit  sole* 

Galla,  dost  ask  why  Fll  not  marry  thee  P 
Galla,  thou  are  too  learned  fax  for  me. 
A  oonsort  so  correct  I  cannot  take: 
For  I,  as  husband,  oft  shall  solecisms  make. 

Old  Vernon.  Anon. 
XX.      TO  HI8  STRICTER  RAIDERS. 

O  captious  reader,  who  peruseet  with  stern  countenance 
certain  Latin  verses  of  mine,  read  six  amorous  lines  of  Au« 
gustus  C©sar :— "  Because  Antonius  kisses  Glaphvra,  Fulra 
wishes  me  in  revenue  to  kiss  her.  I  kiss  Fulvia!  What  if 
Manius  were  to  make  a  similar  request!!  Should  I  grant  it? 
I  should  think  not,  if  I  were  in  my  senses.    Either  kiss  me, 
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Bays  die,  or  fight  me.  Nay,  my  purity  is  dearer  to  me  than 
life,  therefore  let  the  trumpet  sound  for  battle ! "  —  Truly, 
Augustus,  yx>u  acquit  my  sportive  sallies  of  licentiousness! 
when  yon  give  such  examples  of  Boman  simplicity. 

'Gams  Anthony  is  fir'd  with  Glaphire's  charms, 
Fain  would  hit  Fnlvia  tempt  me  to  her  anna: 
If  Anthony  be  false,  what  then?  must  I 
Be  slave  to  FuWia's  lustful  tyranny  r 
Then  would  a  thousand  wanton,  waspish  wives 
8wann  to  my  bed  like  bees  into  their  hives. 
Declare  for  Love  or  War,  she  said,  and  frown'd. 
No  lore  1'Q  grant:  to  arms  bid  trumpets  sound. 

Montaigne  (fry  Cotton),  B.  ii.  ck  H 

XXI.     OJT  LYDIA 

Lydia  tarn  laxa  est,  equitis  quam  cuius  aeni ; 

Quam  celer  arguto  qui  sonat  ©re  trochus; 
Quam  rota  transmisso  toties  Intacta  petauro, 

Quam  vetus  a  crassa  calceus  udus  aqua; 
Quam  qua  rara  vagos  expectant  retia  turdos, 

Quam  Pompeiano  vela  negata  Noto ; 
Quam  (fum  de  phthisioo  lapaa  est  armiUa  dnaxlo, 

Culcita  Leuconioo  quam  viduata  suo ; 
Quam  veteres  bracb®  JBritonis  pauperis,  et  quam 

Turpe  Bavennatis  guttur  onocrotali. 
Hanc  m  piscina  dicor  futuisse  marina. 

Nescio:  piscinam  me  futuisse  puto. 

Lidia  non  6  meno  sfasdata  che  il  culo  d9  una  status  equestre  di 
bronco,  che  la  veloee  trottola  che  rombeggia  per  il  sottil  rame,  che 
la  ruota  tante  volte  rattenuta  per  il  petauro  mandato  in  aria,  che 
una  vecchia  Scarpa  imbrattata  a  acqua  mngosa;  che  le  aperte  retL 
le  quali  aspettano  i  vaganti  tordi,  che  le  vele  non  pin  esposte  al 
Noto  Pompeiano,  che  un  braccialetto  che  e*  cascato  da  un'  etico 
einedo,  che  u  materaxzo  spogliato  del  suo  Leuconioo,  che  i  vecchi 
calsoni  6?  un  misero  Bretanno,  e  che  la  turpe  giugaja  del  Ravennate 
Onoerotale.  Bono  apostrofato  6?  aver  immemorato  oostei  nella 
piscina  marina.    Nol  saprei :  parmi  aver  immembrato  la  piscina 

Qraglia. 

XXEL     OJT  AIT  ABAJTDOKXD  DIBAUCHH. 

Mollia  quod  nivei  duro  teris  ore  Galesi 
Buaia,  quod  nude  cum  Granyniede  jaces ; 
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Quia  negat  hoc nimiumP  Bed  Bit  satis :  inguina  saltern 

Parce  fututrici  sollicitare  manu. 
Levibus  in  pueris  plus  haac,  quam  mentula,  peocat : 

Bt  faefunt  digiti,  proripitantque  virum. 
Inde  tragus,  ceJeresque  pdi,  mirandaque  matri 

Barba*  nee  in  clara  balnea  luce  placent. 
Divisit  natura  mares;  pars  una  puellis, 
Una  viris  genita  est:  ufcere  parte  tua. 
Di  dd  che  tu  distruggi  oolla  ruida  tua  faocia  i  molli  baoci  da1 
niveo  Galeae,  di  cid  che  tu  ffiaci  con  Gauimede  ignudo,  chi  nega 
questo  ester  moltoP    Ma  cio  ti  basti:  almeno  rattienta  sollicitare 
inguina  manu  fututrici.    Hoc  plus  peccat  in  levibus  pueris  quam 
mentula,  et  digiti  faciunt  et  precipitant  virum.    Indi  u  tanfo,  ed  i 
subiti  peli,  e  la  barba  dalla  madre  esservata,  ne  i  bagni  piacciono  in 
chiara  luce.    La  natura  distinse  i  maschi ;  una  parte  fu  fatta  per  le 
aitelle,  ed  una  per  gli  uomini :  fit  uso  della  tua  parte.      OragUa. 

Tim.  i.GAnr8T  stla, 
Sila  is  ready  to  become  my  wife  at  any  price;  but  I 
am  unwilling  at  any  price  to  make  Sila  my  wife.  •  As  sbe 
insisted,  however,  I  said,  "You  shall  bring  me  a  million 
of  sesterces  in  gold  as  a  dowry" — What  less  could  I  take? 
MNdr,  although  I  become  your  husband,  will  I  associate 
with  you  even  on  the  first  night,  or  at  any  time  share  a  couch 
with  you.  I  will  also  embrace  my  mistress  without  restraint; 
and  you  shall  send  me,  if  I  require  her,  your  own  maid. 
Any  favourite,  whether  my  own  or  vours,  shall  be  at  liberty  to 
give  me  amorous  salutes  even  while  you  are  looking  on. 
I  ou  shall  come  to  my  table,  but  our  seats  shall  be  so  far 
apart,  that  my  garments  be  not  touched  by  yours.  You  shall 
salute  me  but  rarely,  never  without  invitation ;  and  then  not 
in  the  manner  of  a  wife,  but  in  that  of  a  grandmother.  II 
you  can  submit  to  this,  and  if  there  is  nothing  that  you  re* 
fuse  to  endure,  you  will  find  in  me  a  gentleman,  Sila,  ready 
to  take  you  to  wife. 

Sila  on  any  termes  would  me  faine  wed ; 

But  I  on  ail  conditions  Ay  her  bed.. 

When  still  she  pressM,  "  Ten  thousand  pounds  I  crave," 

Sayd  I,  "  for  portion ;  how  can  I  less  haveP 

Nor  will  I,  no  not  the  first  night,  board  thee  i 

Nor  shall  one  bed  e'er  oommon  to  us  bee. 

My  wench  111  have  too,  ne'er  bv  you  gainsayed  > 

Nay,  when  I  bid,  you  shall  send  your  own  mayd. 
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In  wanton  kisses  with  the  boy  FQ  twine; 
You  looking  on,  too,  bee  bee  yours  or  mine. . 
Ton  thall  eate  with  mee,  but  at  distance,  such 
As  our  loose  roabes  may  not  each  other  touch : 
Seldome  shall  kiss  me,  nor  unhid ;  so  cold, 
Too,  that,  not  like  a  wife,  but  matron  old. 
If  all  this  you  can  beare ;  if  nought  refuse, 
Here  you  can  find  one  you  for  wife  may  choose. 

Old  MS.  im  Cmi. 

HIT.     TO  LABULLUS* 

While  I  am  attending  you  about,  and  escorting  you  home, 
while  lending  my  ear  to  your  chattering,  and  praising  what- 
ever you  amy  and  do,  how  many  verses  of  mine,  Labullus, 
might  nave  seen  the  light  I  Does  it  seem  nothing  to  you,  that 
what  Some  reads,  what  the1  foreigner  seeks,  what  the  knight 
willingly  accepts,  what  the  senator  stores  up,  what  the  bar- 
rister praises,  and  rival  poets  abuse,  are  lost  through  your 
fault  P  Is  this  right,  Labullus  P  Can  any  one  endure,  that 
while  you  thus  augment  the  number  of  your  wretched  clients, 
you  proportionately  diminish  the  number  of  my  books  P  In 
the  last  thirty  days,  or  thereabouts,  I  have  scarcely  finished 
one  page.    See  what  befalls  a  poet  who  does  not  dine  at  home. 

While  I  attend  thy  steps  early  and  late, 

Afford  an  ear  unto  thy  idle  prate, 

Applaud  whate'er  by  thee  is  done  or  said, 

Blow  many  excellent  verses  might  be  made ! 

This  thou  account* st  no  loss,  although  that  Rome 

Beads  them  with  joy,  far  nations  bear  them  home  f 

Knights  and  patricians  make  them  their  delight, 

Lawyers  admire,  and  poets  also  spight 

And  can  I  this  digest?    That  for  thy  sake, 

Only  thy  train  more  numerous  to  make, 

My  books  should  fewer  be  P    So  to  engage, 

That  scarce  in  thirty  days  I  write  one  page  P 

But  thus  it  is,  for  cheer  when  poets  rome, 

And  will  not  be  content  to  sup  at  home.       Jntnu  H4& 

XXY.      OK  LOTUS. 

Ilia  salax  nhnium,  nee  paucis  nota  puelKs 
Stare  Lino  desit  mentula:  lingua  cave. 

Quells  troppo  salace  mentola,  ne  nota  a  poche  ragaxze,  cesst 
stare  a  Lino:  bada,  o  lingua.  Gragti** 
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XXVI-     TO  T1LS8FH0BUB. 

Charm  of  my  life,  Telesphorus,  sweet  object  of  my  cares, 
whose  like  never  before  lay  in  my  arms,  give  me,  fur  one, 
kisses  redolent  of  the  fragrance  of  old  Falernian,  give  me 
goblets  of  which  thy  lips  have  first  partaken.  I£  in  addition 
to  this,  you  grant  me  the  pleasure  of  true  affection,  I  shall 
say  that  Jove  is  not  more  nappy  at  the  side  of  Ganymede. 

XXVJJL     TO  FLAQOUS. 

Yon  most  have  an  iron  resolution,  Flaccus, .  if  von  can 
bestow  your  affection  on  a  woman,  who  values  herself  at  no 
more  than  half  a  dozen  jars  of  nickle,  or  a  couple  of  slices  of 
tunny  fish,  or  a  paltry  sea-lizard ;  who  does  not  think  herself 
worth  a  bunch  of  raisins;  who  makes  only  one  mouth- 
ful of  a  red  herring,  which  a  servant  maid  fetches  in  an 
earthenware  dish ;  or  who,  with  a  brazen  face  and  lost  to 
shame,  lowers  her  demand  to  five  skins  for  a  cloak.  Why!  my 
mistress  asks  of  me  a  pound  of  the  most  predous  perfume,  or 
a  pair  of  green  emeralds,  or  sardonvxes  $  and  will  have  no 
dress  except  of  the  very  best  silks  m>m  the  Tuscan  street ; 
nay,  she  would  ask  me  for  a  hundred  gold  pieces  with  as  little 
concern  as  if  they  were  brass.  Do  you  think  that  I  wish 
to  make  such  presents  to  a  mistress  P  No,  I  do  not :  but  T 
wish  my  mistress  to  be  worthy  of  such  presents. 

Thou'rt  iron,  Flaccus,  if  to  such  a  dame, 

Who  ben  vile  gifts,  thou  can'st  keep  up  a  flame  ? 

Cow-heels  does  ask,  times,  sprats,  and  scraps  of  fish, 

And  a  whole  pompion  holds  too  much  to  wish : 

To  whom  her  maid,  joyful  t*  have  got,  does  pour 

Cheap  pulse,  which  greedily  she  does  devour : 

And  when  she's  bold,  and  will  all  shame  depose, 

Begs  yam  enough  to  knit  a  pair  of  hose. 

My  wench  perfumes  exacts,  both  rich  and  rare, 

Rubies  and  pearls,  and  those  must  also  pair  j 

Choice  Naples  silk,  with  her,  will  only  pass, 

An  hundred  crowns  in  gold  she  begs  like  brass, 

Give  I  such  sifts,  dost  say,  a  miss  to  please  P 

No :  but  Td  nave  her  merit  such  as  these.      dm*.  1690. 

xxvm.    oir  kasioa, 

Invmrit  medicum  Nasica  phreneticus,  Aucte: 
Bt  percidit  Hylan.  Hie,  puto,  sanus  erat. 
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Un  medioo  frenetico,  o  Aucto,  wall  oon  la  speda  ed  infllatd  Ha. 
Ivi,  credo,  era  ssno.  Gragli*. 

»n.     TO  PHYLLIS. 

Langnida  cum  vetula  tractare  virQia  dextra 

Cospiati,  jugu.or  pollice,  PhylK,  tuo. 
Nam  com  me  vitam,  cum  me  tua  lamina  dick : 

Horn  me  refici  yix  puto  posse  decern. 
Blanditias  nescis:  dabo,  die,  tibi  millia  centum, 

Et  dabo  Setini  jugera  culta  soli : 
Acripe  Tina,  domum,  pueros,  chrysendeta,  mensaa: 

Nu  opus  est  digitis ;  sic  mihi,  Fhylli,  firica. 

Qoando  tu  meomind  ooUa  vecchia  toa  destra  a  palpare  la 
languide  mis  pudenda,  io  sono,  o  Fillide,  ssssssinato  dalle  tue  dita. 
Imperoeche,  qosndo  tu  mi  chiami  tua  vita,  tue  loci :  ho  pena  a  cre- 
dere di  poter  in  died  ore  etser  dtanore :  non  t'intendi  di  caresse : 
di,  ti  daro  cento  nulla  sesterzj,  e  ti  daxo  dei  coltivati  jugeri  del 
suolo  Setino:  nrendi  vini,  can,  servi,  srgenterie,  mense:  non  oo- 
corre  dita :  •oUeticami,  o  Fillide,  in  questo  modo.  Qraglitu 

When  with  caresses  thou  woukPst  me  excite, 

All  amorous  pow*r  thou  dost  extinguish  quite; 

For  when  thou  calTst  me  lore,  thy  life,  and  dear, 

The  surfeit  I  digest  not  in  a  year. 

Tfose  were  due  arts  when  thou  wert  young  and  fair  | 

Thou  dost  not  know  what  sged  toyings  are. 

I  give  thee,  Martial,  say,  ten  thousand  pound, 

My  manor  house,  with  all  the  fertile  ground; 

I  giro  thee  jewels,  plate,  whole  caves  cf  wine. 

These,  without  love  tricks,  will  to  love  incline.         Amom. 


TO  ZOILUB. 

Oa  male*  causidicis  et  dicis  olere  poetia : 
8ed  fellatori,  ZoOe,  pejus  olet. 
Tudid  chelabocca  sentecattivo  si  causidid  edaipoeti;  maal 
fellatore,  o  ZoQo,  sente  peggio.  Qraglia. 

xxxi.  oh  cmctltvb. 
CfecQina,  a  very  Atreua  of  gourds,  tears  and  cuts  them 
into  a  thousand  pieces,  just  as  if  they  were  the  children  of 
Thyeetes.  Someof  these  pieces  will  be  placed  before  you  to 
begin  with  as  a  relish ;  they  will  appear  again  as  a  seoond 
course ;  then  again  as  a  third  course.  From  some  he  will 
contrive  a  dessert ;  from  others  the  baker  will  make  roawk- 
is  1  patties,  cakes  of  every  form,  and  dates  such  bb  are  sold 

1  * 


514 

at  the  theatres.  By  the  art  of  the  cook  they  are  metamor> 
phoaed  into  all  aorta  of  mincemeat,  so  that  you  would  fancy 
you  saw  lentils  and  beana  on  the  table;  they  are  alao  made  to 
imitate  muahroomsand  sausages,  tails  of  tunnies  and  anchovies. 
This  dextrous  cook  exhausts  the  powers  of  art  to  disguise 
tbem  in  every  way,  sometimes  by  means  of  Capellian  rue.1 
Thus  he  fills  his  dishes,  and  side  dishes,  and  noliahed 
plates,  and  tureens,  and  congratulates  himself  upon  nia  skill 
in  furnishing  so  many  dishes  at  the  coat  of  a  penny. 

Thou  Atreus  of  a  cucumber, 

Which,  like  ThyesteV  sons,  you  tear, 

And  in  ten  thousand  pieces  shoe ; 

And  in  ten  thousand  ways  disguise. 

This  in  your  soup  at  first  you  use : 

And  this  in  every  course  produce. 

Hence  your  confectioner  still  takes 

His  fellies,  sweetmeats,  and  his  cakes  j 

Becking  hit  dishes  in  a  row 

Of  high-raised  pyramids  for  show. 

Tour  cook  from  this  hath  found  the  means 

To  furnish  us  with  pease  and  beans; 

And  by  his  magic  art  create 

A  mushroom,  sausage,  cod,  or  scate. 

Your  house-keeper,  as  far  as  can  go 

Her  seasoning  art,  turns  this  to  mango. 

Thus  you,  who  fill  by  this  device 

Tour  dishes  of  all  sorts  and  sire, 

Would  modest  and  polite  be  thought 

By  serving  up  one  single  groat  Hay. 

Hill.      TO  KI8TOB. 

You  have  neither  a  toga,  nor  a  hearth,  nor  a  bed  infested 
with  vermin,  nor  a  patched  rag  of  marsh  reeds,  nor  a  slave 
young  or  old,  nor  a  maid,  nor  a. child,  nor  a  lock,  nor  a  key, 
nor  a  house-doe;,  nor  a  wine-cup.  Yet,  Nestor,  you  desire  to 
be  thought  and  called  a  poor  man,  and  wish  to  be  counted 
aa  such  among  the  people.  You  are  a  deceiver,  and  do  your- 
self too  much  idle  honour.   To  have  nothing  ia  not  poverty.* 

1  80  called  from  Gspeunis,  who  cultivated  or  sold  it  The  common 
reading,  rutm  GcpeJZuma,  is  followed ;  Schneidewin,  without  any  appar- 
ent reason,  has  Capttum*.  Bus  was  used  far  ganushing  dishes;  set 
Ep.  52, 

•  It  is  worse ;  it  Is  mere  beggary. 
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When  thou  hast  neither  coat,  nor  fire,  nor  bed 

That's  eat  with  worms,  nor  mat  with  sedge  patch'd  up, 

Nor  boy,  nor  man,  nor  maid,  nor  infant  head, 

Nor  lock  with  thee,  nor  key,  nor  dog,  nor  cup. 

Yet  thou  affectest  to  be  calf 'd  and  seem 

Poor,  and  to  have  a  popular  esteem. 

Thou  liest :  thou  soothest  thyself  with  vanity  | 

Nestor,  this  is  not  want,  but  beggery.  Fletcher. 

XXXIII.      Off  THJ  CHABIOTSXB  OF  TOT  "GEEK*"  FJLOTIOK. 

8inoe  the  death  of  Nero  the  charioteer  of  the  Green  Fac- 
tion has  often  won  the  palm,  and  carried  off  many  prizes. 
Go  now,  malicious  envy,  and  say  that  you  were  influenced  by 
Nero ;  for  now  assuredly  the  charioteer  of  the  Green  Faction, 
not  Nero,  has  won  these  victories. 

XXXIT.      OK  APXB. 

Aper  has  bought  a  house ;  but  such  a  house,  as  not  even 
an  owl  would  inhabit ;  so  dark  and  old  is  the  little  dwelling. 
Bat  near  it  the  elegant  Maro  has  his  country  seat,  and  Aper 
will  dine  well,  though  he  will  not  be  well  lodged.1 
Aper  a  cottage  bought,  which  not  an  owl 
Would  deign  to  own,  it  was  so  old  and  fowle. 
But  Mare's  sumptuous  house  and  walkes  exoelL 
Aper  will  richly  fare,  not  richly  dwelL  Kay. 

Jack  buys  an  ancient  cottage,  dismal,  foul, 
And  scarce  a  decent  harbour  for  an  owl, 
Near  to  an  hospitable  neighbour's  seat 
Jack  will  not  lodge  so  well  as  he  will  eat  •  Hay. 

XXXT.      TO  FABULLTJB. 

Ton  invite  some  three  hundred  guests  all  unknown  to  mev 
and  then  wonder  that  I  do  not  accept  your  invitation,  and 
complain,  and  are  ready  to  quarrel  with  me.  Fabullus, 
I  do  not  like  to  dine  alone. 

That  I  your  invitation  should  decline, 
Why  do  you  wonder  P  why  do  you  repine  P 
When  hundreds  you  invite  to  me  unknown : 
I  do  not  choose,  dear  friend,  to  dine  alone.     Hay. 
With  a  room  full,  to  me  all  unknown, 
You  bid  me  make  one  at  your  feast  j 
I  decline  it,  you  grumble  and  groan, 
And  call  me  unsociable  beast,— 

Aper  expects  his  rich  neighbour  to  invite  aim  frequently  to  dinner. 
2il 
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Why  since  I  most  dine  quite  alone, 
ill  dine  by  myself;  sir,  at  least     N.  B.  HdML 

You  ask  a  hundred  guests  unknown  to  me, 
And  wonder,  Richard,  1  refuse  to  come : 

Bichard,  I  go  abroad  for  company, 
For  folitude  I  like  to  stay  at  home.       Hodgmm. 

mvL  oir  caiub  jxjlius  fboctjxttb. 
O  mark  this  day  for  me  with  a  white  stone,  Cains  Julius 
having  been  restored  (how  delightful  D  to  my  prayers.  I  re- 
joice to  have  despaired  aa  though  the  threads  rathe  sisters  had 
already  been  snapped  asunder;  that  joy  is  hut  little  where 
there  has  been  no  fear.  Hypnus,  why  do  you  loiter  P  Pour 
out  the  immortal  Falemiaa;  such  fulfilment  of  my  prayers 
demands  an  old  cask.  Let  us  drink  five,  six,  and  eight  cups, 
answering  to  the  letters  in  the  names  Gains,  Julius,  and 
Proculusv 

Han,  hapny  day!  my  Julius,  hail,  restored! 

Hail,  gracious  heavn,  who  heard'st  when  I  implored  t 

Despair  proves  hope,  the  fatal  scissors  near : 

The  less  they  know  of  joy  who  knew  no  fear. 

Hypnus,  why  loiter*st  ?  pour  Falernian  wine : 

Sucn  blesshiffs  pour*d  demand  a  cask  divine. 

Five,  six,  and  eight  fair  brimmers  shall  be  crown'd, 

And  Gains  Julius  Prooulus  go  round.  JSlphmstom. 

xxxvn.    to  zoixirs, 
Jouus,  why  do  you  delight  in  using  a  whole  pound  weight 
of  gold  for  the  setting  of  a  stone,  and  thus  Dairying  your 
poor  sardonyx  P    8uch  rings  are  more  suited  to  your  legs  ;f 
the  weight  is  too  great  for  fingers. 

Why,  Zoilus,  dost  thou  bury,  not  enfold, 
A  diamond  spark  in  a  whole  pound  of  gold  P 
When  late  a  slave,  this  ring  thy  leg  might  wear, 
But  such  a  weight  thy  finger  cannot  bear.  Anm. 

xxrnn.    to  axtlub. 
A  muleteer  was  lately  sold  for  twenty  thousand  sesterce? 
Aulus.  Are  you  astonished  at  so  large  a  price  P  He  was  deaf. 

>  See  B.  L  Ep.  72.  *  See  B.  iii.  Ep.  29. 

'  He  could  not  therefore  overhear  the  conversation  of  those  whom  I 
drove* 
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mix,    to  cHAJUDiinrSy  his  nuDiu*. 

Too,  Charidemus,  rooked  my  cradle;  yoa  were  the 
guardian  and  constant  companion  of  my  childhood  Now 
my  beard,  when  shaved,  blackens  the  barber's  napkins,  and 
my  mistress  complains  of  being  pricked  by  my  bristly  lips. 
Bat  in  your  eyes  I  am  no  older;  you  are  my  bailiff's  oread ; 
my  steward  and  all  the  household  fear  yon.  You  neither 
allow  me  to  play  nor  to  make  love;  nothing  is  permitted  to 
me*,  yet  everything  to  yourself.  You  rebuke  me,  you  watch 
me,  you  complain  of  me,  and  sigh  at  my  conduct,  and  your 
ire  is  with  difficulty  restrained  from  using  the  cane.    If  I 

Sut  on  aTyrian  robe,  or  anoint  my  hair,  you  exclaim,  "Your 
ither  never  did  such  things."  x  on  count  my  cups  of  wine 
with  contracted  brow,  as  if  they  came  from  a  cask  in  your 
own  cellar.  Cease  this  conduct:  I  cannot  abide  a  Cato  in  a 
freed  man.    My  mistress  will  tell  you  that  I  am  now  a  man. 

Torn  were  for  ever  by  my  infant  ride; 

My  guardian,  my  companion,  and  my  guide. 

The  raaor  now  grows  blunt  against  my  oeard  > 

And  every  girl  complains  that  it  is  hard. 

with  you  I  am  but  little  master  still : 

Aadafi  my  servants  tremble  at  your  wilL 

To  game  or  to  intrigue  I  must  not  dare : 

All  things  to  you,  to  me  none,  lawful  are. 

You  check,  remark,  complain,  and  cjt  u  Good  God  I* 

And  in  your  passion  scarce  forbear  the  rod. 

If  iay  toupee  or  velvet  I  put  on ; 

You  say,  Oh !  how  unlike  your  father  gone ! 

Yoa  count  each  bumper  with  a  serious  look ; 

As  if  from  your  own  vault  the  wine  I  took. 

8oea  censure  I  no  longer  suffer  can  : 

Pray,  ask  my  maid  if  I  am  not  a  man.         Hay. 

Yoa  roek'd  my  cradle,  were  my  guide 

In  youth,  still  tending  at  my  side ; 

But  now,  dear  Sir,  my  beard  is  grown, 

Soil  Fm  a  child  to  thee  alone. 

Our  steward,  butler,  cook,  and  all 

Yoa  fright,  nay  e'en  the  very  wall ; 

Yoa  pry,  and  frown,  and  growl,  and  chide. 

And  scarce  will  lay  the  rod  aside.  F.  Lewis. 
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xl.    ok  ltovboub. 

Lupereus  lores  the  fair  Glycera;  lie  possesses  her  all  to 
himself  and  is  her  sole  commander.  Once,  when  he  was  com 

Elaining  t6  JElianus,  in  a  sad  tone,  that  he  had  not  caressed 
er  for  a  whole  month,  and  wished  to  give  the  reason  to  his 
auditor,  who  asked  for  it,«he  told  him  that  Glycera  had  the 
tooth-ache. 

XLI.     OK  AMYVTAS,  A  BWIKEKBBD,  KILLED  BY  A  TALL 
*BOK  AN  OAK. 

.  While  the  swineherd  Amyntas  was  over-anxiously  feeding 
his  flock,  proud  of  its  renown  for  high  condition,  his  weight 
proved  too  much  for  the  yielding  branch  of  an  oak  which  he 
had  ascended,  and  he  was  precipitated  to  the  ground  in  the 
midst  of  a  shower  of  acorns,  which  he  had  shaken  down.  His 
father  would  not  allow  the  fatal  tree  to  survive  the  cruel 
death  of  his  son,  and  condemned  it  to  the  flames.  Lygdus,1 
let  your  neighbour  Iolas  fatten  his  pigs  as  he  pleases ;  and 
be  content  to  preserve  your  full  number. 

XLII.     TO  0.BCILIA5UB. 

You  ask  for  lively  epigrams,  and  propose  lifeless  subjects. 
What  can  I  do,  Csacilianos?  You  expect  HybUean  or  Hy- 
methian  honey  to  be  produced,  and  yet  offer  the  Attic  bee  no- 
thing but  Corsican  thyme  ? 

You  lively  epigrams  require  still,  when 

You  give  flat  themes ;  how  can  you  have  them  then? 

Think  you  that  e'en  Cecropian  bees  can  breed 

Hybkean  honey,  that  in  Corsio  feed?    Old  MS.  10th  Cent. 

When  living  epigrams  thou  craVst  of  me, 

Thou  givta  dead  arguments.    How  can  that  be  ? 

How  canst  thou  have  Hymittian  honey  flow, 

And  Corsick  thyme  t*  Athenian,  bees  allow  P         May. 

Alas !  dear  sir,  you  try  in  vain 
Impossibilities  to  gain ; 
No  bee  from  Corsica's  rank  juioe 
Hyblstan  honey  can  produce. 

F.  Lewis.    MoUotothtlOlstNo.qfiAeRAmbUr 

1  Martial's  swine-herd. 
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ram,    to  his  wm. 

Deprensnm  in  paero  tetricis  me  Tocibus  uxor 

Corripis,  et  calum  te  quoque  habere  refers* 
Dixit  idem  quoties  lascivo  Juno  tonantd  P 

Hie  tamen  gracili  cam  Ganymede  jaoet. 
Incurvabat  Hyhm  nosito  Tirynthius  area. 

Ta  Megaram  creais  non  habuisse  nates  ? 
Torquebat  PhcBbum  Daphne  fugitiva:  sed  iHai 

Oebaliufl  flammas  jnssit  abire  puer. 
Bryeeis  mnltom  quamvis  a  versa  jaceret, 

Meutidm  propior  levis  amicus  erat. 
Pafce  tuis  lgitur  dare  mascula  nomina  rebus 

Teque  puta  cunnos,  uxor,  habere  duos ! 

iTu,  moglie,  con  arrabbiate  parole  rimbrotti  me  sorpreso  nel  ra- 
gano,  ed  adduei  ehe  anche  tu  hai  il  o-lo.  Quante  Tolte  Gramme 
non  dine  k>  stesso  a  Gioye  Tonante  P  Con  tutto  dd  esso  giaee  ool 
delioato  Otnimede.  Tiriniio,  depoato  Faroo  raeurvara  Ila ;  credi  tu 
ehe  Megara  non  avesse  natiche  P  Dafhe  faggitiva  tormentaTa  Febo : 
ma  il  ragasso  Oebalio  fece  partire  quelli  amori.  Briseide  auantuii- 
que  siaceae  molto  arena,  il  delicate  amico  era  confaciente  ad 
Eaeide.  Rifparmia  dunque  dar  nomi  mascolini  alle  ooae  tue,  ed 
immaghwtii  o  moglie,  d'aver  due  o-ni !  OragUa. 

Fletcher  has  given  a  complete  translation  of  these  lines,  and  *o  hare 
several  of  the  French  editors,  bnt  we  think  them  better  omitted  here. 


XXTT.     TO  A  CHTLDLXS8  OLD  XII, 

Yon  are  childless  and  rich,  and  were  born  in  the  consulship 
of  Brutus;  do  yon  imaeine  that  yon  hare  any  real  friends? 
Yon  have  true  friends,  but  they  are  those  which  yon  made 
when  young  and  poor.  Your  new  friends  desire  only  your 
death. 

Now  thou  are  childless,  rich,  'bore  measure  old, 
The  lore  profess*d  to  thee,  sincere  dost  hold  P 
True  love  I  have  found.    Yes,  when  young  and  poor; 
Who  loved  thee  now,  do  lore  thy  death  much  more 

Anon.  Mi. 
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Whit!  old,  and  rich,  and  childless  too, 
And  yet  believe  your  friends  axe  true  P 
Troth  might  perhaps  of  old  belong 
To  those  who  loved  you  poor  and  young  | 
But,  trust  me,  for  the  friends  you  nave, 
They'll  lore  you  dearly— in  your  grave. 

F.Lewis.    Motto  to  thslSZndlLambiw 

Childless,  and  rich,  and  born  in  Charles's  reign, 

Can  you  expect  that  cordial  Mends  remain? 

If  such;  thev  are,  whom  young  and  poor  you  found : 

The  new  will  lore  you  only  under  ground.  Hap 

Childless,  and  rich,  and  old,  and  hope  to  find 

A  real  friend  P  Disordered  is  thy  mind. 

That  heeVn-born  light,  which  never  long  endures 

In  youth,  in  poverty,  perchance,  was  yours. 

But  all  your  present  mends,  whatever  they  say, 

Love  but  your  death,  and  curse  its  slow  delay.    Hodgmm. 

XL*.    TO  CJlBTKAXUB. 

Intrasti  qnoties  inscripl©  limina  cell©, 

Seu  pner  arrisit,  sive  paella  tibi: 
Contentus  non  es  f oribus,  veloque,  seraque, 

Secretamque  jubee  grandius  esse  tibi. 
Oblinitor  minima?  si  qua  est  suspicio  rimaa, 

Punetaque  lasoiva  qu®  terebrantur  acu.  ^ 
Nemo  eat  tarn  teneri,  tain  solicitique  jradoria, 

Qui  vel  paxlicat,  Canthare,  vel  rutuit. 

Sempre  che  entoasti  i  limini  dW  inseritta  oeLa,  o  un  rajgano,  o 
sia  una  putella  famse;  tu non  sei contento degn usci  ohiusi,  e defla 
cortma,edelkseratura:  ma  vuoi  avere  un  cabmetto  piu  reoondito. 
Be  V  e*  qualche  sospetto  d"una  menoma  fessura,  si  copre :  oosi  pure 
i  buchi  che  sono  vergolati  con  un  lasdvo  calamistro.  Nessuno  e 
d'un  cost  delicato  e  soUecito  pudore,  sia  chi  pediea,  o  Cantaro,  o  chi 
immembra.  GrogUa* 

xlvl    to  MJsrnra. 

Jam  niai  per  somnum  non  arrigis,  et  tibi,  Mam, 
Incipit  in  medios  meiere  verpa  pedes, 

Trudltar  et  digitia  pannncea  mentula  laaaia, 
Nee  levat  eitinctum  aollicitata  caput. 

Quid  miseroe  fruatra  cunnos,  colosque  lacesaia  P 
Bornma petaa:  illlc  mentula  vivit  anur 
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Di  gia  non  arrigi  piu  che  in  soono,  ed  fl  tad  pen*,  o  Mevta,  In* 
oommmcia  pisejarti  m  i  piedi  e  la  langnida  mentola  6  provocata 
dalle  ttanehe  dita,  ne  solleeitata  rim  l'estinto  capo.  A  che  inutil- 
menteimportaniiporerio-ni,eo-liP  Vain  alto:  cola  una  veochia 
mentola  Tire.  QragUa. 

XLYLT.     OB   LiLTTABA. 

.  Why  does  Lattara  avoid  all  the  baths  which  are  frequented 
by  women  P  That  he  may  not  be  exposed  to  temptation. 
Why  does  he  neither  promenade  in  the  shade  of  Pompey's 
portioo,  nor  seek  the  temple  of  the  daughter  of  Inacnus  P 
That  he  may  not  be  exposed  to  temptation.  Why  does  he 
bathe  in  the  cold  Virgin  water,  and  anoint  himself  with 
Spartan  wrestler's  oil?  That  he  may  not  be  exposed  to 
temptation.  Seeing  that  Lattara  thus  avoids  all  temptation 
of  the  female  sex,  wW  can  be  his  meaning? 

XLVTTL      09  SHOTS  ITAIJ0TJ8. 

Silius,  who  possesses  the  lands  that  once  belonged  to  the 
eloquent  Cicero,  celebrates  funeral  obsequies  at  the  tomb  of 
the  great  Virgil.  There  is  no  one  that  either  Virgil  or  Cicero 
would  have  preferred  for  his  heir,  or  as  guardian  of  his  tomb 
and  lands. 

XLIX.      01T  THB  8A1CB. 

There  remained  but  one  man,  and  he  a  poor  one,1  to  honour 
the  nearly  deserted  ashes,  and  revered  name,  of  VirgiL  Silius 
determined  to  succour  the  cherished  shade ;  Silius,  a  poet,  not 
inferior1  to  Virgil  himself  consecrated  the  glory  of  the  bard. 

To  honour  Mare's  dust,  and  sacred  shade, 
One  swain  remained,  deserted,  poor,  alone. 

Till  Silius  came  his  pious  toils  to  aid, 
Li  homage  to  a  name  scarce  greater  than  his  own.   Amoi» 

L.      TO    PHYLLIS. 

Not  an  hour  of  the  day,  Phyllis,  passes  that  you  do  not 
plunder  me,  such  is  the  infatuation  of  my  love  for  you, 
so  great  your  cunning  in  the  art  of  robbery.    Sometimes 

1  It  appears  that  there  wis  a  cenotaph  in  honour  of  Virgil,  which  some 
poor  man  was  paid  to  keep  up,  and  that  Silius  Italian  purchased  the 
pound  on  which  it  stood.    The  site  of  it  is  uncertain. 

»  We  read  wow  minor,  with  the  common  editions,  not  mimm*  with 
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ycmr  artful  maid  bewails  the  Ipsa  of  your  mirror,  or  a  ring 
drops  off  your  finger,  or  a  precious  stone  from  your  ear. 
Sometimes  contraband  silk  dresses  are  to  be  had  cheap? 
sometimes  a  scent  casket  is  brought  to  me  empty.  At  one 
time  I  am  asked  for  an  amphora  of  old  Falernian,  to  reward 
the  chattering  wise-woman  who  explains  tout  dreams ;  at 
another,  your  rich  friend  has  invited  herself  to  sup  with  you, 
and  I  must  buy  you  a  great  pike  or  a  mullet  of  two  pounds* 
weight.  Have  some  sense  of  decency,  I  entreat  you,  and 
some  respect  for  right  and  justice.  I  deny  you  nothing, 
Phyllis :  deny  me,  Phyllis,  nothing. 

There's  not  an  hour,  my  Phyllis,  in  the  day, 

But  you  contrive  to  make  my  fondness  pay. 

Tour  maid,  an  artful  slut,  now  cries,  "  Alas ! 

What  shall  I  do  ?  I've  broke  my  lady's  glass!" 

Then  Phyllis  comes  herself  in  tears,  poor  thing ! 

And  tells  me  she  has  lost  hex  favourite  ring, 

Or  dropp'd  perchance,  a  diamond  from  her  locket  :— 

Then,  a  new  piece  of  silk  must  pick  my  pocket 

Behold  her  next  her  essence-box  produce, 

'Which  wants  some  rich  perfume,  or  eau-de-luoe, 

Now  an  old  hag,  pretending  to  divine, 

And  solve  her  dreams,  must  have  some  old  tent-wine. 

I  then  for  fish  the  market  must  explore, 

Some  demirepwill  dine  with  us  at  four. 

But,  prythee, Phyllis,  pay  some  small  regard 

To  justice,  and  my  generous  flame  reward : 

Since  Irv/W  you  nothing,  how  can  you 

Thus  pica  my  pocket,  and  refuse  me  too  ? 

LI.      OK  TITIUS. 

Tanta  est  qua  Titio  columna  pendet, 
Quantum  liampsacia  colunt  puell©. 
Hie  nullo  comitante,  nee  molesto, 
Thermis  grandibus,  et  suis  lavatur : 
Anguste  Titius  tamen  lavatur. 
Sitgrande  e  la  oolonna  che  pende  a  Tirio,  quanto  quella  che  le 
sitelle  Lsmpsiache  venerano.   Cestui  sensa  comuagnb  ne  molestato 
si  lava  nelle  sue  ampie  terme :  contutto  dd  TSxio  si  lava  angusta- 
mente.  GragUa. 

LU-     TjTTtTATIOir  TO  JJTLTUB  0BBB1XIB. 

You  may  have  a  good  dinner,  Julius  Cerealis,  with  me;  if 
you  have  no  better  engagement,  come.    You  may  keep  your 
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own  hour,  the  eighth;*  we  will  go  to  thebaic  together;  you 
know  how  near  the  baths  of  Stephanos  are  to  my  house. 
Lettuce  will  first  be  set  before  you,  a  plant  useful  as  » 
laxative,  and  leeks  cut  into :  shreds;  next  tunny-fish,  full 
grown,  and  larger  than  the  slender  eel,  which  will  be  garn- 
ished with  egg  and  leaves  of  rue.  Nor  will  there  be  wanting 
eggs  lightly  poached,  and  cheese  hardened  on  a  Yelabrian 
hearth  ;s  nor  olives  which  have  experienced  the  cold  of  a 
Picenian  winter.  These  ought  to  be  sufficient  to  whet  the 
appetite.  Do  you  want  to  know  what  is  to  follow  P  I  will 
play  the  braggart,  to  tempt  you  to  come:  There  will  be  Fish, 
oysters,  sow?  teats,  well-fattened  tame  and  wild-fowl ;  dain- 
ties which  not  even  Stella,*  except  on  rare  occasions,  is  used 
to  place  before  his  guests.  I  promise  you  still  more:  I  will 
rocite  no  verses  to  you ;  while  you  shall  be  at  liberty  to  read 
to  me  again  your  u  War  of  the  Giants,"  or  your  Qeorg  cs, 
second  only  to  those  of  the  immortal  Virgil. 

Trimly  to  sup,  Julius,  I  thee  invite: 
If  better  be  not  ofler'd,  come  to-night. 
Well  bathe  together;  at  six  o'clock  be  here, 
Nero's  baths,  to  my  house,  you  know,  are  near. 
Melons  and  figs,  for  ante-past,  FU  serve, 
Other  ragalios  which  are  deem'd  to  have 
The  grateful  properties  health  to  preserve, 
And  quicken  appetite.    If  you  ask,  what  more  P 
Til  lie,  to  make  you  come.    Oysters,  wild  boar, 
Choice  fatted  fowl  ta'en  from  the  coop  or  pens; 
Those  nobler  yet,  that  range  the  woods  ana  fens: 
Such  as  ev*n  Stella  rarely  does  afford, 
Though  altogether  princely  is  his  board. 
I'll  promise  more,  no  verses  111  recite : 
To  near  yours  read  M  dedicate  the  night, 
Tour  giant's  war,  your  art  of  tilling  fields, 
Which  not  in  worth  f  immortal  VirgiFs  yields* 

Anon.  1695. 
Un.     09  CLAUDIA  BU7HTA. 

Although  born  among  the  blue-eyed  Britons,  how  fully 
has  Claudia  Bufina  the  intelligence  of  the  Soman  people! 
What  beauty  is  hers  1  The  matrons  of  Italy  might  take  her 
f  or  a  Soman ;  those  of  Attica  for  an  Athenian.    The  gods 

1  Two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon, 

*  On  dried  cheese ;  see  B.  xiL  Bp.  32. 

*  The  poet;  see  B.  riiL  Ep.  78 
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have  kindly  ordered  that  she  proves  fruitful  to  her  revered 

lusband,  and  that,  while  yet  young,  she  may  hope  for  sons- 
a-law  and  daughters-in-law  I  May  heaven  grant  her  ever  to 

•ejoice  in  one  single  husband,  and  to  exult  in  being  the 

mother  of  three  children. 

Though  British  skies  first  beam'd  on  Claudia's  face, 
Her  beauty  fa?  outvies  the  Latin  race : 
Efaa  Grecian  nymphs  her  form  cannot  excel. 
Or  Botaan  matrons  play  the  aueen  so  welL 
Te  powers,  how  blesVd  must  her  possessor  be! 
What  progeny  will  climb  the  mother's  knee ! 
Kind  heaven,  grant  her  constant  love  to  share, 
And  may  three  boys  reward  her  tender  care. 

Westminster  Review,  April,  1863. 

LIT.     TO  ZOILU8. 

Empty  your  pockets,  rascally  Zoilus,  of  those  perfumes, 
nd  that  lavender,  and  myrrh  redolent  of  funerals,  and  half- 
ourned  frankincense,  snatched  from  the  midst  of  pyres,  and 
cinnamon  stolen  from  Stygian  biers.  It  is  from  your  feet,  I 
suppose,  that  your  hands  have  learned  to  be  knavish.  I  do 
not  wonder  at  a  fellow  being  a  thief,  who  was  a  runaway 
slave.1 

LT.       TO  TOBIOU8,  OK  LUPUS,  A  KKiTISH  FLATTSBBB. 

When  Lupus  exhorts  you,  TJrbicus,  to  become  a  father, 
do  not  believe  that  he  means  what  he  says ;  there  is  nothing 
that  he  desires  less.  It  is  part  of  the  art  of  flattery  to  seem 
to  wish  what  you  do  not  wish.  He  earnestly  desires  that 
you  may  not  do  what  he  begs  you  to  do.  Were  your  Cosconia 
but  to  say  that  she  is  pregnant,  Lupus  would  grow  paler 
than  a  woman  when  her  hour  is  come.  But,  that  you  may 
seem  to  have  adopted  the  advice  of  your  friend,  die  in  such 
a  way  that  he  may  imagine  you  have  really  become  a  father. 

Ned  pravs,  that  heaven  may  you  with  issue  bless : 

Believe  him  not :  nothing  he  wishes  less. 

To  wish  what  he  dislikes  is  fawning  art: 

And  when  he  speaks,  his  tongue  belies  his  heart. 

Let  but  your  lady  feel  a  breeding  throe, 


Ned  will  look  pale,  as  he  were  breeding  too. 

Tet  with  a  friend's  desire  so  far  comply ; 

That  he  nay  think  you  did  not  childless  die.  iTay. 

«  See  B.  iii.  Ep.  29. 
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XVI.     TO  OUTOCO*. 

When  you  extol  death  in  such  extravagant  terms,  Stoic 
Chsaremon,  you  wish  me  to  admire  and  respect  your  spirit. 
Such  magnanimity  arises  from  your  possession  of  only  a 
pitcher  with  a  broken  handle,  a  cheerless :  hearth,  warmed 
with  no  fire,  a  mat,  plenty  of  fleas,  a  bare  bedstead,  and  a  short 
toga  that  serres  you  both  night  and  day.    How  great  a  man 
you  are,  that  can  think  of  abandoning  dregs  of  red  vinegar, 
and  straw,  and  black  bread.    But  let  your  cushions  swell 
with  Leuconian  wool,  and  soft  purple  covers  adorn  your 
couches ;  and  let  a  favourite  share  your  couch,  who,  when 
mixing  the  Caxmban  wine  for  your  guests,  tortures  them 
with  the  ruddiest  of  lips,  how  earnestly  then  will  you  desire 
to  live  thrice  as  long  as  Nestor;  and  study  to  lose  no  part  oi 
a  single  day !    In  adversity  it  is  easy  to  despise  life ;  the 
truly  Drave  man  is  he  who  can  endure  to  be  miserable. 
That  thou,  Chersmon,  death  dott  oft  desire 
Thou  would'st  have  us  thy  stoic  mind  admire. 
This  high  resolve  comes  from  an  earelesse  pot, 
A  chimney  without  fire  to  keep  it  hot, 
A  bedsted  eat  with  wormes,  rugs  coarse  and  light, 
One  short  bare  gown  to  weare  Doth  day  and  night 
How  brave  a  man  art  thou  canst  leave  such  gears 
As  straw,  coarse  bread,  and  lees  of  vinegar  I 
But  if  a  woven  purple  coverled, 
And  fine  french  lawne  adorn'd  thy  downy  bed, 
Hadst  thou  a  girl,  whose  rosie  lips  would  fire, 
As  wine  she  fills  the  lustfull  guests  desire : 
Then  thou  to  live  thrice  Nestor's  years  would'st  pray, 
And  would'st  not  lose  an  hours  of  any  day. 
In  poore  estate  'tis  easie  scorning  death; 
Valiant  is  he  dares  draw  a  wretched  breath.  Mty. 

LVH.     TO  8XVXBU8. 

Do  you  wonder,  learned  Severus,  that  I  send  you  versea 
when  I  ask  you  to  dine  with  me  ?  Jupiter  lives  luxuriously 
on  ambrosia  and  nectar ;  and  yet  we  propitiate  him  with 
raw  entrails  and  plain  wine.  Seeing  that  fey  the  favour  of 
heaven  every  blessing  is  yours,  what  can  be  offered  you,  if 
you  are  unwilling  to  receive  what  you  already  have  ? 

LVHT.      TO  TSLE8PH0BUB. 

Cum  me  velie  vides,  tentumque,  Telesphore,  sentis; 
Magna  rogas:  puto  me  veile  negare  nihil  P 
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Et  nisi  juntas  dixi,  ddbo,  subtrahis  31aa, 

Permittunt  in  me  qua*  tibi  multa,  nates. 
Quid  si  me  tensor,  cum  stricta  novacula  supra  est* 

Tunc  tibertatem,  divitiasque  roget  ? 
Promittam :  nee  enim  rogat  illo  tempore  tonsor, 

Latro  rogat :  res  est  imperiosa  timor. 
Bed  fuerit  ourra  cum  tuta  noTacula  theca, 

Frangam  tonsori  crura  manusque  simul. 
At  tibi  nil  meiam :  sed  lota  mentula  lava 

Aux&t*w  cupid»  dicet  avaritis*. 

OTelesforoiqasadotuTedich'ioTodio,  e  mi  senti  teso ;  dimandi 
oote  eooessive :  m'hamagmo  io  poterteYe  negare  P  Tn,  se  io  non  ho 
eon  giuramento  detio,  dsrd,  sottrai  quelle  natiche,  che  ti  permettono 
moho  oontro  di  as*.  Che  aarebbe  se  il  mio  barbiere,  quando,  im- 
pugnsto  Oraaojo,  sts  eoors  di  me,  mi  dimandaawo  allora  la  liberty  e 
ricchesse  r^  Prometterei :  imperooche,  in  detto  tempo  non  dimanda 
come  berbiere,  ma  dimanda  oome  ladro ;  il  timore  i  una  coaa  im- 
periosa. Ma  quando  il  rasojo  aarebbe  aicuro  nel  curvo  stucohio, 
romperei  le  gambe,  ed  anche  le  braocia  si  berbiere.  A  te  per6  fsrd 
niente:  ma  uincnftola,laYatala  sinistra  diri,  chiuderd  la  bocoa  delT 
an&osa  tua  avarim.  QrogKtu 

When  with  desire  you  aee  me  rack'd, 

The  beggar's  part  you  always  sot ; 

And  if  T  grant  not  on  the  spot 

Whate'er  you  ask,  you  11  kiss  me  not. 

Suppose  my  barber,  steel  in  hand, 

Should  liberty  and  wealth  demand, 

I  yield  of  course,  for  he  is  then 

No  barber,  but  a  highwayman. 

But,  when  his  rater's  in  its  case, 

I'd  hsTe him  floggM  till  black  in  the  face. 

And  you,  though  you  may  think  it  odd, 

When  I  *re  kissed  you,  shall  kiss  my  rod.     W.  8.  B. 

LIX.     09  CLIABIKU8. 

Olearinus  wean  six  rings  on  each  of  his  fingers,  and  nerer 
takes  them  oft;  even  at  night,  or  when  he  bathes.  Do  you 
ask  the  reason  t    He  has  no  ring-case.1 

Six  rings  on  every  finger  Vainlore  keeps : 

In  them  he  goes  to  stool  j  in  them  he  Bleeps. 

If  you  are  curious,  and  the  cause  would  trace} 

It  u  beossse  he  did  not  hire  the  case.  Ay, 

1  Ha  Jim  his  rings  on  hire. 
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LX.      OK  OHIOKI  AKD  PHL00I5. 

Bit  Phlogis,  an  Chione  Teneri  magis  apta  requiris. 

Pulchnor  est  Chione ;  Bed  Pblogia  ulcus  habet  ? 
Ulcus  habet,  Priami  quod  tender*  possit  alutam, 

Quodque  senem  Pylitun  non  sinat  esse  senem. 
Ulcus  habet,  quod  habere  suatn  Tub  quisque  pudl*™  ? 

Quod  sanare  Criton,  non  quod  Hygeia  potest 
4-t  Chione  non  sentit  opus,  nee  Tocibus  ilLis 

Adjuvat:  absentem,  marmoreamque  putes. 
Sxorare,  Dei,  si  tos  tarn  magna  liceret, 

Et  bona  velletis  tarn  pretiosa  dare : 
Hoc  quod  habet  Chione  corpus,  faceretis  haberet 

Ut  rhlogis;  et  Chione,  quod  Phlogis  ulcus  habet. 

Dimsndi  tu  se  Flogide  o  Chione  sia  piu  ttta  a  Venere  ?  Chione 
6  piu  bellaj  ma  Flogide  ha  un'  uleera.  Un  ulcers,  che  potrebbe 
tenders  il  nervo  a  Pnamo,  e  che  non  permetterebbe  che  if  vecchio 
Pilio  fosse  Tecchio.  Ha  un'  uleera*  che  ogn'  uno  Torebbe  che  la 
sua  innsmorata  1'avesse :  che  Critone  puo  isnsre,  che  Igeia  non  puo. 
Ma  chione  non  sent*  stimolo,  ne  con  vermis  psrola  lo  nudrisce :  la 
crederesti  astratta  edi  manna.  O  Dei,  sefonepermeefto  supplicsryl 
per  cose  si  grandi,  e  voleste  darci  beni  tanto  presiosi :  fsreste  che 
Flogide  stssss  quel  corpo  one  ha  Chione :  o  Cnione  Fulcera  cho  ha 
Flogide.  Qraglm. 

LH.      OK  1CAKKXIU8. 

LinguA  maritus,  mcechus  ore,  Mannmus, 
Summqenianis  inquinatior  biiccis: 
Quern  cum  fenestra  vidit  a  Suburana 
ObsooBna  nudum  lena,  fornicem  claudit. 
Mediumque  mavult  basiare,  quam  summum : 
Modo  qui  per  omnee  viscerum  tubos  ibafc, 
St  voce  certa,  consciaque  dicebat, 
Puer,  an  puella  matriaesset  in  ventre  ; 
f  Gaudete  cunni,  vestra  namque  res  acta  est) 
Arrigere  linguam  non  potest  fututricem. 
Nain,  dum  tumenti  mersus  hsaret  in  vulva, 
Et  vagientes  intus  audit  infantes, 
Partem  gulosam  solvit  indecens  morbus, 
Nee  purus  esse  nunc  potest,  nee  impurus. 

Msnnejo  e  nuuiio  colla  lingua,,  adultero  coUa  bocca,  piu  sporoo 
dells  bocche  Summeniane:  if  equals  quando  Toscena  meretnoe  lo 
vede  dalla  Suburana  finestra  chiude  lo  scanHcisto  lupsnsrio.    Ama 
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meglio  baeciare  tl  mezzo  ehe  all*  alto :  che  poco  ft  entiava  per  tutti 
i  turn  delle  viaoere,  e  oon  carta  e  conaapevole  aaeeraone  dioeva,  as 
era  un  mj*fiifa  0  una  femina  nel  ventre  della  madre ;  (Rallegratevi 
c-ni,  attesoche  le  Toatre  faoende  aono  raaaettate)  llmmemhratrioe 
lingua  non  pod  arrigere.  Imperooche,  mentre  ata  immerao  nella 
tumente  vulva,  a  dentro  aente  i  Tagienti  bambini,  un'  indecent* 
morboatruge  la  parte  goloaa:  n&  ora  pud  eater  puro,  ne  impuro. 

QragUa, 

LXn.     09  LE8BIA. 

Lesbia  protests  that  no  one  haa  ever  obtained  her  favour* 
without  payment.  That  ia  true ;  when  she  wants  a  lover, 
■he  herself  pays. 

Lesbia  ne'er  gratia  sports,  she  aava : 
11a  true;  for  when  she  aporta,  the  paya. 

Lxm.     TO  PHILOKUSITS. 
Spectaa  nos,  Phflomuse,  com  lavatnur, 
Bt  quare  mihi  tarn  mutoniati 
8int  levea  pueri,  anbinde  quaaris. 
Dicam  simplidter  tibi  roganti : 
Pffidicant,  Philomuse,  curiosos. 

0  FilomuBO,  to  d  oaaervi  quando  d  laviamo ;  ed  indi  dimandi 
perche  io  abbia  dd  teneri  ragaaai  tanto  mentolatu  Te  lo  dire 
caadidamente  poiehe  *1  cerchi ;  o  Filomuao,  eari  pedicano  i  curioaL 

Qragtia* 

HIT.     TO  FATJSTU8. 

1  do  not  know,  Faustus,  what  it  ia  that  yon  write  to  so 
many  girls.  But  this  I  know,  that  no  girl  writes  anything 
to  you. 

We  know  not  why  you  for  the  fair 

8o  many  billet-doux  prepare : 

But  thia  we  know :  A  billet-doux 

No  fair  one  ever  penn'd  for  you.  Amm. 

LIT.     TO  JUSTIN  U  8. 

Six  hundred  people  are  invited  to  dine  with  you,  Justinus, 
to  celebrate  the  day  on  which  you  first  saw  the  light;  and 
amongst  these,  I  remember,  I  used  once  not  to  be  the  last ; 
nor  was  my  position  attended  with  envy.  But  your  intention 
now  is  to  offer  me  the  honours  of  your  festive  board  to-morrow; 
to-day  you  have  a  birth-day  for  the  hundreds,  to-morrow  yon 
will  hate  one  for  me. 
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Justin,  upon  thy  solemn  birth-day  feast, 

No  fewer  than  six  hundred  were  thy  guest  * 

Among  the  which,  times  past*  I  had  toe  grace 

To  hold,  unenvy'd,  no  inferior  place ; 

But  now,  to  th'  relics  of  the  second  day, 

If  so  I  like,  to  he  thy  guest  I  may. 

Unto  six  hundred  born,  to-day,  then  be, 

To-morrow  first  thou  shalt  be  bom  to  me.  Anon. 

LXVT.     TO  TAOIBJU. 

Ton  are  an  informer,  a  calumniator,  a  forcer,  a  secret 
agent,  a  Blare  to  the  unclean,  and  a  trainer  of  gladiators.  I 
wonder,  Yaoerra,  why  you  have  no  money. 

Thou  art  a  slanderer  and  delator, 

False  dealer,  pimp,  and  fornicator: 

Where  such  rare  parts  and  trades  are  found, 

I  wonder  much,  thy  purse  does  not  abound.      Anm* 

You  an  informer  are,  and  a  back-biter  j 

A  common  sharper,  and  a  hackney  writer  j 

A  whore-master,  and  matter  of  defence  j 

Jack  of  all  trades }  strange!  that  you  want  the  pence! 

2Z*y. 
LXYU.     TO  1CABO. 

Ton  give  me  nothing  while  yon  are  living;  yon  say  that 
yon  wflfgive  me  something  at  your  death,  if  you  are  not  a 
fool,  Maro,  you  know  what  I  desire. 

Maro,  you'll  give  me  nothing  while  you  live, 
But  after  death  you  cry  then,  then  you'll  give : 
If  thou  art  not  indeed  turn'd  arrant  ass, 
Thou  knoVst  what  I  desire  to  come  to  pass. 

FUtcJur. 
AUve  you  give  me  nought,  you  say  you  will 
At  death:  you  know  my  wish,  if  you  have  akilL   May. 
You  nothing  give  me  now :  when  you  expire 
You  promise  alL— You  know  what  I  desire.       E*y. 

LXVm.      TO  XATHO. 

Ton  ask  but  small  favours  of  your  exeat  friends;  yet 
your  great  friends  refuse  you  even  small  favours.  That  yon 
may  feel  less  ashamed,  Matho,  ask  great  favours. 

An  ensign's  post  you  ask ;  and  that's  denied: 
Ask  for  a  colonel's ;  less  "twill  hurt  your  pride.    ITey. 
2k 
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lxdl   bpitjlph  os  a.  hotod  kaiob  ltolk. 

Nurtured  among  the  trainen  of  the  amphitheatre,  bred  up 
for  the  chaee,  fierce  in  the  forest,  gentle  in  the  house,  I  was 
called  Lydia,  a  most  faithful  attendant  upon  my  master 
Dexter,  who  would  not  have  preferred  to  me  the  nound  of 
Erigone,  or  the  dog  which  followed  Cephalus  from  the 
land  of  Crete,  and  was  translated  with  him  to  the  stars  of  the 
light-bringing  goddess.  I  died,  not  of  length  of  years,  nor  of 
useless  old  age,  as  was  the  fate  of  the  hound  of  Ulysses ;  I  was 
killed  by  the  fiery  tooth  of  a  foaming  boar,  as  huge  as  that  of 
Calydon  or  that  of  Erymanthus.  Nor  do  I  complain,  though 
thus  nrematurely  hurried  to  the  shades  below ;  I  could  not 
hare  died  a  nobler  death. 

I  trained  was,  by  masters  of  the  game, 

T  the  field  no  hound  more  fierce,  r  the  house  more  tame  j 

Lydia  my  name,  my  owner's  right  hand  held, 

trigone's  dog  not  me  in  faith  exoeU'd, 

Nor  Lekps  yet,  for  whose  great  truth  His  told* 

By  Jove  among  the  stars  he  was  enroIPd. 

like  Argot  a  long  life  I  did  not  spend 

In  doth,  by  useless  age  brought  to  my  end : 

But  the  fierce  tusks  of  an  enragjdd  boar, 

Like  thai  of  Calydon,  my  entrails  tore. 

Nor  of  my  early  death  do  I  complain, 

A  nobler  fate  I  could  no  way  sustain.  AnotL 

T.TT.     TO  TUOCA. 

dan  you,  Tucca,  sell  these  slaves  whom  you  bought  for  a 
hundred  thousand  sesterces  a-pieoe?  Can  you  sell  the 
weeping  despots  of  your  affections,  TuccaP  Do  neither  their 
caresses  nor  their  words  and  untutored  lamentations  move 
you?1  Ifa  quantity  ofhard  cash  is  your  object,  sell  your  plate, 
your  tables,  tout  myrrhine  vases,  your  estate,  your  house. 
Sell  your  old  slaves,  sell  too  your  hereditary  lands;  sell 
everything,  wretched  man,  to  avoid  selling  your  young 
favourites.  It  was  extravagance  to  buy  them ;  who  denies 
or  doubts  it?— but  it  is  far  greater  extravagance  to  sell  them.1 


1  Afc  facnras !  tunica  patet  inguen  utrinque  levata, 
Impicituique  tua  mentola  facta  manu. 
'Oonp.B.ii.Ep.63. 
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IHL     OV  LBDA. 

Hyatericam  vetulo  se  dixerat  esse  marito, 

fit  qoeritur  futui  Leda  neeesse  ribi: 
Bed  fleas,  atque  gemens  tanti  negst  ease  salutem, 

Seque  refert  potius  proposaisse  mori. 
Vir  rogat  ut  rivet,  vindes  nee  deserat  anno*, 

Et  fieri,  quod  jam  non  facit  ipee,  sinit. 
Frotdnua  acoedunt  medici,  medicaeque  recedunt, 

Tollunturquepedee :  O  medksiaa  gravis  I 

Leda  disss  al  suo  Teeohio  marito  die  era  isterica,  e  si  lagnava 
ever  necessiti  d'esser  immembrata:  ma  niangendo,  e  gemendo  non 
ruole  che  la  sua  salute  gli  oosti  tanto,  e  oisse  ehe  f'era  piutosto  de- 
terminate a  morire.  II  marito  la  Dregs  die  tits,  ni  perch  igiorenili 
suoi  annij  e  permette  che  si  facaa  ad  eh9  esso  pi€k  non  poo.  In- 
eontanente  i  media  s'socostsno,  e  le  mediehe  s*sllontanano,  i  piedi 
aono  alsati  in  alto;  oh  la  dispiacerol  medicinal  Gnyfis. 

Leda  comnlain'd  to  her  old  man  that  she 

Was  chord  up  in  her  womb,  and  cored  most  be, 

But  weeps  ana  whines  her  health's  not  so  much  worth. 

And  rather  choose  to  die  then  thus  hold  forth. 

The  poor  man  ben  her  live,  her  youth  run  on, 

And  what  he  could  not  suffers  to  be  dona 

Hence  male  physicians  come,  and  female  fly 

A  dyster  then :  O  mighty  remedy!  FUtckr. 

LXXII.     09  H1SA. 

Drauci  Natta  aui  vocat  pipinnam, 
Collatus  cui  Gallus  est  Priapus. 

Nata  chiama  pipinna  quelle  del  sno  dranco,  alia  quale  Priapo  eon 
frontato  c  on  Gtdlo.  QrogU*. 

inm.     TO  LTGDUS. 

Ventarum  juraa  semper  mini,  Lvgde,  rogsnti, 
Constituisaue  horam,  constitaiaqae  locum. 

Cam  frustra  jacai  longs  prorigme  temtas, 
Suocurrit  pro  te  sepe  ainiatra  mihL 

Quid  precer,  o  fisDax,  meritia,  et  moribus  istis  f 
UmWlam  loscm,  Lygde,  feraa  domino. 

O  Ligdo,  sempre  prometti  a  me  richiedsnte  di  venire,  e  fisai  Pora 
•  *1  kogo,  Qnando  teso  da  una  lunga  prarigine  ho  inntilmente 
giaciuta,  eoweute  in  vece  tua  la  deatzm  mia  suplisce.     Che  tta* 

3m* 
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rarer*,  o  tradrtare,  per  quest!  taoi  meriti  e  eostumiP    Che  ta,  • 
Ligdo,  pcrti  rombreua  della  luaca  signora.  OrmgHa, 

HUT.     OK  BACCARA. 

Gurandum  penem  commisit  Baccara  giMus 
BtraH  medico ;  Baccara  Gallus  erit. 
Baccara  Greco  confide  al  medico  goo  male  fl  pene  actio  1  emaaae; 
Baocaia  dfrerra  Gallo.  Qrqfm 

LUT.     TO  CJELIA. 

Theca  tectus  aenea  laratur 

Tecum,  Csdia,  ferrus.    TJfc  quid,  oro, 

Nog  ait  cum  citharcedua,  aut  choraulee? 

Non  yis,  ut  puto,  mentulam  Yidere. 

Qoare  cum  populo  lararis  ergo  f 

Omnes  an  tibi  nos  sumus  spadones  P 

Ergo,  ne  videaris  invidere, 

Serto,  Cadia,  fibulam  remitte. 
II  too  serro,  o  Celia,  ai  lara  teco,  coperto  con  uno  atocdiio  dirame. 
A  che  queeto,  ti  prego,  non  easendo  ne  ehitaredo,  o  suonator  di 
pifiaroP  Non  Tuoi,  come  penso,  redergli  la  mentola.  Perchc 
dunque  ti  lari  tu  ool  popolo  P  Ti  siamo  noi  foree  tutti  spadoni? 
Dunque,  affinche  tu  non  paja  che  tfinvidiamo,  togli  yia,  o  Celia,  la 
fibula  al  serro,  Grmglia. 

LXXVl.     TO  PAOTTTS. 

You  oblige  me  to  pay  yon  eighty  pounds,  Pactus,  because 
Buoco  has  occasioned  you  the  loss  of  sixteen  hundred.  Let 
me  not,  I  pray  you,  suffer  for  faults  not  my  own.  It  is 
rather  for  you,  who  can  support  the  loss  of  sixteen  hundred, 
to  submit  to  that  of  eighty. 

Ten  pounds,  I  owe,  yon  call  for  in  a  pet, 

Because  Tom  broke  two  hundred  in  your  debt 

Hard!  I  should  bear  the  faults  of  other  men ; 

Ton,  who  could  lose  two  hundred,  pray  lose  ten.     JZajf. 

UJLVJLL     OJT  TACBBBA, 

Vaoerra,  while  passing  his  hours  in  everybody's  dining- 
room,  and  sitting  there  aU  day  long,  desires  not  to  empty  his 
belly,  but  to  fill  it.1 

1  CompescentotMgratUiedere,  et  reaanere,  se  fingebat  ut  inritarstt* 
earn  can*  essit  instructa. 
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ULXVLLL     TO  TIOTOB. 

TJtere  famineis  complexions,  utere  Victor, 

Ignotumque  sibi  mentals  discat  opus. 
Flammea  texuntur  spons®,  jam  virgo  panta  eat: 

Tondebit  pueros  jam  nova  nupta  tuos. 
Ptedicare  aemel  capido  dabit  ilia  marito, 

Dum  metuit  teh  vulnera  prima  novi 
Sspius  hoc  fieri  nutrix,  materque  vetabunt, 

Et  dicent,  uxor,  nonpuer,  uta  tfbi  ett. 
Hen  auantos  estus,  quantoa  natiere  labores, 

Si  merit  cunnus  res  peregnna  tibi! 
Eko  Suburaw  tironem  trade  magistral 

Ilia  virum  fadet :  non  bene  virgo  docet 

Fa  uso,  o  Vittore,  auto  dei  feminei  smplesti,  e  lamentoia  imparl 
Fopra  ad  essa  ignota.  Le  spoae  sono  eoperte  oon  veli,  di  gii  la 
vergine  e  prepanta :  sabbito  la  nuova  mantata  toseri  i  tuoi  ragazti. 
Etta  dari  una  Tolta  da  pedicare  all'  avido  marito,  mentre  teme  le 
prime  ferite  del  ntiorostrale.  Lanutriceekmadre  vietersnnoche 
eft  si  fads  troppo  sowente,  e  diranno  quests  ti  e  moglie,  non  ra- 
gasso.  Oh  quanta  furori  e  qnanti  stenu  te  il  o-no  taxi  a  te  oon 
nuova !  Dunque  eonsegnati  qual  noriso  ad  una  Suburana  maestra. 
Quella  ti  far*  etperto :  una  vergine  inaegna'cio  malamente. 

GragUa. 

hhl    to  PUTua,  ok  thb  blowhiss  or  his  httus. 

•  For  arriving  only  at  the  first  milestone  after  nine  hours' 
travelling,  I  am  charged  with  idleness  and  inactivity.  The 
fault  is  not  mine,  I  assure  you,  but  your  own,  in  sending  me 
such  mules,  Paetus. 

From  Kew  to  town  four  hours  I  spent:  you  rail, 

As  if  I  travelTd  slower  than  a  snail. 

The  road  was  good:  not  I,  but  you,  to  blame, 

Who  sent  the  equipage  in  which  1  came.  Hay. 

ITTT.     TO  nAOOUS,  AT  BUUB. 

Though,  Flaccus,  I  were  to  praise  Baia%  golden  shore  of 
the  blessed  Venus,  Baias,  kind  gift  of  Nature  who  is  proud  of 
it,  in  a  thousand  verses,  yet  would  not  Bairn  be  praised 
M  it  deserves.    But,  Flaccus,  I  prefer  Martial1  to  Bait*. 

1  That  is,  himself.  He  had  rather  mind  his  own  busmesf  at  boms, 
than  Join  Flaccus  at  Bala*  to  be  enervated  by  its  luxury. 
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To  with  for  both  at  once  would  be  presumptuous.  But 
i£  bj  the  kindness  of  the  gods,  that  blearing  were 
granted  you,  what  happiness  would  it  be  to  enjoy  Martial's 
powers  and  the  climate  of  Baim  at  the  same  time  f 

lhh.    ok  us  old  majt  akd  us  ixnnros. 
Cum  aene  eommunem  rexat  spado  Dindymus  JSglen, 

Bt  jacet  in  medio  sicca  puefla  toro: 
Virions  hie  operi  non  est,  hie  inutQis  annis. 

Ergo  sine  effectu  prurit  uteroue  labor. 
Supplex  ilia  rogat  nro  se,  misensque  duobus, 

Hunc  jurenem  facias,  hunc,  Oytherea,  virum. 

L'eunuoo  Dindimo  Testa  Egle  in  comune  oon  an  Teoehio,  a  la 
gioTane  giaee  asnuta  in  mexso  al  letto:  quello  non  ha  risore  alF 
opra,  questo  inutile  per  gli  anni.  Di  mode  che  gli  tforsi  ad?  uno 
e  dell' ahroiucitano  tenia  effetto.  Easa  supptieherole  prega  per  se, 
e  per  i  due  sfortunati,  che  Gterea  reuda  quetto  giorane,  e  quello 
uomo.  Gragtim. 

LXXXH.     09  FHlLOffnLlTUS. 

Fhfloetratus,  returning  to  his  lodging  late  at  night,  from  a 

feast  at  Sinueesa,  famed  for  its  waters,  rery  nearly  lost  his 

life!  imitating  Eloenor1  in  his  cruel  fate,  by  rolling  headlong 

down  the  whole  length  of  a  flight  of  stairs.    He  would  not, 

e  nymphs  of  Sinueesa,  hare  incurred  so  great  a  danger,  had 

in  preference  drunk  of  your  waters.1 

At  Bristol,  Tom  from  the  mayor's  feast  was  led : 

And  home  return'd,  was  ffoing  up  to  bed : 

From  the  stair-head  he  like  Elpenor  fell ; 

And,  like  Elpenor,  almost  dropp'd  to  helL 

My  sober  friend !  reflect  upon  this  matter! 

How  safe  are  you  who  drink  but  Bristol  water !     .Bay. 

TTTTTTT.     TO  B08£BIAJrU8. 

Nobody  lodges  in  your  house  gratia,  unless  he  be  rich  and 
childless.    No  one,  Sosibianus,  lets  lodgings  to  more  profit. 

Gratis  your  house  old  bachelors  frequent : 

Yet  none  can  let  a  house  at  higher  rent.  Hoy. 

1  Who  was  killed  by  falling  from  the  roof  of  Circe's  care.  .  Odyss.  B. 
x.550. 

*  Which  were  said  to  hare  such  a  sobering  effect,  that  they  < 
madness.    Plfc.  H.  N.  xxxi.  2. 
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MM  IT.     OK  UmOCHTJi,  AM  TnTOXZLFUL  BABB1B. 

Let  him  who  does  not  wish  yet  to  descend  to  the  waters  of 
Styx,  avoid,  if  hfe  be  wise,  the  barber  Antiochus.  The  knives 
with  which,  when  the  maddened  troop  of  Cvbele's  priests 
rage  to  the  sound  of  Phrygian  measures,  their  white  arms 
are  lacerated,  are  less  cruel  than  the  razor  of  Antiochus. 
More  gently  does  Alcon  cut  a  strangulated  hernia,  and  hew 
broken  bones  with  his  rude  hand.  Antiochus  should  deal 
with  needy  Cynics,  and  the  beards  of  Stoics,  and  denude 
the  necks  of  horses  of  their  dusty  manes.  If  he  were  to 
shave  Prometheus  under  the  Scythian  rock,  the  Titan  would 
again,  with  bared  breast,  demand  his  executioner  the  vulture. 
Pentheus  would  flee  to  his  mother,  Orpheus  to  the  priestesses 
of  Bacchus,  were  they  to  hear  but  a  sound  from  the  bar- 
barous weapon  of  Antiochus.  All  these  scars,  that  you 
count  upon  my  chin,  like  those  that  sit  upon  the  brow  of  an 
aged  boxer,  were  not  produced  by  the  nails  of  an  enraged 
wife,  but  by  the  steel  and  cursed  hand  of  Antiochus. 
Of  all  animals  the  goat  alone  has  any  sense;  he  wears  his 
beard,  that  he  may  not  risk  himself  under  the  hands  of 
Antiochus. 

You,  who  wish  not  to  die  before  your  hour, 

Trust  not  your  face  to  barber  ScrapeuTs  power. 

A  soldier's  skin  is  less  severely  rent, 

Who  runs  the  gantlope  through  his  regiment. 

Hawkins  by  far  cuts  easier  for  the  stone  j 

And  any  surgeon  sets  a  broken  bone. 

A  barber,  fit  for  beggars  in  a  lane ; 

To  dock  a  horse's  tau,  or  eat  his  mane. 

A  felon,  martyr*d  by  such  hands  as  these, 

Would  call  upon  the  hangman's  hand  for  esse. 

Debtors  for  refuge  would  to  bailifli  fly, 

And  tars  to  press-gangs,  when  his  raxor  's  nigh. 

Look  on  these  scars !  now  movingly  they  speak ! 

And  seem  as  I  were  burnt  in  either  cheek ! 

Not  of  an  angry  wife  they  records  stand  j 

But  ScrapeuTs  raxor,  and  his  bungling  hand. 

Agost  is  wisest  of  the  brutish  herd  $ 

Who,  to  avoid  a  Scrapeill,  wears  his  beard.  flay. 

LXXXT.     TO  EOELVS. 

Sidere  percussa  est  subito  tibi,  Zoile,  lingua, 
Dum  Jingis  certe,  Zoile,  nunc  futuea. 
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Improvisamente,  o  Zoilo,  f  d  da  un  oontapo  peroossa  la  lingua* 
mentre  lingi  il  o-no,  o  Zoilo*  dra  immembrerau  Qrmqha. 

LXZXYI.      TO  PABTHlYOPJnrS. 

To  relieve  your  throat,  Parthenopaeus,  which  is  incessantly 
Inflamed  by  a  severe  cough,  your  doctor  prescribes  honey,  and 
nuts,  and  sweet  cakes,  and  everything  that  is  given  to  chil- 
dren to  prevent  them'  frotn  being  unruly.  But  yon  do  not 
give  over  coughing  all  day  long.  A  cough  is  not  your 
malady,  Parthenopaeus ;  it  is  gluttony. 

Your  oough  the  doctor  and  your  sharp  Bhumis  rage 
Which  your  chopps  dajly  vexes  to  asswadge, 
Prescribes  you  honey,  pine-nutts,  and  sweats  pastes, 
And  what  e'er  pleases  children's  liquorish  tastes.. 
To  cough  all  day  for  this  you  do  not  cease : 
No  cough,  but  gluttony,  is  your  disease. 

Old  MS.  Wk  Cud. 
That  thy  doctor  may  assuage 
Thy  jaws,  whose  oough  doth  seem  to  rage 
Daily,  Parthenopaeus,  he 
Commands  that  they  shall  give  to  thee 
Life-bonny,  kernels,  and  sweet  cakes, 
That  every  boy  unbidden  takes. 
But  day  by  day  thy  cough  grows  more  on  thee  j 
This  is  no  cough  jlfear'tis  gluttony.  FZsfeAtn 

LXXXVH.     TO   OHABID1HUS. 

Dives  eras  quondam :  sed  tunc  pa&dico  fuisti, 

Et  tibi  nulla  diu  fcemina  nota  fuit. 
Nunc  sectaris  anus.    O  quantum  cogit  egestas ! 
Ilia  fututorem  te,  Oharideme,  &cit. 
Altre  volte  eriricco :  ma allora  eri  on  pedioone,  ener kmgo  temp* 
veruna  donna  fu  da  te  oonosciuta.    Ora  insegui  le  Tecchie.     Oh 
quanto  la  miseria  oostringe !  essa,  o  Caridemo,  ti  fa  immembratora. 

Qragtia. 

Lmnn.    ok  owabtbtawus. 
Multis  jam,  Lupe,  posse  se  diebus 
Ftedicare  negat  Oharisianns 
Caussam  cum  modo  qusarerent  sodaleax 
Yentrem  dixit  habere  se  solutum. 

0  Lupo,  Carisiano  dice  di  non  poter  pedioare  gia  damolti  giorm. 
l)imandandogliene  poeo  fa  i  oompagni  la  oagione,  disss  che  aveva 
ladiarrea.  QragUa. 
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Lxrnx,    to  poila. 

Why  do  70a  send  me,  Polk,  wreaths  of  roses  that  are  unite 
fresh  P    I  would  rather  hare  roses  that  you  have  handled 

Resh  virgin  ehaplets  why  send  you  to  me  P 
Botes  rolrd  in  your  hand  would  sweeter  bee. 

OUMS.Wh&nL 

XO.     TO  OHBBSTUXUS,  AW  ABSTOD  ADMIB1B  OF  THB 
OLD  POSTS. 

Yon  approre  of  no  verses  that  run  with  a  smooth  cadence, 
but  of  those  only  that  vault  as  it  were  over  hills  and 
crass;  and  a  line  such  as  this,  Lueeilei  oolumeUa  keie 
star  Metropham*  erf,  "  LueuWs  right  hand,  Metrophanes, 
lies  here,"  is  of  more  value  in  your  eyes  than  a  poem  of 
Homer;  -and  you  read  with  ecstasy  such  words  as  terra* 
frugiferai,  "the  fruit-producing  earth,"  as  well  as  all  that 
Attius  and  Pacuvius  have  sputtered  forth.  Do  you  wish  me 
to  imitate  these  old  poets,  Obrestillus,  whom  you  so  much 
admire?    Confound  me,  if  I  think  you  know  what  vigour  is.1 

XCI.     EPITAPH  OF  OAKAOI. 

Canace,  one  of  the  daughters  of  JSolis,  lies  buried  in  this 
tomb,  a  little  child  whose  seventh  winter  was  her  last.  "  O 
shame!  O  dire  fate  1"  why  are  you  in  haste,  traveller,  to 
weep  P  We  do  not  here  complain  of  the  shortness  of  life ; 
sadder  than  death  itself  was  the  manner  of  it ;  a  horrid 
disease  destroyed  her  face,  and  seised  upon  her  delicate 
mouth.  The  cruel  foe  devoured  her  very  lips,  nor  was 
her  body  consigned  entire  to  the  funeral  pile.  If  the  fates 
intended  to  fell  on  her  with  such  headlong  violence,  they 
should  have  come  in  some  other  form.  ^  But  death  hastened 
to  close  the  passage  of  her  sweet  voice,  lest  her  tongue 
should  dissuade  the  stern  goddesses  from  their  purpose* 

Within  this  tombe  feire  Osnaos  is  placet, 

To  whom  her  seventh  winter  was  her  last 

O  dire  mischsnee !  Reader,  why  weepest  thou  there  P 

Tim  not  her  short  life  that  demands  thy  tears. 

Deaths  manner's  worae  than  death ;  the  dire  disease 

Beset  her  fees,  her  tender  mouth  did  seise. 


•  Itiewaw,  ni  tctt  wmtodm  fid  aytef . 
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The  monster  sickenesse  strivM  a  kiase  to  haft. 

Her  faire  lip*  went  not  wholly  to  the  grave. 

If  fates  so  soon©  had  meant  to  stop  her  breath, 

Their  should  hare  come  some  other  way.    But  death 

Made  haste  her  tongues  sweet  musicke  to  prevent, 

Lest  that  should  make  the  flintie  fetes  relent  May. 

xcn.     TO  ZOILU8. 

He  speaks  erroneously,  Zoilus,  who  calls  yon  viciout 
You  are  not  vicious,  Zoilus,  bat  vice  itself. 

Zoilus  he  lied  that  call'd  thee  viciout  elf, 

Thou  art  not  vicious,  but  art  vice  itself,  Fktchtr. 

Who  calls  you  vicious,  lies.    You,  Zoilus,  are 

Not  vicious,  but  pure  vice  itself,  I  swear.  Wright. 

He  says  not  right,  who  says  that  you  axe  evil:   < 

Tou  an  ill  man  I— you  are  a  very  devil  Hoy. 

XCm.      OJf  THEODOEU8,  JL  BAD  POET. 

The  flames  have  destroyed  the  Pierian  dwelling  of  the  hard 
Theodoras.  Is  this  agreeable  to  you,  ye  muses,  and  thou, 
Phoebus  P  Oh  shame,  oh  great  wrong  and  scandal  of  the 
gods,  that  house  and  householder  were  not  burned  together ! 

Flames  Theodore's  Pierian  roofs  did  seize. 

Can  this  Apollo,  this  the  Muses,  please  ? 

O  oversight  of  gods!  O  dire  disaster ! 

To  burn  the  harmless  house,  and  spare  the  master. 

Anon* 
Poor  poet  Dogrel's  bouse  consumed  by  fire ! 
Is  the  Muse  pleased  ?  or  father  of  the  lyre  ? 
O  cruel  fate !  what  injury  you  do 
To  burn  the  house !  and  not  the  master  too !  Bay. 

XCTV.     O*  JL  JEW,  JL  BIYAL  POST. 

As  for  the  fact  that  you  are  exceedingly  envious  and  every* 
where  carping  at  my  writings,  I  pardon  you,  circumcised 
poet ;  you  have  your  reasons.  Nor  am  I  at  all  concerned 
that,  while  carping  at  my  verses,  you  steal  them ;  for  this  too, 
circumcised  poet,  you  have  your  reasons.  This  however, 
circumcised  poet,  annoys  me,  that,  though  yon  were  born  in 
the  heart  of  Jerusalem,  you  attempt  to  seduce  the  object  of 
my  affections     You  deny  that  such  is  the  case,  and  swear  by 
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the  temples  of  Jupiter.    I  do  not  believe  you;  swear,  oircum- 
cised  poet,  by  Anchialus.1 

ICY.     TO  7LA.00TJ8. 

Incideris  quoties  in  basis  feflatorum, 
In  solio  puto  te  mergere,  Flacce,  caput. 
Ogni  Tolta  che  t*  imbatti  nei  baoci  dei  fettatori,  io  m9  immagino, 
Flaooo,  che  immergi  il  capo  in  un  tino.  OragUa. 

XCTI.     TO  JL  GBBMAV,  PBJtVJJfTUO  JL  SOMA*  TOOTH  7B0M 

DRnrmro  of  the  mabtiajt  -waxes,  whilb  hi  PBumc 

IT  HIMSILF. 

It  is  the  Martian  fountain,1  and  not  the  Bhine,  that  rises 
nere,  German.  Why  do  you  stand  in  the  boy's  way,  and  keep 
him  back  from  the  water  of  the  rich  well  P  barbarian,  a 
fountain  belonging  to  the  conquerors  should  not  allay  the 
thirst  of  a  captive  slave,  to  the  exclusion  of  a  citizen. 

XCVH.     TO  TSLK8ILLA. 

Una  nocte  quater  possum:  Bed  quatuor  annis 
Si  possum,  peream,  te  Thelesilla  semeL 

II  nosso  quatro  volte  in  una  notte:  ma  posts  io  morire  se  in 
quatr  anni  u  posso  teoo  una  volts,  o  Telefilla.  Qraglia. 

xcvni.     TO  ILACCUS. 

It  is  impossible,  Flaccus,  to  avoid  the  kissers.  They 
press  upon  you,  they  delay  you,  they  pursue  you,  they  run 
against  you,  on  all  sides,  from  every  direction,  and  in  every 
place.  No  malignant  ulcer  will  protect  you  from  them,  no 
inflamed  pimples,  or  diseased  chin,  or  ugly  tetter,  or  lips 
smeared  with  ofly  cerate,  or  drop  at  the  cold  nose.  They 
kiss  you  when  you  are  hot  and  when  you  are  cold ;  they 
kiss  you  when  you  are  reserving  your  kiss  for  your  wife. 
To  envelope  your  head  in  a  hood  will  not  avail  you ;  nor  to 
secure  your  litter  with  skins  and  curtains,  nor  will  a  chair 
closed  again  and  again  be  any  defence  to  you ;  the  kisser 

Supposed  to  be  a  corruption  of  the  Hebrew,  r&K  *ibk  "as  the  Lore 
froth,    the  Romans  supposing  that  the  Jews,  when  they  pronounced  those 
words,  uttered  the  name  of  some  deity,  wbicl  they  wrote  Anchialus. 
•  S*»  B.  *i.  Ep.  42. 
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will  find  an  entrance  through  every  chink.  Not  the  consul* 
■hip  itself;  nor  the  tribunate,  nor  the  six  frsoes,1  nor  the 
proud  rod  of  the  noisy  lctor,  will  drive  off  the  kisser. 
Though  yon  be  sitting  on  the  lofty  tribunal,  and  laving  down 
the  law  to  nations  from  the  curule  chair,  the  kisser  will 
climb  up  to  either  nlaoe;  he  will  kiss  yon  in  a  fever  or  in  tears; 
he  will  Idas  you  while  yon  are  yawning  and  swimming ;  he 
will  kiss  you  when  you  are  at  stooL  The  sole  remedy  for 
the  evil  is,  to  make  him,  whom  you  would  not  wish  to  kiss, 
your  friend. 

There  are  no  means  the  kitting  tribe  to  than, 

They  meet  you,  ttop  you,  titer  you  they  run, 

Prest  yon  before,  behind,  to  each  tide  cleave, 

No  place,  no  time,  no  men,  exempted  leave  j 

A  dropping  note,  talved  lips,  can  none  reprieve, 

Gangrenes,  foul  running  sores,  no  one  relieve) 

They  kits  you  in  a  sweat,  or  starv'd  with  cold, 

Lovers  their  mistress'  kisses  cannot  hold ; 

A  chair  is  no  defence,  with  curtains  guarded, 

With  door  and  windows  shut,  and  closely  warded, 

The  kissers,  through  a  chink  will  find  a  way, 

Presume  the  tribune,  consul's  self,  to  stay  | 

Nor  can  the  awful  rods,  or  Lictor's  mace, 

His  stounding  voice  away  these  ■  lasers  chaos, 

But  they  11  ascend  the  Rostra,  curule  chair, 

The  judges  kiss,  while  they  give  sentence  there. 

Those  laugh  they  kiss,  and  those  that  sigh  and  weepi 

lis  all  the  same  whether  you  laugh  or  weep ; 

Those  who  do  bathe,  or  recreate  in  pool, 

Who  are  withdrawn  to  ease  themselves  at  stool 

Against  this  plague  I  know  no  fence,  but  this: 

Make  him  thy  friend  whom  thou  abhorr'tt  to  kiss.     Amok 

XOIX.      TO  LBSBIA. 

De  cathedra  quoties  surgis,  jam  stspe  notavi, 
Pasdicant  miseram,  Lesbia,  te  tunica?. 

Quas  cum  oonata  es  dextra,  oonata  sinistra 
^  Vellere,  cum  lacrymia  eximis,  et  gemitu. 

3ic  constringunturgemina  symplegaot  culi, 
Et  Minyas  intrant,  Cyaneasque  nates. 

Bmendare  cupis  vitium  deforme  P  dooebo  j 
Lesbia,  nee  surgas  censeo,  nee  sedeaa. 

1  Carried  before  the  praHor* 
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Ogni  volta  cbe  ti  alii  da.sedere,  come  piu  volte  notai,  le  tuniche, 
o  Lesbla,  te  •ciagurata  pedictno :  che  tu  orcolla  dertra,orcollaiin. 
iitra  ti  aei  tfonata  svellere  eon  gran  lamme  e  lamentL  Cos!  sono 
ease  rineerrate  dalle  jgemini  sun]3egadi  del  too  culo,  ed  entrano  fra 
le  natiche  Minie  e  Cianee.  Vuoi  tu  emendare  il  defbrme  visio  ?  te 
Finsegnerd;  aon  di  sentimento  die  tu,  o  Lesbis,  ne  atii  in  piedi,  ne 
sjedi  GrayUa. 

o.    to  rLACCirs. 

I  have  no  fancy,  Flaccua,  for  a  mistress  extraordinarily 
thin,  who  can  make  my  rings  serve  her  for  bracelets ;  who 
scrapes  me  with  her  hips  and  pricks  me  with  her  knees; 
whose  loins  are  rough  as  a  saw,  or  sharp  as  a  lance.  Yet  I 
have  no  taste  for  a  mistress  weighing  a  thousand  pounds;  I 
am  a  lover  of  flesh,  but  not  of  fat. 

My  mistress  Fd  not  hare  so  thin, 

A  ring  her  armes  might  eompaas  in; 

Whose  haunch  or  knee  my  aides  might  wears, 

Her  back  a  saw,  her  rump  a  ipeare; 

Yet  her  a  cart-loade  I'd  not  have ; 

TEs  soft!  fleah,  not  fctt,  I  crave.     Old  MS.  16&  Out 

OT.      TO   FLACCtTS. 

And  have  you  been  able,  Flaccua,  to  see  the  slender  Thais  t 
Then,  Flaccua,  I  suspect  you  can  see  what  is  invisible. 

en.     TO  LTDIA* 

He  told  no  untruth,  Lydia,  who  informed  me  that  you 
have  a  handsome  face,  but  devoid  of  expression.  It  is  so; 
your  face  would  always  look  handsome,  if  you  would  but  be 
silent,  and  st  as  mute  as  awaxen  image,  or  a  picture.  But 
whenever  you  speak,  Lydia,  all  your  beauty  flies,  and  no 
tongue  does  more  damage  to  its  owner  than  yours.  Have  a 
care  lest  the  adile  see  and  hear  you;  it  is  portentous  when 
a  statue  speaks. 

He  lied  not,  Lydia,  who  pronounced  thee  fair, 
For  flesh  and  blood  none  may  with  thee  compare. 
This  is  moat  true  while  thou  dost  silent  stand, 
Like  some  rare  piece  of  a  mat  master's  hand. 
But  when  thou  speak'st,  e'en  such  thy  beauty's  gone, 
And  their  own  tongue  none  ever  so  did  wrong. 
Let  not  the  JEdile  hear  thee  sflenos  break: 
It  is  a  portent  if  an  image  speak*  Jnon. 
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cm.    to  sophbokius. 

So  great  is  the  modesty  of  your  mind  and  countenance* 
Sophronius,  that  I  wonder  you  should  ever  have  become  a 
fatW. 

Thou  art  so  tame  and  simple,  on  my  life, 

I  wonder  how  thou  e'er  oould'st  oourt  a  wife.     Awm. 

CIV.      TO  HIS  WXFX. 

Uxor  yade  soras,  aut  moribus  utere  nostris : 

Non  ego  sum  Curius,  non  Numa,  non  Tatius. 
Me  jucunda  juvant  tract©  per  pocula  noctes : 

Tu  properas  pota  surgere  tristis  aqua. 
Tu  tenebris  gandes :  me  ludere  teste  lucerna, 

Et jurat  admissa  rumpere  luce  latus. 
Fascia  te,  tunicsaque  tegunt,  obscuraque  palla: 

At  mihi  nuda  satis  nulla  puella  patet. 
Basis  me  capiunt  blandas  imitata  eolumbas : 

Tu  mihi  aaa,  avi»  qualia  mane  soles: 
Nee  motu  dignaris  opus,  nee  voce  juvare, 

Nee  digitis :  tanquam  thura,  merumque  pares. 
MasturbaDantur  Phrygii  post  ostia  servi, 

Hecforeo  quoties  sederat  uxor  equo. 
Etquamvis  Ithaco  stertente,  pudica  solebat 

iflie  Penelope  semper  habere  manum. 
Fsdicare  negas :  dabat  hoc  Cornelia  Graccho, 

Julia  Pompeio,  Portia,  Brute,  tibi. 
Dulcia  Dardanio  nondum  miscente  ministro 

Pocula,  Juno  fuit  pro  Ganymede  Jen. 
Si  te  delectat  gravitas,  Lucretia  toto 

Sis  licet  usque  die :  Laida  nocte  volo. 

Moglie  mia  Ta  fuori,  o  pratica  i  nostri  oostumi :  io  non  sono  ni 
Curio,  nc  Numa,  nfe  Tasio.  A  me  piacdono  le  notti  scone  fra  i 
siooondi  biochieri:  tu,  beruta  dell  acqua,  tfaffretti  partire  seriosa* 
Tu  ti  piaci  nelle  tenebre:  a  me  schenare  ohe  la  lueerna  mi  Teds,'  e 
mi  piaoe,  approtsimato  fl  chiaro,  immembrare  a  piu  non  posso.  Una 
fascia  e  delle  tuniche  ti  ooprono,  ed  un*  osouro  ipanto :  ed  a  me 
nessuna  litella  pare  abbastansa  ignuda:  I  bad  sinuli  a  quelli  delle 
lasdve  colombe  m'alaociano :  tu  me  11  dat  quali  dar  suon  alTayola 
sul  mattino  j  ne  ti  degni  dar  piaoere  col  moto,  ne  oon  parole,  ne 
oolle  mani :  e  ti  preparioome  ad  ofirir  incensi  e  libanoni.  I  Frigii 
senri mastarba?ano  dietro  le  ports,  ogni  volta  che  la  moglie  seders 
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•a  FEtoreo  osvello.  B  Ittico  quantunque  rnssante,  la  pudica  Pe* 
nelope  anoleva  aver  sempre  eolala  mano.  Tu  rioual  pedicare. 
Cornelia  aooordava  eft  a  uraooo,  Giulia  a  Pompeo,  e  Portia  a  te, 
Bruto.  H  Dardanio  mhustro  aoando  non  versava  i  dolci  bicehieri, 
Giunone  era  a  Giove  in  race  di  Oanimede.  BeU  gravita  ti  diletta, 
tiati  lecdto  ener  Lucresia  tatto  quanto  1  giorno:  di  notte  ti  voglio 
.anaLaide.  QragluL 

Prythee  die  and  set  me  free, 

Or  eke  be 
Kind  and  brisk,  and  gay  like  met 
I  pretend,not  to  the  viae  ones, 

'To  the  grave,  to  the  grave, 
Or  the  preoiae  onea> 

Til  not  cheeks,  nor  lips,  nor  eyes, 

That  I  prise, 
Quick  conceits,  or  sharp  replies, 
If  wise  thou  wut  appear  ana  knowing, 

Bepsrtis,  repartie 
To  what  ftn  doing.  Sir  John  Jknkmn. 

or.     TO  OJJLBICTTS. 

Ton  need  to  send  me  a  pound ;  now,  Garricus,  you  send 
me  only  a  quarter ;  at  least,  Garricoa,  let  it  be  half  a  pound*1 

CTI.     TO  VTBIUS  UAXOtVB. 

Yibios  Maximus,  if  yon  can  snare  time,  read  this  trifle} 
for  yon  have  little  to  do,  and  are  not  over  laborious* 
What,  do  you  pass  over  even  these  four  lines?  Weill 
you  are  right. 

Vlbius,  hast  an  hoar  to  spare  • 
On  these  lines  bestow  thy  care, 
But  labour  it  not  thy  delight, 
Thou'h  pass  e'en  these  four  lines  P    Thou 'rt  right 

Anon. 

otil  to  sspTiomnrs. 
Ton  send  me  bade  my  book,  8enticianus,  as  if  it  had  been 
unrolled  down  to  its  very  end,  and  read  through.  You  have 
read  everything;  I  believe  it,  I  know  it;  in  truth  I  am 
delighted.  In  the  same  manner  I  have  read  through  your 
five  oooks. 

1  An  intimation  that  Gardens  should  have  diminished  his  presents  by 
dasrsaisoempafsB.vitf.Ba.7L 
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The  leaves  allfml'd,  tome  turn'd,  the  ooraeri  wort, 
Show  you're  perused  my  work,  whieh  you  return. 
I'm  glad  you're  read  it  all ;  I  tee  tit  true ; 
80  I  Bare  read  fire  volumes  writ  by  you.  Z&jf. 

crux,  to  tux  bbadib» 
Although,  reader,  70a  may  well  be  tired  of  bo  long  a 
book,  you  still  want  a  few  more  distichs  from  me.  But 
Lupus1  demands  his  interest ;  and  my  copyists  their  wages. 
Pay,*  reader.  You  are  silent ;  do  you  pretend  not  to  heir  P 
Then,  goodbye. 

With  my  long  book  thou  well  may's*  glutted  be, 

Yet  thou  more  epigrams  exact*st  of  me : 

But  Lupus  calls  for  use,  servants  for  pay, 

Discharge  them,  reader.    Now  thou 'st  nought  to  say, 

Dissemblest,  as  my  words  thou  oould'st  not  spell. 

Ho  riddle  thou'rt  to  me,  reader,  farewefl.       Anon.  169& 
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KABTIAL  TO  Hlfl  FBHKD  PEISOITS. 

I  kkow  that  I  owe  some  apology  for  my  obstinate  three 
▼ears'  indolence;  though,  indeed,  it  could  by  no  apology  hare 
been  excused,  even  amid  the  engagements  01  the  city, 
engagements  in  which  we  more  easily  succeed  in  making 
ourselves  appear  troublesome  than  serviceable  to  our  friends , 
and  much  less  is  it  defensible  in  this  country  solitude,  where, 
unless  a  person  studies  even  to  excess,  his  retreat  is  at  once 
without  consolation  and  without  excuse,  listen  then  to  my 
reasons ;  among  which  the  first  and  principal  is  this,  that  1 
miss  the  audience  to  which  I  had  grown  aocustomed  at  Borne, 
and  seem  like  an  advocate  pleading  in  a  strange  court ;  for  if 

1  A  usurer,  of  whom  Martial  intimates  that  he  had  borrowed  money. 
*  Soke.    8chneidewin  reads  safes,  without  repaid  to  quantity.    We 
think  it  necessary  to  follow  the  oommon  reading. 
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there  be  anything  pleasing  in  my  books  it  is  due  to  my 
auditors.  That  penetration  of  judgment,  that  fertility 
of  invention,  the  libraries,  the  theatres,  the  social  meet- 
ings, in  which  pleasure  does  hot  perceive  that  it  is 
studying;  everything,  in  a  word,  whicn  we  left  behind  us 
in  satiety,  we  regret  as  though  utterly  deserted.  Add  to 
this  the  backbiting  of  the  provinciate,  envy  usurping  the  place 
of  criticism,  and  one  or  two  ill-disposed  persons,  who,  in  a 
small  society,  are  a  host  ;  circumstances  under  which 
it  is  difficult  to  be  always  in  the  best  of  humours.  Do 
not  wonder  then  that  I  have  abandoned  in  disgust  occupa- 
tions in  which  I  used  to  employ  myself  with  delight.  Not 
to  meet  you,  however,  with  a  refusal  on  your  arrival  from 
town,  and  when  you  ask  me  for  what  I  have  done  (you, 
towards  whom  I  should  not  show  a  proper  feeling  of  grati- 
tude, if  I  did  not  exert  myself  for  y6u  to  the  utmost  of  my 
power),  I  have  forced  myself  to  do  that  which  I  was  once  in 
the  habit  of  doing  with  pleasure,  and  have  set  apart  a  few 
days  for  study,  in  order  to  regale  your  friendly  ears  with  the 
repast  suited  to  them  after  their  journey.  Be  pleased  to 
weigh  considerately  the  offering,  which  is  intrusted  without 
apprehension  to  you,  .and  "do  not  think  it  too  much  labour 
to  examine  it;  and,  what  you'  may  find  most  difficult,  judge 
of  my  trifles  without  scrupulous  regard  to  elegance,  lest,  jf 
you  are  too  exacting,  I  send  you  to  Kome  a  book  not  merely 
written  in  Spain,  but  in  Spanish.  ? 


I.     TO  PBI8CU8. 

While  nets  lie  unemployed,  and  Melossian  hounds  are 
silent,  and  while  the  woods  no  longer  reecho  to  shouts  in 
pursuit  of  the  boar,  you  will  be  able,  Prisons,  to  accord  a 
portion  of  your  leisure  to  a  short  book.  The  hour  so 
bestowed  will  not  be  so  long  as  that  of  a  summer's  day,  and 
you  wiU  not  find  it  entirely  wasted. 


n.     TO  HTS  BOOK. 

Too,  my  verses,  who  but  a  short  time  since  were  taking 
2m 
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your  way  to  the  shores  of  Pyrge,1  take  your  way  along  the 
Via  Sacra:  it  is  no  longer  dusty.1 

m.     TO  HIS  BOOK. 

You,  my  book,  who  used  lately  to  be  sent  from  Pome 
to  foreign  lands,  will  now  go  as  a  foreigner  to  Borne ;  setting 
out  from  among  the  people  of  the  cold-producing  TagUsJ 
and  from  the  rude  Salo,*  a  potent  land  that  gave  birth  to  my 
forefathers.  But  you  will  not  be  a  foreigner,  nor  cari  you 
be  justly  called  a  stranger,  now  that  the  lofty  city  of  Bemus 
contains  so  many  of  your  brethren.  Seek,  as  of  right,  the 
venerable  threshold  of  the  new  temple,4  where  their  sacred 
abodes  have  been  restored6  to  the  Pierian  choir.  Or,  fr.you 
prefer,  euter  by  the  Subura  first ;  there  are  the  lofty  halls  of 
my  friend  the  consul.  The  eloquent  Stella  inhabits  the 
laurel-crowned  mansion ;  Stella,  the  illustrious  quaffer  of  the 
spring  dedicated  to  Ianthe.6     There  is  a  Castalian  spring, 

Eroud  of  its  glassy  waters,  which  they  say  the  nine  sisters 
ave  oft-times  sipped.  He  will  circulate  you  amongst  the 
people,  and  the  senators,  and  the  knights,  and  will  read  you 
himself  with  eyes  not  altogether  dry.7  Why  do  you  ask 
for  a  title-page  ?  Let  but  two  or  three  verses  be  read,  and 
all  will  exclaim,  Book,  you  are  mine. 

IT.     TO  PBI80T78. 

What  Maecenas,  the  knight  sprung  of  royal  lineage,  was  to 
Horace  and  to  the  sublime  Virgil,  many-tongued  Fame,  and  a 
long-lived  work,  shall  proclaim  to  people  and  nations  that 
you,  Priscus  Torentius,  have  been  to  me.  You  give  me  my 
facility,  and  whatever  power  I  am  thought  to  have ;  you  give 
me  the  means  of  enjoying  a  not  ignoble  indolence. 

1  A  maritime  town  of  Apulia.  Martial  used  to  send  his  writings  from 
Bome  into  the  country;  he  was  now  sending  them  from  the  country  to 
Bome.    See  next  epigram. 

*  It  being  the  winter  season. 

*  A  river  near  Bilbilis  in  Spain,  Martial's  birth-place,  whence  he  was 
writing.    See  B.  L  Ep.  50. 

*  That  of  Apollo  and  the  Muses,  built  by  Augustus.      '  3y  Nenra. 
9  Stella's  mistress.    See  B.  ?L  Kp.  31. 

'  Through  concern  at  my  abtenos. 
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What  unto  Flaocus,  and  to  Maro  thee 

Mecenaa  was  of  royal  pedigree  • 

Moat  noble  Priscus,  that  thou  art  to  mi. 

Which  loudest  fame,  and  my  long-living  verse* 

Unto  all  times  and  nations  snail  rehearse. 

For  the  name  I  have,  and  wit,  I  owe  thee  both, 

Whose  bounty  does  maintain  my  learned  sloth.    Anon. 

T.      TO  FIBYA,  OK  TfflB  JLBBBSYIATIOK  07  HIS  BOOKS. 

My  tenth  and  eleventh  books  were  too  much  extended; 
the  present  is  in  smaller  comnass.  Let  the  larger/books  be 
read  by  those  who  have  leisure,  and  to  whom  you  have 
granted  undisturbed  tranquillity  of  existence:  do  thou, 
Cawar,  read  this  shorter  one ;  perhaps  thou  wilt  also  read  the 
others. 

TL  EULOGY  OH  JT1BTA. 

The  palace  of  Borne  has  the  honour  of  receiving  Nerva, 
the  mildest  of  princes;  we  may  now  enjoy  Helicon  to  the 
ML  Perfect  equity,  humane  clemency,  discreet  power,  now 
return ;  long-continued  alarms  have  disappeared.  For  thee, 
O  affectionate  Borne,  thy  people,  and  the  nations  subject  to 
thy  empire,  utter  this  prayer:  May  such  a  ruler  lie  ever 
thine,  and  may  this  one  especially  long  reign  over  thee! 
Blessings  be  upon  thy  spirit*  which  is  such  as  few  have,  and 
upon  thy  character,  which  is  such  as  Numa,  or  a  cheerful 
Cato,1  might  have  owned.  Now  thou  mayst,  and  it  is  right 
that  thou  shouldst,  make  presents,  display  thy  beneficence, 
enlarge  the  slender  incomes  of  the  poor,  and  grant  blessings 
such  as  the  indulgent  gods  could  scarcely  exceed.  For  even 
under  a  severe  prince  and  in  bad  times,  thou  hadst  the  courage 
to  be  good. 

Nerva,  the  gentlestprince,  now  rules  oar  ooart ; 
We  freely  may  to  Helicon  resort 
Just  faith,  ana  eheerfull  mildness,  now  dwell  here, 
And  weU-weigh'd  power,  which  banishes  all  feare. 
Rome's  provinoes  and  people  pray  that  bee 
Long  may  their  chief,  and  long  their  chiefs  such  bee. 
Ooe  on,  rare  prince,  whose  manners  Numa  grave, 
Or  Cato  (were  he  less  severe)  might  have. 

1  As  just  as  Cato  the  censor,  but  not  so  severe. 
2  m  2 
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To  bee  just,  bountyfull,  enrich  the  noora, 
And  give  so  frankly,  heaVn  could  give  no  more, 
Is  lawfull,  now  yon  reign ;  who  boldly  durst 
Bee  good  when  timet  were  bad,  and  the  prince  curst 

Old  MS.  16*  Ctnt. 

TTI.     OK  LIOBLA. 

If  Iigeia's  jean  are  equal  in  number  to  the  hairs  of  her 
head,  she  is  only  three  yean  old. 

If  by  thy  hairs  thy  age  be  to  be  told, 

Ligeia,  by  thy  crown  thou'rt  three  years  old.  Fktchtr. 

Her  years,  if  numberM  by  her  hairs,  I  ween, 

That  lady  elderly  is  scarce  nineteen.  Hay. 

Tm.    to  bohj,  nr  praisi  of  trajak. 

Borne,  goddess  of  the  earth  and  its  people,  to  whom  there  it 
nothing  equal,  nothing  second,  when  she  was  recently  com- 

5uting  with  joy  the  long  series  of  yean  destined  for  the  life  of 
'rajan,  and  saw  in  our  great  leader  so  much  bravery,  youth, 
and  martial  ardour,  Rome,  I  say,  glorying  in  such  a  ruler,  ex* 
claimed:  "Ye  princes  of  the  Parthians,  ye  leaden  of  the 
Scythians,  ye  Thracians,  Sarmatians,  Get®,  and  Britons,  ap- 
proach, I  can  show  you  a  Caesar." 

Queen  of  the  nations,  Borne,  that  has  no  peer 

~  r), 


As  she  so  famed  a  captain  did  behold, 

And  yet  a  soldier  stout,  young,  martial,  bold, 

Proud  of  her  prince,  thus  Tauntingly  she  spoke: 

Parthians,  Britain*,  submit  unto  my  yoke  \ 

Thracians,  Scythians,  I've  a  Cesar  now, 

Come  pay  your  tribute,  to  my  eagles  bow.   Anon.  1695. 

EC      TO  TBAJAK,  OK  SPADT  B1EETO  TBAKQUILIJSXD. 

Palma,1  most  benign  Cawar,  rules  my  Iberian  countrymen, 
and  under  his  mild  rule  the  provinces  flourish  in  peace.  Joy- 
fully therefore  do  we  offer  you  our  thanks  for  so  great  a 
boon ;  you  have  sent  your  own  character  into  our  parte. 
Now,  gracious  Caesar,  Palma  roles  our  Spain, 
Peace,  long  a  stranger,  has  restored  again : 

1  Aulus  Cornelius  Palms,  a  prefect  much  beloved  by  Trajan. 
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We  thanks  return  thee  for  to  great  a  grace, 
That  thine  own  virtues  thou  'mongst  us  dost  place. 

Amm.im. 
x.    oh  amourus. 

Africanus  possessee  a  hundred  thousand  sesterces,  and  yet 
covets  more.  Fortune  gives  too  much  to  many,  enough  to 
none. 

African  has  a  thousand  pounds  in  store, 

Yet  he  desires,  and  hunts,  and  rakes  for  more : 

Fortune  hath  overmuch  bestowM  on  some ; 

But  plenary  content  doth  give  to  none.  FkUk*. 

Fortune,  some  say,  doth  give  too  much  to  many; 

And  yet  she  never  gave  enough  to  any* 

Sir  John  Harrington. 
He  fswns  for  more,  though  he  his  thousands  touch : 
Fortune  gives  none  enough,  hut  some  too  much.       Hay. 

XL     TO  HIS  XU8I. 

Muse,  salute  Parthenius,  your  good  friend  and  mine ;  for 
who  drinks  more  largely  from  the  Aonian  fountain  P    Whose 
lyre  comes  forth  more  ennobled  from  the  cave  of  the  muses  P 
Whom  among  all  his  Pierian  followers  does  Phoebus  love 
more  P    And  if  by  chance  (but  for  this  we  must  scarcely 
hope)  he  shall  have  a  moment  to  spare,  beg  him  to  present 
with  his  own  hands  our  verses  to  the  emperor;   and  to 
recommend  this  little  book,  so  humble  and  so  small,  with 
merely  four  words :  "This  your  Borne  reads." 
All  health  to  my  and  thy  Parthenius  bring, 
My  muse  $  for  who  in  the  Aonian  spring 
£*er  deeper  drank  ?    From  the  Pimplean  cave, 
Whose  harp  a  sweeter,  nobler  sound  e'er  gave  f 
Who  of  the  inspired  and  immortal  choir, 
Does  Photos'  self  more  love  or  more  admire  t 
Bequest  when  he  the  prinoe  does  vacant  know 
(Which  hardly  can  be  hoped),  my  book  to  show, 
With  these  few  words  my  humble  verse  to  speed : 
This  man,  dread  Gssar,  all  thy  Borne  does  read*  Anon. 

xn.     TO  POLLIO. 

You  promise  everything  after  you  have  been  drinking  all 
night,  next  morning  you  perform  nothing.  Drink,  PoUio,  in 
the  morning. 
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While  in  loose  cups  thou  top'st  the  night  away, 
Then  thou  wilt  promise  anything  to  do, 

But  nothing  wilt  perform  on  the  next  day : 
Pray,  Posthumus,  drink  in  the  morning  too.  Fletcher, 

In  midnight  cups  you  grant  all  we  propose : 

Next  mora  neglect :  pray,  take  a  morning  dose.     Hay. 

You're  full  of  promises,  my  friend, 
When  you  are  drunk  all  night, 
And  say  that  everything  shall  end 

To  all  my  wishes  quite : 
But  in  the  morn  you  nothing  do, 

And  therefore  be  advised, 
Be  drunk  both  night  and  morning  too : 
Your  word  will  then  be  prized. 

Bev.  Mr.  Scott,  1773. 
Imitation. 
Thraso  picks  quarrels  when  he's  drunk  at  night ; 
When  sober  in  the  morning  dares  not  fight : 
Thraso,  to  shun  those  Dls  that  may  ensue, 
Drink  not  at  night,  or  drink  at  morning  too.       Wakh. 

XIII.     TO  ATJOTTTS. 

The  rich,  Auctus,  make  a  species  of  gain  out  of  anger.  It 
is  cheaper  to  get  into  a  passion  than  to  give.1 

Anger's  a  kind  of  gain  that  rich  men  know : 

It  costs  them  less  to  hate  than  to  bestow.     Fletcher, 

Rich  men,  my  friend,  by  anger  know  to  thrive. 

"Kb  cheaper  muoh  to  quarrel  than  to  give.  Hay* 

Ask  you,  last  night,  why  Gripus  ill  behaved  ? 

A  well-timed  quarrel  is  a  dinner  saved.   N.  B.Haihed\ 

XIT.      TO  PBIS0U8,  OK  THE  DJLKOEBS  OF  HABE  HTTKTTJTO. 

Use  more  sparingly,  I  advise  you,  the  gallopping  hunter. 
Prisons,  and  ride  not  so  furiously  after  the  hare.  The 
sportsman  has  often  made  atonement  to  the  prey,  and 
fallen,  never  to  rise  again,  from  the  spirited  hone.  The 
very  plain,  too,  has  its  dangers ;  even  though  there  be  no 
ditch,  no  mound,  no  rocky  places,  yet  the  level  ground  is  ant 
to  deceive.  There  will  not  be  wanting  some  rider  to  exhibit 
to  you  a  spectacle  such  as  this;  but  his  fall  would  excite  less 

1  Comp.  B.  iiL  Bp.  37. 
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repining  at  Fate  than  yours.  If  the  excitement  of  danger 
attract  you,  let  us  spread  toils  for  the  wild  boars  of  Tuscany; 
courage  in  that  pursuit  is  safer.  Why  do  such  break-neck 
steeds  delight  you  P  They  much  oftener  succeed  in  killing 
the  ride*  than  the  hare. 

Dear  Knurs,  take  my  advice ;  your  hunter  spare : 

Nor  with  such  violence  pursue  a  hare. 

The  sportsman  often  does  the  prey  become  j 

And  from  his  horse  receive  his  final  doom. 

No  ground  is  safe :  if  ditch  nor  bar  remain, 

Nor  pit,  your  hone  may  stumble  on  a  plain ; 

There  are  enough,  at  distance  to  divert, 

And  break  their  neck,  who  have  not  your  desert 

If  manly  exercise  such  pleasure  yields. 

Safer  and  nobler  seek  in  Belgic  fields. 

Why  ride  at  all,  and  madly  fate  defy? 

Roper  at  last  before  the  fox  did  die,  Hay. 

XT.     A   OOltPLDOVT  TO  TBAJA2T,  OK  HIS   M  UK  If  ICE  J  OB  TO 
THB   TI3£PLX   07  JUPITER. 

Everything  that  glittered  in  the  Farrhasian1  palace  has 
been  given  to  our  gods  and  to  the  eyes  of  all.  Jupiter 
wonders  at  the  Scythian  radiance  of  the  emeralds1  set  in 
gold,  and  is  amazed  at  the  objects  of  imperial  magnificence,* 
and  at  luxuries  so  oppressive  to  the  nation.  Here  are  cups 
fit  for  the  Thunderer;  there  for  his  Phrygian  favourite.4  We 
all  now  rejoice  with  Jupiter.  But  very  lately  (and  with 
shame,  jes,  with  shame  I  confess  it)  we  were  all  poor  as  well 
as  Jupiter. 

Whatever  shined  in  the  Parrhasian  hall 

Is  to  our  eyes  and  to  our  gods  ffiv*n  all  j 

Jupiter  stands  and  wonders  to  behold 

Himself  in  Scythian  flames  of  sparkling  gold; 

Great  Omar's  pleasant  pride,  and  vast  expense. 

These  cups  may  suit  with  Jove's  magnificence, 

Such  as  may  well  become  the  Phrygian  boy, 

Now  all  with  Jove  are  rich  and  claa  with  joy. 

It  shames,  it  shames  me  to  confess  of  yore 

How  aU  of  us  with  Jove  were  very  poor.        FUtchtr. 

1  Palatine.    See  B.  vil  Ep.  55. 
( *  Radiance  of  the  emeralds  brought  from  Scythia. 
•  Domitita's.  4  GanynieUa. 
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xtl    to  labebjctts. 

You  have  made  away,  Labienus,  with  three  of  your  farms ; 
you  have  purchased,  Labienus,  three  favourites :  you  are 
making  three  farms,  Labienus,  the  object  of  your  love. 

XVUL     TO  LMT1HUS. 

You  inquire,  Lentinus,  why  your  fever  does  not  leave  you 
for  so  many  days,  and  you  complain  bitterly  on  the  subject. 
It  is  carried  about  with  you  in  your  litter ;  it  bathes  with 
you ;  it  feeds  upon  mushrooms,  oysters,  sow's  paps,  and  wild 
boar,  with  you.  It  is  often  inebriated  with  Setine,  and  often 
with  Falernian  wine ;  nor  does  it  quaff  Cawmban  unless  it  be 
mixed  with  snow  water.  It  reclines  with  you,  decked  with 
roses,  and  darkened  with  amomum ;  and  sleeps  with  you  on 
down,  and  on  a  purple  bed.  Seeing  that  your  fever  is  so 
well  treated,  and  lives  so  comfortably  in  your  society,  do  you 
expect  it  to  transfer  itself  in  preference  to  Dama  P 

Your  fever  still  attends  you,  though  you  grieve; 

Though  you  complain,  will  not  one  moment  leave. 

With  you  it  travels  in  a  chariot;  dines 

With  you,  on  truffles,  oysters,  sweetbreads,  chines  s 

Drinks  hock  $  in  Burgjundy  is  very  nice ; 

Nor  will  taste  claret,  all  *us  cool'd  in  ice ; 

Reclines  at  esse;  and  smells  to  some  perfume; 

Lodges  on  down,  in  a  weU-furnish'd  room. 

Think  you,  a  fever,  which  you  treat  so  well, 

Will  with  a  porter  or  aoobler  dwell  ?  .Hay. 

XmX     TO  JUVIKAL. 

Whilst  you,  my  Juvenal,  are  perhaps  wandering  restless 
in  the  noisy  Suburra  or  pacing  the  hill  of  the  goddess  Diana ; 
whilst  your  toga,  in  which  you  perspire  at  the  thresholds  of 
your  influential  friends,  is  faming  you  as  you  go,  and  the 
greater  and  lesser  Cselian  hills  fatigue  you  in  your  wan- 
derings ;  my  own  Bilbilis,  revisited  after  many  winters,  has 
received  me,  and  made  me  a  country  gentleman;  Bilbilis,  proud 
of  its  sold  and  its  iron !  Here  we  indolently  cultivate  with 
Agreeable  labour  Boterduna  and  Plotea ;  these  are  the  some- 
what rude  names  of  Celtiberian  localities.  I  enjoy  profound 
and  extraordinary  sleep,  which  is  frequently  unbroken,  even 
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at  nine  in  the  morning;  and  I  am  now  indemnifying  myself 
fully  for  all  the  interruptions  to  sleep  that  I  endured  for 
thirty  yean.  The  toga  here  is  unknown,  bnt  the  nearest 
dress  is  giren  me,  when  I  ask  for  it,  from  an  old  press.  When 
I  rise,  a  hearth,  heaped  up  with  faggots  from  a  neighbour- 
ing oak  grove,  welcomes  me ;  a  hearth  which  the  bailiff's 
wro  crowns  with  many  a  pot.  Then  cornea  the  housemaid, 
such  a  one  as  you  would  envy  me.  A  close-shorn  bailiff 
issues  the  orders  to  my  boy  attendants,  and  begs  that  they 
may  be  obliged  to  lay  aside  their  long  hair.1  Thus  1  delight 
to  lire,  and  thus  I  hope  to  die. 

While  you  perhaps  now  crowd  thro9  Temple-bar, 

Stonn'd  with  the  din  of  rattling  coach  and  car ; 

Or  towards  Paul's  are  mounting  Ludgate-street; 

Or  running  to  the  leree  of  the  great; 

Or  in  your  lawyer's  gown,  are  driving  hard  j 

Either  through  great  or  little  Palaoe-yard  j 

My  nath e  Sussex,  and  her  favourite  shore, 

Of  golden  harvests  proud,  and  iron  ore, 

Me,  her  too  long  absenting  renegade, 

Again  revives,  and  hath  a  farmer  made. 

Busy  but  pleaa'd,  and  idly  taking  pains, 

Here  Lewes  Downs  I  till,  and  Ringmer  plains; 

Names  which  to  each  South  Saxon  are  well  known, 

Though  they  sound  harsh  to  powderM  beaux  in  town. 

None  can  enjoy  a  sounder  sleep  than  mine ; 

I  often  do  not  whke  till  after  nine  j 

And  midnight  hours  with  interest  repay, 

For  years  in  town  diversions  thrown  away. 

Stranger  to  finery,  myself  I  dress, 

In  the  first  coat  from  an  old  broken  press. 

My  fire,  as  soon  as  I  am  up,  I  see 

Bright  with  the  ruins  of  some  neighbouring  tree  % 

And  early  by  a  country  cook-wench  crowned 

With  boiling  pots  and  skillets  all  around. 

Next  comes  my  dairy-maid;  and  such  a  one, 

As  Pan  himself  might  wish  to  meet  alone. 

My  boys,  whose  heads  rough  as  a  filly's  stow 

Are  summon'd  by  my  bailiff.to  the  plough. 

Such  is  my  life,  a  life  of  liberty : 

So  would  I  wish  to  live,  and  so  to  die.  2fcy 

}  In  order  to  be  ranked  among  foil-grown  men,  and  do  men's  work. 
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SIX.     OH  UKM1LIU8. 

At  tbe  warm  baths  AemOius  takes  lettuces,  eggs,  and 
anchovies,1  and  then  says  that  he  does  hot  dine  out. 

XX.     TO  1ABULLT7B. 

Dojrou  ask,  PabullaSjWhyThemisonhas  nota  wife?  He 
has  a  sister. 

Tou  lately  were  inquiring,  why  Silvester 

Has  not  yet  got  a  wife? — He  has  a  sister.     Hay. 

XXI.     TO  IfABfllTJiA.,  HIS  Win. 

Who  would  imagine,  Maroella,  that  you  dwelt  upon  the 
banks  of  the  iron-Hardening  Salo,*  and  were  born  in  our 
regions?  So  rare,  so  sweet  is  your  disposition!  The. court 
of  Cesar  will  say,  should  it  but  onoe  hear  your  voice,  that 
you  belong  to  itself.  Nor  can  any  woman  born  in  the  midst 
of  the  Suburra,  nor  any  native  of  the  Capitoline  Hill,  vie  with 
you.  Nor  will  any  glorious  foreign  offspring  more  fit  to  be 
a  daughter  of  Borne  soon  smile  upon  its  mother.  Tou 
cause  my  longing  for  the  Queen  of  Cities  to  be  more  sup* 
portable;  you  alone  are  a  Borne  to  me. 

That  you  were  born,  and  ever  tinoe  have  lived, 

In  Derby  Peak,  is  scarce  to  be  conceived. 

Wit  so  uncommon,  sad  diverting  too, 

Courts  might  admire,  and  challenge  as  their  due. 

No  Pall  Mall  lady  can  with  you  compare ; 

None  who  sees  company  in  Groevenor-equare. 

Nor  soon  again  will  shine  in  tracts  unknown, 

One,  who  would  be  an  ornament  to  town. 

Tou  for  the  lost  metropolis  atone ; 

And  London  I  enjoy  in  you  alone.  Hay. 

xxn.    on  phujehis. 

Do  you  wish  me,  Fabullus,  to  tell  you  in  few  words  how 
ugly  rhilffinia  is  with  her  one  eye  f  Philamis  would  be  better 
looking  with  no  eye  at  all. 

1  Slight  refreshments  were  sometimes  taken  at  the  baths ;  Aemiliot  pat* 
took  of  them  immoderately,  so  as  to  make  a  meaL 
»  9ce  B£.  3>  and  B.  ir.  Bp.  tt. 
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XXIII.     TO  IsMLUL. 

You  wear  bought  teeth,  and  bought  hair,  Lsalia,  without 
a  Mush.  What  will  you  do  for  an  eye  P  Ton  cannot  bur 
that. 

Tour  hair  and  teeth  you're  not  asham'd  to  buy. 

What  will  you  do,  should'it  loee  the  other  eye  f    -Hay. 

Tour  teeth  from  Hemmett,  and  jour  hair  from  Bolner : 
Was  not  an  eye  to  be  procured  tor  money  ?      Dr.  Hoadby. 

XXIV.     TO  JUYATUS,  OK  ▲  OJlBBIJLGI,  THB  OUT  OF 
JHJAVU8. 

O  carriage,  that  affordest  a  sweet  solitude !— Gift  of  my 
eloquent  friend  JElianua,  more  pleasant  than  open  curricle  or 
chariot  1  Here,  Juvatus,  you  may  say  to  me  whatever  comcis 
into  your  head.  No  black  driver  of  a  Libyan  horse,  no  well- 
girt  running  footman  in  front  of  us,  no  muleteer  alongside  j 
and  the  horses  will  not  babble.  Would  that  Avitus  were 
herewith  us;  I  should  not  fear  his  third  pair  of  ears.  Thus 
how  charmingly  would  the  whole  day  pass ! 

How  pleasant  is  this  one-horse  chair ! 

In  which  alone  I  take  the  air : 

lis  PleadwelTs  present :  for  my  age, 

There  is  no  better  equipage. 

Now  with  thy  master,  Bafl,  be  free  j 

And  say  whate'er  you  please  to  me. 

No  master  of  the  horse  hare  I, 

Or  groom  or  running  footman  by. 

And  though  your  curb  and  harness  rattle, 

The  derift  in  it,  if  they  tattle. 

Would  that  my  honest  friend  Ned  Hearty 

Were  here  but  with  us  of  the  party ! 

I  should  not  fear,  that  he  would  tell : 

We  three  might  pass  the  day  fall  welL        Hey. 

XXT.     TO  TSLISIVUS. 

When  I  ask  you  for  a  loan  without  offering  yon  security, 
you  say,  "I  hare  no  money."  Yet,  if  my  farm  stands  pledged 
for  me,  you  have  money.  What  you  refuse,  Teleamus,  to 
lend  me,  your  old  friend,  you  are  willing  to  lend  to  my  acres 
and  my  trees.  But  see !  Cams1  has  accused  you  before  the 
magistrate ;  let  my  form  undertake  your  defence.  Or  if 
1  A  common  informer. 
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vou  look  for  a  companion  when  you  go  into  exile;  let  mj 
fcurm  attend  you. 

If  I  want  money;  vou  hare  none,  you  cry: 

Bat  lend  it,  if  my  field's  security. 

With  what  you  would  not  trust  your  ancient  friend. 

That  to  my  acres  and  my  trees  you  lend. 

Are  you  indicted  for  a  breach  of  laws  P 

Go  to  my  field,  and  let  him  plead  your  cause. 

Want  you  a  friend  your  banishment  to  easeP 

Let  my  field  travel  with  you,  if  he  please.  Hay. 

XXVI.      TO  UBTOBIU8,  AH  JlYXBICIOVB  FBXBHD. 

When  you,  a  senator,  go  about  knocking  at  sixty  doors 
every  morning,  I  appear  m  your  estimation  but  a  slothful 
knight,  for  not  running  all  over  the  city  from  the  first  dawn 
of  day ,  and  bringing  nome,  fatigued  and  worn  out,  some 
thousand  kisses.1  But  you  do  all  this,  that  you  may  add  a 
new  name  to  the  Fasti,  or  that  you  may  be  sent  as  governor 
to  the  Numidians  or  Osppadoeians ;  while,  as  to  me,  whom 
you  persuade  to  break  my  slumbers  unseasonably,  and  en- 
dure the  morning  mud,  what  have  I  to  expect  P  When  my 
foot  bursts  out  from  my  torn  shoe,  when  a  pelting  shower  of 
rain  has  suddenly  drenched  me,  and  when,  on  taking  off  my 
outer-coat,  no  servant  answers  my  call,  your  slave  comes  up 
to  my  chilly  ear,  and  says,  "  Lastorius  requests  your  company 
at  dinner."  What,  at  a  dinner  of  which  my  share  is  worth 
twenty  sesterces  P  Not  L  I  prefer  my  own  scanty  fare, 
rather  than  have  a  dinner  for  my  reward,  while  yours  is  a 
province ;  rather  than  that  while  our  labour  is  the  same,  our 
gains  should  be  so  different. 

When  in  your  borough  you*  yourself  bestir, 
I  do  appear  to  you  an  idle  cur; 
That  by  day-break  I  run  not  up  and  down, 
And  kiss  each  voter's  wife  throughout  the  town 
By  this  you  may  gain  credit  in  the  nation ; 
Or  be  made  governor  of  some  plantation. 
But  as  for  me,  what  end  can  I  obtain  P 
Whom  you  compel  to  break  my  rest  in  vain, 
And  early  march  along  a  dirty  street, 
With  scarce  a  shoe  entire  upon  my  feet : 

1  See.B.  viL  En,  94 ;  B.  xL  En.  9*. 
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And  if  a  gadden  heavy  shower  descend* 
Without  a  boy,  who  with  a  cloak  attends. 
Your  servant  whispers  to  me  in  this  plight, 
'  His  honour  begs  you'll  sup  with  him  to-night9 
Had  I  not  rather  by  myself  keep  Lent  ? 
Let  not  our  pains  and  pay  be  different  t 
Is  it  not  hard,  that  this  should  be  the  case? 
1  but  a  sapper  get,  and  you  a  place. 

urn.    ok  sum* 

Ton  amy,  Senia,  that  you  were  violated  by  robbers,  but  the 
robbers  deny  it. 

She  ravish'd  was  by  highwaymen,  she  cries : 
Flatly  the  fact  each  highwayman  denies.         Hay. 

xxvm.    to  onnrA. 

The  sue  of  the  cups,  Cinna,  from  which  I  drink,  and  that 
of  those  from  which  you  drink,  are  in  the  proportion  of  seven 
to  eleven;  and  yet  you  complain  that  we  do  not  drink  the 
same  sort  of  wine. 

I  drink  a  pint;  a  gallon  vou:  for  shame! 

Can  you  complain,  the  wine  is  not  the  same  f      Hay. 

TXTT.     TO  POSTICUS,  OK  HMM0GBK18. 

Hermogenes,  it  seems  to  me,  Ponticus,  is  as  great  a  thief 
of  napkins  asMassa  was  of  money.  Even  though  you  watch 
bis  right  hand,  and  hold  his  left,  he  will  find  means  to  ab- 
stract your  napkin.  With  like  subtQty  does  the  breath  of 
the  stag  draw  out  the  cold  snake ;!  and  the  rainbow  exhale 
the  waters  from  the  clouds.  Lately,  while  a  respite  was  im- 
plored for  Myrinus,*  who  had  been  wounded  in  a  conflict, 
Hermogenes  contrived  to  filch  four  napkins.  Just  as  the 
pretor  was  going  to  drop  his  white  napkin,  to  start  the  horses 
m  the  circus,  Hermogenes  stole  it.  When  at  last  nobody 
brought  a  nankin  with  him,  for  fear  of  thefts,  Hermogenes  stole 
the  cloth  from  the  table.  And  should  there  be  nothing  of  this 
kind  to  steal,  Hermogenes  does  not  hesitate  to  detach  the 
ornaments  from  the  couches,*  or  the  feet  from  the  tables. 

1  Stags  were  said  to  draw  serpents  from  their  hiding-placet,  kill  them 
with  their  bona,  and  then  devour  them.  See  Plin.  H.N.  xi.83;  Afflam. 
Hist  An.  iL9. 

•Agladiatsff  «  See  B.  viH.  Ep.  33. 
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However  immoderate  may  be  the  heat  in  the  theatres,  the 
awnings  are  withdrawn  when  Hermogenes  makes  his  appear- 
ance. The  sailors,  in  trembling  haste,  proceed  to  furl  their 
sails  whenever  Hermogenes  shows  himself  in  the  harbour. 
The  bareheaded  priests  of  Isis,  clad  in  linen  vestments, 
and  the  choristers  who  play  the  sistrum,  betake  themselves 
to  flight  when  Hermogenes  comes  to  worship.  Hermogenes 
never  took  a  napkin  to  dinner ;  Hermogenes  never  came  away 
from  a  dinner  without  one. 

xzx.     OB"  APES. 
Aper  is  abstemious  and  sober.   What  is  that  to  me  ?   For 
such  a  quality  I  praise  my  slave,  not  my  friend. 

Tom  never  drinks :  that  I  should  much  commend 

In  Tom  my  coachman,  but  not  Tom  my  friend.      Hay. 

XXX  .      OK  HAECELLA'S   GIFT  TO  MABTIAL. 

This  grove,  these  fountains,  this  interwoven  shade  of  the 
spreading  vine ;  this  meandering  stream  of  gurgling  water ; 
tnese  meadows,  and  these  rosaries  which  will  not  yield  to  the 
twice-bearing  Psstum ;  these  vegetables  which  bloom  in  the 
month  of  January,  and  feel  not  the  cold ;  these  eels  that  swim 
domestic  in  the  enclosed  waters ;  this  white  tower  which 
affords  an  asylum  for  doves  like  itself  in  colour ;  all  these  are 
the  gift  of  my  mistress;  Marcella  gave  me  this  retreat,  this 
little  kingdom,  on  my  return  to  my  native  home  after  thirty-five 
years  of  absence.  Had  Nausicaa  offered  me  the  gardens  of 
her  sire,  1  should  have  said  to  Alcinous,  "  I  prefer  my  own." 

This  grove  j  these  fountains ;  tonsile  Linden's  shade  j 

Refreshing  streams,  by  ductile  waters  made ; 

These  flowering  meadows,  still  like  Eden  gay ; 

These  pot-herbs  green,  that  dare  the  coldest  day; 

This  eeX  which  swims  familiar  to  the  sight ; 

This  towering  dove-house,  oovertt  with  its  flight  j 

I  to  my  wife,  after  long  absence,  owe : 

"fis  she  this  house,  this  kingdom,  did  bestow : 

Could  I  with  the  first  fair  have  paradise, 

Blest  as  I  am,  the  boon  I  would  despise  Hay. 

XTTTT.      TO  YACEERA,  IK  UERISIOK  07   HIS  PBETEITOED 
WEALTH. 

Oh  disgrace  of  the  Calends  of  July,  I  saw,  Vacerra,  I  saw 
tout  chattels,  which,  refused  by  the  landlord  in  discharge  of 
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two  yean9  rent,  were  carried  away  by  your  wife,  distinguisn* 
able  by  her  seven  carroty  bain,  your  hoary-headed  mother, 
and  jour  giantess  of  a  sister.  I  thought  at  first  they  were 
Furies  emerging  from  the  shades  of  Pluto.  They  went  be- 
fore, while  you,  wasted  with  cold  and  hunger,  and  paler  than 
a  piece  of  old  box-wood,  the  very  lrus  of  your  day,  followed. 
People  might  have  thought  that  the  Aricine  Hill  was  migrat* 
ing.  There  went  in  procession  a  three-legged  bed,  a  two 
footed  table,  a  lamp,  a  horn  cup,  and  a  cracked  chamber- 
pot, leaking  through  its  side.  Close  to  these  was  a  rusty 
store,  the  neck  of  a  wine-vessel,  and  a  jar,  which  its  disgust- 
ing smell  proved  to  have  contained  pilchards  and  decayed 
herrings,  a  smell  like  that  wafted  by  the  breeze  from  a  pond 
of  stagnant  water.  Nor  was  there  wanting  a  slice  of  Toulouse 
cheese;  a  garland,  four  years  old,  of  black  pennyroyal;  a  rope 
of  bald1  garlic  and  onions ;  or  a  pot  belonging  to  your  mother, 
full  of  offensive  resin,  which  the  easy  dames  of  the  Suburra 
u  se  at  their  toilette.  Why  are  you  looking  about  for  a  house 
and  deluding  agents,*  when  you  may  live  for  nothing,  Yacerra? 
This  pompous  train  of  baggage  just  suits  the  bridge.* 

0  jest  and  shame  of  such  as  households  move, 
When  July  comes,  and  do  new  dwellings  prove ! 

1  saw  thy  stuft\  Vacer,  thy  stuff  I  saw, 
Which,  for  thy  rent,  not  seized  on  by  law, 
Thy  landlord  rather  glad  such  trash  to  spare, 
Thy  red-faced  wife,  with  seven  red  hairs,  did  bear, 
Helped  by  thy  giant  sister,  and  thy  mother ; 
Men  thought  the  furies  there  were  got  together ; 
For  such  their  number  was,  and  such  their  facet, 
That  Pluto  seeni'd  to  have  lent  thee  his  three  graces. 
The  lrus  of  thy  age,  thou  these  didst  follow, 

Thy  skin,  like  seasoned  box,  distain'd  and  yellow  j 
With  cold  and  hunger,  also  diVd  and  parched: 
All  beggars-bush,  the  people  thought,  had  march'cL 
A  two-legg'd  table,  and  a  three-legjgM  bed 
There  went  j  a  pan  with  fire,  on  thine  own  head. 
A  sconce  and  goblet  all  of  massy  horn; 
A  jorden,  itself  pissing,  as  'twas  borne ; 
Stale  sprats  and  pilchards  could  not  be  conceal'd, 
Their  obscene  scent  their  presence  there  reveal'd. 

1  Having  been  over  kept,  and  the  outer  skin  peeled  oft 

*  Whom  you  have  not  the  means  of  paying. 

•  The  Aneme  Bridge,  frequented  by  beggars.    B.  x.  Ep.fc 
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Nor  did  there  want  to  go  in  state  with  these, 

A  cantle  of  unsaVry  Toulouse  cheese ; 

A  wisp  of  oenyroyal,  four  years  old ; 

A  rope,  which  onions  had,  but  pick'd,  and  baldf 

A  pot  of  turpentine,  thy  mothers  care, 

The  brothel  dames  with  such  fetch  off  their  hair. 

Why  mock'st  thou  landlords,  and  dost  houses  see. 

When  gratis,  Vaeer,  may  thy  dwelling  be  P 

Such  pomp  of  goods,  such  household  stuff  pertains 

To  highways,  hedges,  bridges,  and  to  lanes.  Anon. 

TTTTTT.      OH"  LABEENTT8. 

XJt  pueros  emeret  Labienus,  vendidit  hortoe : 
Jul  nisi  fioetum  nunc  Labienus  habet. 

Labieno  per  comperar  ragaxsi,  ha  venduto  gli  orti :  ora  Labieno 
idn  ha  altro  che  un  ficajo.  Qragluu 


TO  JULIUS  MABTIALIS. 

.  Four-and-thirty  yean,  Julius,  if  I  remember  right,  I  passed 
in  your  society ;  have  shared  your  friendship,  the  delights  of 
which  were  not  unmixed  with  pain,  but  the  pleasures  prepon- 
derated. And  if  all  the  stones  of  different  colours,  that  mark 
the  several  days,  were  placed  in  juxtaposition,  the  white  would 
far  exceed  the  black,  would  you  avoid  many  griefe,  and  escape 
heart-rendings,  make  of  no  one  too  dear  a  mend.  Tou  will 
have  less  joy,  but  your  sorrow  will  be  less. 

Julius,  'twas  foure-and-thirty  year 

That  thou  and  I  together  were. 

Sweeter  days  were  mix'd  with  soure, 

But  vet  die  pleasanter  were  more. 

And  if  we  should  divide  the  time 

With  a  diverse-colour'd  line, 

The  white  would  over-vie  the  black. 

If  thou  wouldst  shun  the  bitter  smack, 

And  stinging  tortures  of  the  mind, 

No  man  to  thee  do  too  much  bind, 

Or  too  much  in  thy  Mend  believe  s 

Thou  shah  joy  less,  and  less  shalt  grieve.    FUtcher9 

We  two,  in  fair  and  in  foul  weather. 
Thirty-four  years  have  passM  together  • 
Nor  sweet  nor  sour  our  cup  did  want; 
Yet  sweet  hath  been  predominant: 
And,  bring  life's  chequer*d  board  to  light, 
Fewer  die  spots  of  black  than  white. 
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Would  you  shun  many  things  to  curse, 
And  guard  against  the  miners  remorse, 
With  none  too  intimately  live  j 
Less  you'll  rejoice,  and  less  will  griere.     Hay. 

XUT.      TO   0AIXI8TRA.TU8. 

Tamauain  simnliciter  mecum,  Callistrate,  vivas  : 

Dicere  grocisum  te  mihi  rape  soles. 
Non  es  tarn  simplex,  quam  vis,  Callistrate,  credL 

Nam  quisquis  narrat  talia,  plura  tacet. 

0  Callistrato,  siusto  come  se  tu  fossi  meco  smeerissimo,  suoli 
sowente  dirmi  che  sei  stato  preciso.  Non  sei  poi  tanto  sinoero, 
quanto  vuoi,  o  Callistrato,  esser  creduto  j  imperocche,chranque  dies 
tali  cose,  ne  tace  le  piu.  QragUa. 

Open  and  frank  you  would  to  me  appear, 
And  tell  some  little  mult,  to  seem  sincere  j 
But  your  sincerity's  not  deep  I  feel : 
You  tell  a  little,  out  you  much  conceal         Anon. 
Free  from  reserve  you  would  to  me  appear, 
And  tell  me,  you're  diseased,  to  seem  sincere. 
But  with  a  friend  this  is  not  dealing  well ; 
For  he  must  more  conceal,  who  this  could  telL     Hay. 

JJLLVX      TO  LUITTLLTIS. 

Because  no  one  but  yourself,  Labullus,  gives  a  friend  two 
or  three  pounds,  a  thin  toga,  and  a  scanty  cloak,  sometimes  a 
few  gold  pieces,  which  you  chink  in  your  hand,  and  which  are 
co  last  for  a  couple  of  months,  you  are  not  for  that  reason, 
believe  me,  a  good  man.  What  then  ?  To  speak  the  truth, 
the  best  of  bad  ones.  Give  us  back  our  risos,  and  our 
Senecas,  our  Memmi  and  our  Grispi,  I  mean  those  of  old 
time,  and  yon  will  forthwith  become  the  last  of  good  men. 
Do  yon  wish  to  boast  of  your  running,  and  swiftness  of 
foot  P  Outstrip  Tigris  and  the  fleet  Passerinns.1  There  is 
no  glory  in  outstripping  i 


Though  you  bestow  upon  a  man  of  worth, 

A  jacket,  Joseph,  dinner,  or  so  forth ; 

A  piece  or  two  in  hand,  which  soon  must  foil, 

And  save  but  two  months  longer  from  a  jail  > 

\nd  though  scarce  one  besides  yourself  does  that  f 

Believe  me,  sir,  you  are  not  generous. 

1  Probably  are  jiames  of  hcrses. 
So 
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What  am  I  then  P  say  you.    Why  truly,  If  sir, 
Think  yon  at  beet  a  better  sort  of  miser. 
Recall  to  mind  the  Piaos,  Seneoaa; 
Bounty,  which  is  not  now,  but  such  as  was  | 
ComoaVd  with  them,  how  much  are  you  surpass'df 
Of  all  the  generous  men  you  are  the  last 
If  for  Newmarket  plate  you  would  contend  j 
Tii  strength,  'tis  swiftness,  that  must  recommend. 
The  glory  is,  from  the  best  horse  to  gain  j 
Not  to  overtake  an  ass  upon  the  plain.  Hay. 

JLXJLV1L.     TO  Jl  WIT  ABOUT  T0W3T. 

Ton  wish  to  be  regarded  as  haying  an  extremely  good  nose. 
I  like  a  man  with  a  good  nose,  bat  object  to  one  with  a 
polypus.1 

Ill  VIll.      TO  OA2TDIDU8. 

Tou  have  no  reason  to  fear  yon  person,  Candidas,  who,  strut- 
ting about  night  and  day,  is  well  known  throughout  the  city 
to  the  litters  of  the  ladies,  whose  hair  shines  so  brightly,  and 
is  darkened  with  unguents ;  who  is  radiant  in  purple,  of 
delicate  feature,  broad  chest,  and  smooth  limbs,  and  who  con* 
stantly  follows  your  wife  with  importunities.  Fear  him  not, 
Candidue,  he  does  not  meddle  in  your  department. 


TO  8ABBLLUS. 

I  hate  you,  Prettyman,  because  you  are  always  acting  the 
pretty  fellow.  A  pretty  fellow  is  a  contemptible  thing,  and 
so  is  Prettyman.  I  prefer  a  manly  man  to  Prettyman.  Hay 
you  wither  away  prettily,  Prettyman. 

I  hate  your  prettiness,  Sabellus : 

Tia  little,  so  are  you,  Sabellus. 

I  like  a  manly  mien,  Sabellus : 

But  you  live  prettily,  Sabellus, — 

Mayit  thou  die  prettily,  Sabellus.       Anon. 

XL.     TO  POHTHJAKTTS. 

Ton  utter  all  sorts  of  falsehoods,  Pontilianus ;  I  assent  t# 
them.  You  recite  bad  verses;  I  praise  them.  You  sing;  1 
do  the  same.  You  drink,  Pontflianus ;  I  drink  also.  You 
are  rude;  Ipretendnot  to  perceive  it    You  wish  to  play  at 

1  This  epigram  cannot  be  translated  with  exactness.  What  the  8atir4 
says  is,  you  wish  to  be  thought  natutut,  properly,  "having  a  large  boss," 
but  used  in  the  sense  of  "  having  a  good  or  keen  nose." 
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chew;  I  allow  myself  to  be  beaten.  There  ii  one  thing  only 
which  jon  do  without  me,  and  I  hold  my  tongue  on  the  sub- 
ject. Yet  you  never  make  me  the  slightest  present.  "When 
I  die,"  say  von,  "I  shall  remember  you  handsomely."  I 
do  not  look  for  anything;  but  die. 

I  praise  your  doggerel  Terse:  beliere  your  lye: 

You  sing,  I  sing:  you  drink,  and  so  do  L 

You  bet,  I  lose:  we  play,  you  win  the  game : 

One  thing,  you  do  without  me,  I  don't  name* 

And  yet  you  nothing  she  me :  when  you  die, 

You  promise  much :— -out  one  more  wish  hare  L  Hay. 

XLI.     90  TU0CA. 

Yon  are  not  content,  Tucca,  to  be  a  glutton.  You  long 
to  be  called  and  to  appear  a  glutton. 

Til  not  sufficient  that  thou  drunk  hast  been, 
Butthoudesiifstsotobecall'dandseen.        Flttcbr. 

XLII.      OK  CIXLISTKjLTUS  JlKD  XFSB. 

The  bearded  Callistratus  has  been  taken  in  marriage  by  the 
lusty  Afer,  in  the  same  way  as  a  virgin  is  usually  taken  in 
marriage  by  her  husband.  The  torches  shone  forth,  the  flame- 
coloured  Teu  concealed  the  bride's  countenance,  and  the  Ian- 
guage  heard  at  bridals  was  not  wanting.  Even  the  dowry  was 
sewed.  Does  not  this  seem  yet  enough  to  you,  Borne  P 
Do  you  expect  that  the  bride  should  present  the  spouse  with 
pledges  of  affection  ? 

XLIH.     TO  8AB1LLU8. 

Facundos,  mihi  de  libidinosis 
Legisti  nimium,  Sabelle,  versus; 
Quales  nee  Didymi  sciunt  tmelliB, 
Nee  molles  Elephantidos  lioelli, 
Sunt  illic  Veneris  nov©  figure* : 
Quales  perditua  audeat  fututor. 
Ptostent,  et  taceant  auid  exoleti ; 
Quo  symplegmate  quinque  oopulentur ; 
Quaplures  teneantur  a  catena; 
Exstmctam  liceat  quid  ad  lucernam. 
Tanti  non  erat  esse  te  disertum. 

0  8abeDo,  tu  mTiai  letto  del  versi  troppo  facondi  di  cose  libidinoss . 
she  ne  le  ragaxsediDidimo  sanno,  ne  gli  effeminate  Elefantidi  libxL 

2o2 
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Quivi  sono  nuove  figure,  cbe  il  piu  acatenato  immembratore  mai 
udi :  che  i  veochi  Hbertini  tacdono,  e  spiegano  con  quali  attitudini 
cinque  ai  oopulino;  con  qual  modo-perecchi  ai  congionghino  aaaieme 
cosa  non  aia  ledtoestinta  la  lueerna.  La  materia  non  era  ai  sublime 
per  eomparire  eloquente.  QrayUa* 

XLXT.     TO   UNIOTJS. 

TTnicus,  name  connected  with  me  bjr  ties  of  blood,  and 
attached  to  me  by  similarity  of  pursuit ;  while  the  verses 
which  you  write  yield  the  palm  only  to  those  of  your  brother, 
you  are  not  inferior  to  him  in  ability,  and  are  superior  to  him 
m  affection.  Lesbia  would  have  shared  her  love  for  the  ten- 
der Catullus  with  von,  sweet  Corinna  would  have  followed 
you  next  to  her  Ovid.  Nor  would  the  Zephyrs  have  refused 
their  assistance,  had  you  been  pleased  to  spread  wide  your 
sails,  but  you  prefer  the  shore.  This  too  is  a  peculiarity 
which  you  have  from  your  brother. 

We  both  in  name  and  blood  allyed  are, 

And  to  like  studies  like  affection  bear : 

Thy  brother's  verse  when  thine  thou  aet'at  before, 

Thy  arfa  not  leas,  but  piety  is  more : 

When  thee  Corinna,  Lesbia  would  admire, 

Equal  to  those  they  did  themselves  inspire : 

When,  if  thou'dat  spread  thy  wings,  a  brisker  air, 

And  loftier  numbers  none  e'er  higher  bear : 

Thou  flag's!  thy  plumes,  restrain'st  thy  soaring  vein, 

And  ahewst  thyself  a  brother  here  again.      Anon.  1695. 

XJV.      TO  PHOEBUS. 

It  was  not  without  wit,  Phoebus,  that  a  person  said  of  you, 
when  you  covered  tout  bald  pate  and  temples  with  a  kid's 
skin,  that  your  head  was  well  shod. 

When  to  secure  your  bald  pate  from  the  weather, 

Tou  lately  wore  a  cap  of  black  neate*  leather; 

He  was  a  very  wag,  who  to  you  said* 

'Why  do  you  wear  your  slippers  on  your  head  ?'     2f»iy. 

XLVT.      TO  0LA88I0TT8. 

Qallus  and  Lupercus  sell  their  poems ;  no  longer  deny, 
t;lassicus,  common  sense  to  poets. 

When  Scribbler  makes  us  for  his  verse  subscribe, 

All  are  not  mad  of  the  poetic  tj*>e.  Hay. 
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XLVTT.     OK"  A.  FBLftTD. 

You  are  at  once  morose  and  agreeable,  pleasing  and  re- 
pulsive.   I  can  neither  live  with  yon,  nor  without  you. 

Thou'rt  merry,  sad ;  easy,  and  hard  to  please  j 

Nor  with  nor  from  thee  can  I  live  at  ease.       Wright. 

In  all  thy  humours,  whether  grave  or  mellow, 
Thou'rt  such  a  touchy,  testy,  pleasant  fellow ; 
Hast  so  much  wit,  and  mirth,  and  spleen  about  thee, 
There  is  no  living  with  thee,  or  without  thee. 

AddUon,  Spectator,  No.  68. 

Our  Garrick*s  a  salad :  for  in  him  we  see 
Oil,  vinegar,  sugar,  and  saltness  agree. 

GokUmiiA'8  Retaliation 

XLVTII.     TO  A.  H08T. 

If  you  put  on  table  before  me  mushrooms  and  wild  boar  as 
common  fare,  and  do  not  presume  that  such  dishes  are  the 
object  of  my  prayers,  it  is  well ;  but  if  yon  imagine  that  by 
them  I  am  made  happy,  and  expect  to  get  yourself  inscribed 
in  my  will,  as  my  hen*,  in  return  for  some  half-dozen  Lucrine 
oysters,  good-bye  to  you.  Yet  your  dinner  is  a  handsome  one, 
I  admit,  most  handsome,  but  to-morrow  nothing  of  it  will  re- 
main;, nay,  this  very  day,  in  fact  this  very  moment,  there 
is  nothing  of  it  but  what  a  common  sponge  at  the  end  of  a 
mop-stick,  or  a  famished  dog,  or  any  street  convenience  can 
take  away.  Of  mullets  and  hares  and  sow's  teats,  the  result 
is  cadaverous  complexion  and  gouty  feet.  In  my  estimation, 
no  Alban  revel,1  no  feasts  in  the  Capitol,  nor  banquets  of 
the  chief  priests,  would  be  worth  so  much.  Were  Jupiter 
himself  to  give  me  nectar  on  such  conditions,  it  would  turn 
to  vinegar,  and  the  cheating  trash  of  a  Vatican  cask.  Seek 
other  guests,  Sir  Host,  who  may  be  caught  by  the  regal 
sumptuousness  of  your  table ;  as  for  me,  I  prefer  a  friendly 
invitation  to  a  hastily  arranged  little  dinner :  it  is  such  a  re* 
past  as  I  can  return  that  pleases  me. 

As  common  fare,  when  sausages  and  chine 
Ton  plaoe  before  me,  I  with  pleasure  dine. 
But  if  you  think  to  please  me ;  or  conceive 
By  soups  to  be  my  neirj  I  take  my  leave. 

*  In  allusion  to  the  banquets  of  Domitisn  on  the  Alban  hUL 
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Tour  dinnert  nice,  extremely  nice,  I  owm  } 

Tet  it  is  nought  the  moment  it  is  down. 

Perchance,  it  to  a  dirty  mop  may  fall, 

A  hungry  dog,  close-stool,  or  urinai 

In  what  ends  mullet,  hare,  and  season'd  meat  P 

In  ashy  countenance,  and  gouty  feet. 

Dear  at  that  rate  the  moat  delicious  cheer : 

A  coronatiom  feast  by  mucn  too  dear  1 

Think  you,  when  you  your  Burgundy  do  pour, 

Tou  honour  meP  the  thought  will  turn  it  sour. 

Proud  entertainer,  seek  another  guest 

To  praise  die  regal  splendour  of  your  feast. 

Me  let  a  friend  to  a  chance  scrap  receive : 

I  like  a  dinner  such  as  I  can  give.  Hay. 

XLH.     TO  LINUS,  Jl  ttttob. 

0  Linus,  preceptor  of  the  long-haired  troop,  whom  the  rich 
Postumilla  calls  the  lord  of  her  fortune,  and  to  whom  she 
intrusts  gems,  gol4  pl&te,  wines,  favourites:  so  may  your 
patroness  prefer  you  to  all  others,  having  made  proof  of  your 
lasting  fidelity,  as  you  grant  to  my  prayer  the  indulgence  of 
my  wretched  desires,  and  keep  at  times  but  a  negligent 
watch  over  those  objects  which  nave  taken  possession  of  my 
heart,  which  in  my  longing  I  pray  day  and  night  to  clasp  as 
my  own— beautiful,  snow-white,  equal  in  size,  twins,  large— 
not  Blares,  but  pearls. 

Thou  master  of  Tete  de  Mouton, 
Thou  Gsrrerly  of  high  renown, 
To  whom  my  Lady  Wealthy  sent, 
Her  girl  with  every  ornament. 
Long  be  tou  famous  for  your  care  | 
And  roomers  you  to  all  prefer. 
Pity  on  me,  some  pity,  have, 
To  a  strong  passion  quite  a  slave. 
Nor  guard  so  close  what  I  admire, 
And  what  hath  set  my  heart  on  fire : 
Which  night  and  day  I  long  to  hold; 
And  eager  on  my  breast  infold : 
Bright,  sparkling,  lively,  lovely,  fair. 
—I  speak  of  miss's  solitaire.  .Hay. 

L.     TO  TH1  POSSW80B  O*  JL  BULVTIFUL  DOMUH. 

Ton  are  distinguished  for  possessing  laurel-groves,  avenues 
of  plane-trees,  towering  cypresses,  and  most  capacious  baths 
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Your  lofty  portico  stands  on  a  hundred  columns,  and  is  paved 
with  polished  marble.  The  swift-footed  horse  makes  your 
dusty  hippodrome  resound  with  his  hoofs,  and  the  mur- 
mur of  fountains  is  heard  on  every  side.  Your  halls  are 
spacious  and  extensive ;  but  there  are  no  chambers  either  for 
dining  or  lor  sleep.    How  pleasantly  you  do  not  live! 

None  equal  you  in  trees  for  ever  green: 
Tour  bath's  the  most  majestic  can  be  seen : 
Tour  colonnade  is  lofty,  spacious,  fine : 
And  under-foot  your  marble  pavements  shine : 
Bound  your  wide  park  the  fleeting  courser  bounds: 
Many  cascades  salute  us  with  their  sounds : 
Apartments  grand :  no  plaoe  to  eat  or  sleep! 
What  a  most  noble  house  you  do  not  keep.       Hay. 

Bo  thick  your  planes  and  laurels  spread, 
And  cypress  groves  so  near  the  head 
High  in  the  air;  your  baths  so  wide 
Expand  their  stream  on  every  side, 
They'd  shade  and  bathe  full  half  the  town ; 
'  Tet  shades  and  baths  are  all  your  own. 
Tour  porch  an  hundred  columns  soars ; 
Tou  tread  on  alabaster  floors  $ 
The  race-horse  beats  your  dusty  ring  j 
Fountains,  with  ever-wasting  spring, 
Fall  on  the  ear  with  gliding  sound, 
And  spacious  courts  are  opening  round. 
'TIS  all  so  grand  and  so  complete, 
There  is  no  room  to  sleep  or  eat : 
How  excellently  lodged,  sir,  here 
In  this  no-lodging  you  appear !  Elton, 

LI.      TO  ATJLTTS. 

Are  you  astonished,  Aulus,  that  our  friend  Fabullinus  is  so 
frequently  deceived  P  A  good  man  has  always  something  to 
learn  in  regard  to  fraud. 

Wonder  you,  MeanweH  is  so  often  bit? 

An  honest  man's  a  child  in  worldly  wit  Hoy* 

LH.     TO  BSXPBOVIA,  AH  EPITAPH  OK  HXB  HUBBAHD  BTTFTTS. 

Here,  Sempronia,  lies  your  late  husband  Bufus,  whose 
brows  were  wreathed  with  Pierian  chaplets,  and  whose  elo- 
quence in  defence  of  dejected  criminals  was  renowned ;  his 
vary  ashes  burn  with  love  for  you.    Tou  are  the  theme  of 
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admiration  in  the  Elysian  fields,  and  Helen  herself  marvels 
at  the  story  of  your  abduction.  You  are  superior  to  her,  as 
you  deserted  him  who  overcame  you,  and  returned,  but  she 
would  not  follow  her  husband,  even  when  he  sought  to  regain 
her.  Menelaos  smiles,  and  listens  to  these  new  Trojan-like 
amours ;  the  violence  done  to  you  excuses  the  Phrygian  Paris* 
When  the  joyful  asylum  of  the  pious  shall  one  day  receive 
vou,  there  wul  be  no  shade  in  the  Stygian  abodes  better 
known  than  yourself.  Proserpina  does  not  look  with  aversion 
upon  fair  ones  that  have  been  carried  of£  but  loves  them. 
Your  amour  wul  gain  you  the  queen's  favour. 

He  that  hit  brows  deck'd  with  the  muses9  crown, 

Whose  voioe  to  guilty  men  no  less  was  known, 

Semprouia,  here  thv  Kufus,  here  is  laid, 

Whose  dost  even  with  thy  love  still  drives  a  trade. 

'Mongst  the  blest  shades  thy  story  he  doth  bear, 

And  Helen's  self  thy  rape  admires  to  hear : 

Thou  better  from  thv  spoiler  didst  return, 

She,  though  redeemed,  did  after  TYoy  still  burn. 

Menelaos  laughs  and  hears  the  Hian  loves, 

Thy  rape  old  Paris'  guilt  forgives,  removes. 

And  wneu  thee  those  blessM  mansions  shall  receive 

No  shade  greater  acquaintance  there  shall  have.' 

Proserpina  loves  although  she  cannot  see 

Such  rapes,  that  love  shall  make  her  kind  to  thee. 

Fletcher. 
Lin.    to  PATiranrs. 

Although  you  possess  abundance  of  money  and  wealth, 
Paternua,  such  as  out  few  other  citizens  possess,  you  never 
make  any  present,  and  brood  over  your  hoard  like  the  great 
dragon,  which  the  poets  sing  of  as  the  guardian  of  the  Scythian 
grove.  The  cause,  as  you  yourself  allege  and  boast,  is  the 
dire  rapacity  of  your  son.  Pray  are  you  looking  for  fools 
and  novices  to  beguile  and  delude  P  To  this  vice  you  liave 
ever  been  a  father. 

When  thou  hast  so  much  coin  and  wealth  with  thee 
That  seldom  citizens  or  fathers  see. 
Yet  are  not  liberal,  but  thy  heaps  han&fst  o'er 
Like  the  great  dragon,  whom  the  bards  of  yore 
Feign'd  to  be  keeper  of  the  Scythian  grove, 
But  the  base  cause  of  this  thy  muck-worm  love, 
Thou  bras/st  and  dost  pretend  thy  son  to  be : 
Why  dost  delude  us  with  this  foolery, 
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As  though  we  blocks  or  idiots  had  been? 
Thou  wist  a  father  ever  to  this  sin.       Fletcher. 

lit.    to  zorLUS. 
With  red  hair,  a  black  face,  a  cloven  foot,  and  blear  eyes, 
7011  show  the  world  a  prodigy,  Zoilua,  if  70a  are  an  honest 
man. 

Bed-hair'd,  black-faced,  dab-footed,  and  blear-eyed, 

Zoilua,  'tis  much  if  thou  art  good  beside.  Fletcher. 

led-hair,  black-month,  badger-legs,  blind,  I  see  1 

Be,  Zoilua,  good,  and  the  world?!  wonder  be.      Wright* 
fhy  beard  and  head  are  of  a  different  dye : 
Short  of  one  foot,  distorted  in  an  eye  1 
With  all  these  tokens  of  a  knave  complete 
8houldst  thou  be  honest  thou'rt  a  derlish  cheat 

Addteon,  Spectator,  No.  96» 

LT.     TO  THB  TAIB  BIZ. 

Gratia  qui  dare  vos  jubet  puelks, 

Tnaulsiasimua,  improbiaaimuaque  eat. 

Gratia  ne  date,  baaiate  gratis. 

Hoc  jEgle  negat,  hoc  avara  vendit. 

Sed  vendat  bene,  baaiare  quantum  est. 

Hoc  vendit  quoque  nee  le  vi  rapina : 

Ant  libram  petit  ilia  cosmiani, 

Aut  binos  quater  a  nova  moneta: 

Ne  sint  basia  muta,  nee  maligna, 

Ne  clusia  aditnm  neget  label&a. 

Humane  fecit  hoc  tamen ;  sed  unum  eat. 

Gratis  qua*  dare  baaium  recuaat, 

Gratis  hngere  nee  recuaat  iEgle. 
O  Zitelle,  colui  che  vi  stimola  a  darvi  per  niente  e  on  temerario 
ed  un'  indegno.  Non  datevi  per  niente,  baciate  per  niente.  Egle 
dissprova  questo :  avara  lo  vende.  Ma  eh'  essa  venda,  quanto  pud 
il  bacitara,  sta  bene.  Essa  vende  anche  quella  coca,  ne  con  heve 
rapina:  o  essa  dimanda  una  libra  d'unguento  Cosmiano,  owero 
flavii  della  nuova  moneta:  acrid  i  bad  non  sieno  muti,  ne  dispia- 
cenfi,  non  ricusera  l'adito  alle  chiuse  labra.  Tuttavia  questo  lo  fa 
per  risguardi  ma  c*e  una  cosa :  Egle  che  ricusa  dare  un  bacio  per 
niente,  non  ricusa  Hngere  per  niente.  Graalia. 

LYl.     TO  POLYOHAJUCU8. 

You  fall  sick  ten  times  or  more  in  the  course  of  a  vear ;  a 
practice  which  inconveniences,  not  yourself  Polycharmua, 
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but  us;  for  every  time  70a  leave  jour  bed,  70a  exact  the 
customary  present*  of  congratulation  from  your  friends. 
Have  some  consideration :  tall  sick  at  length,  Polychannus, 
once  for  tlL 

Thou  ten  times  in  a  yesr  art  sick,  or  more  j 

This  k  not  thine,  my  friend,  but  'us  our  sore. 

No  sooner  well  but  for  thy  gifts  dost  calL 

Blush:  prythee  once  be  sick  for  good  andalL  Fktcktr. 

LVH.     TO  8PAB8TTS. 

You  ask  why  I  so  often  so  to  my  small  domain  at  arid 
Nomentum  and  the  humble  household  at  my  farm  P  There 
is  no  place  in  town,  Sparsus,  where  a  poor  man  can  either 
think  or  rest  One  cannot  live  for  schoolmasters  in  the 
morning,  corn  grinders  at  night,  and  braziers'  hammers  all 
id  night.    Here  the  money-changer  indolently  rattles 

E>f  Nero's  rough  coins  on  his  dirty  counter ;  there  a 
of  Spanish  gold1  belabours  his  worn  stone  with  shining 
mallet.  Nordoes  the  fanatic  rabble  of  Bellona  cease  from  its 
clamour,  nor  the  gabbling  sailor  with  his  piece  of  wreck  hung 
oyer  his  shoulder;  nor  the  Jew  boy,  brought  up  to  begging 
by  his  mother,  nor  the  blear-eyed  huckster  of  matcnes. 
Who  can  enumerate  the  various  interruptions  to  sleep  at 
Borne?  As  well  might  you  tell  how  many  hands  in  the  city 
strike  the  cymbals,  when  the  moon  under  eclipso  is  assailed 
with  the  sound  of  the  Colchian  magic  rhomb.31  You,  Sparsus, 
are  ignorant  of  such  things,  living,  as  you  do,  in  luxurious 
ease  on  your  Petilian  domain  ;*  whose  mansion,  though  on  a 
level  plane,  overlooks  the  lofty  hills  which  surround  it ;  who 
enjoy  the  country  in  the  city4  (ru$  in  urbe),  with  a  Boman* 
vine-dresser,  and  a  vintage  not  to  be  surpassed  on  the  Faler- 
nian  mount.  Within  your  own  premises  is  a  retired  carriage 
drive ;  in  your  deep  recesses  sleep  and  repose  are  unbroken 
by  the  noise  of  tongues :  and  no  daylight  penetrates  unless 
purposely  admitted.  But  I  am  awakened  by  the  laughter  of 
the  passing  crowd ;  and  all  Borne  is  at  my  bed-side.   When* 

1  Some  editors  read  pahtdi*,  "  marsh-rushes,"  instead  of  haluou. 

9  SeeB.ix.  Ep.aO. 

*  /it  Pet&atm  rtgnU.  A  magnificent  villa  on  the  Janicnlnm  that 
formerly  belonged  to  Lucius  Pettlins,  a  rich  lawyer. 

4  This  now  common  saying  is  supposed  to  hare  been  first  need  by  Hal* 
lial.  *  As  living  within  the  compass  of  the  city. 
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ever,  overcome  with  weariness,  I  long  for  repose,  I  repair  te 
my  country-house. 

Why  to  a  homely  oottsffe  I  retire, 

On  a  dry  spot,  not  far  from  Harrow  spire  P 

Became  a  man,  so  poor  as  I,  may  creep 

Bound  town  j  nor  find  a  hole  to  think  of  sleep. 

Is  it  to  live?  to  lodge  ss  in  a  mill: 

Disturbed  each  morn  by  chimney-sweepers  thrill: 

With  pewterers*  hammers  tinkling  in  one*s  ears : 

With  sfley  jobbers  crying  bulls  and  bears. 

Mere  Irish  bog-trotters,  now  paviors  grown, 

Bam  with  loud  hems  and  thump  the  shining  stone. 

There  soldiers  marching  to  their  duty  come. 

With  trumpets  sounding,  and  with  beat  of  drum. 

Dunn'd  by  a  sailor  with  a  wooden  leg  > 

Or  little  Palatine  brought  up  to  beg. 

Stunn'd  by  a  train  of  ragged  dirty  wretches, 

Hawking  a  Grub-street  paper,  or  card  matches. 

The  ways  to  lose  one's  sleep  whoever  tells. 

Might  count  the  changes  on  St  Martin's  bells. 

But  you,  my  lord,  know  none  of  all  this  ill, 

Whose  palace  looks  o'er  Constitution  HilL 

Tour  ru*  m  urb$  delicately  yields 

A  prospect  fair  o'er  Chelsea's  twice-mcVd  fields. 

Within  your  gate  a  vsrd  to  turn  a  coach : 

Tour  chamber  safe  from  noise  and  day's  approach. 

No  passing  mob  with  idle  jokes  to  noise  it  j 

Nor  lodging-room  with  London  for  its  closet. 

Fatigued  with  all  this  hubbub,  mr  we  fly  it, 

To  pass  in  country  cot  the  night  in  quiet  .Hey. 

LVHI.     TO  AIATTDA. 

Tonr  wife,  Alauda,  ceils  yon  a  courier  of  slaves,  while  she 
herself  runs  after  litter-bearers.  Tou  are  on  an  equal  foot- 
ing. 

TiTX.     OH  IMPOBTUHATS  TKHKDS. 

Borne  gives,  on  one's  return  after  fifteen  years'  absence, 
such  a  number  of  kisses1  as  exceeds  those  given  by  Lesbia  to 
Catullus.  Every  neighbour,  every  hairy-faced  fanner,  presses 
onyoiiwithastamgly-soentedkisft.  Here  the  weaver  assails 
you,  there  the  fuller  and  the  cobbler,  who  has  just  been  kiss- 
ing leather;  here  the  owner  of  a  filthy  beard,  and  a  one-eyed 

1  8ee  B.  xi.  Ep.  99. 
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gentleman;  there  one  with  bleared  eyes,  and  fellows  whose 
mouths  are  defiled  with  all  manner  ot  abominations.  It  was 
hardly  worth  while  to  return. 

LX.      TO  HIS  BIBTHDAY. 

0  day,  nursling  of  Man,1  on  which  I  first  beheld  the  rosy 
light  of  Aurora,  and  the  broad  face  of  the  sun,  shouldst  thou 
feel  shame  at  being  celebrated  in  the  country,  and  at  an  altar 
of  turf,  who  usedst  to  be  celebrated  by  me  in  the  city  of 
Borne,  be  indulgent,  if  I  am  unwilling  to  be  a  slave  upon  my 
own  birthday,  and  if  I  wish  to  Hve,%  on  the  day  on  which  I 
received  life. 

Hail,  Tain's  day!  on  which  my  race  begun : 

On  which  I  first  beheld  the  glorious  sun. 

That  day  I  now  in  rural  ease  will  spend  ? 

In  banquet  whilom  pasa'd  with  many  a  friend. 

No  looser  slave  to  forma,  I  will  contrive, 

Upton  mat  day,  which  gave  me  life,  to  live. 

Is  it  to  keep  the  day  P  m  pain  to  sup, 

About  Sir  Harry's  hock,  and  Ned's  spice-cup  j 

Anxious  the  punch  well  seated  be,  and  bright : 

The  tables,  dishes,  company  nlaced  right 

Rising  each  moment  during  the  whole  feast  j 

And  catching  cold  to  compliment  each  guest. 

Were  this  commanded,  we  should  not  comply : 

Why  therefore  choose  such  formal  slavery.       Hay. 

LX.  B.      OK  THE  SAME. 

To  grow  pale  with  anxiety  on  one's  birthday,  lest  Sabellus 
should  not  be  supplied  with  hot  water,  and  Aiauda  not  have 
clear  wine  to  drink;1  to  strain  turbid  Caecuban  anxiously 
through  linen  filters,  and  to  run  to  and  fro  among  one's  tables ; 
to  receive  this  guest  and  that,  and  to  be  getting  up  all  dinner- 
time from  one's  place,  and  treading  upon  marble  pavement 
colder  than  ice;  what  is  the  reason  that  you  should  endure 
all  these,  annoyances  of  your  own  choice,  when,  if  a  rich  friend 
and  patron  were  to  impose  them  on  you,  you  would  refuse 
to  submit  to  them  ? 

1  Martial  was  born  on  the  first  day  of  March,  Man's  month.  See  B. 
fa.  Ep.  52. 

*  To  enjoy  life  free  from  the  distractions  of  the  city. 

*  Sabellus  and  Aiauda  are  names  of  guests  whom  he  would  have  had  to 
entertain  if  be  had  stayed  at  Borne. 
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CXI.     TO  LIQTORA. 

Ton  are  afraid,  Ligurra,  lest  I  should  compose  verses  on 
you,  some  short  and  pungent  epigram,  and  you  wish  to  tie 
thought  a  proper  object  of  such  rear.  But  vain  is  jour  fear, 
and  vain  jour  desire!  Libyan  lions  rush  upon  bulls;  they 
do  not  hurt  butterflies,  u  you  aim  at  getting  your  name 
into  verse,  seek,  I  advise  vou,  some  sot  of  a  poet  from  some 
dark  den,  who  writes,  with  coarse  charcoal  and  crumbling 
chalk,  verses  which  people  read  as  they  ease  themselves. 
Tour  brow  is  not  to  be  branded  with  my  mark. 

Ton  dread  my  verse,  and  sting  of  wit. 

Which  put  you  in  a  shaking  fit: 

Would  seem  of  rank  to  entertain 

Such  fears :  your  fears  and  hopes  are  ▼sin. 

"Hs  at  the  bull  that  lions  fly, 

While  rats  run  unregarded  by. 

Find  other  poets,  if  you  long 

To  be  the  burden  of  a  song : 

Some  drunken  bard  from  Grub-street  holey 

Who,  with  a  piece  of  chalk  or  ooal, 

May  draw  a  line  or  two  of  satire, 

Which  we  may  read  in  easing  nature. 

Tour  coxcomb  may  deserve  the  burden, 

Not  of  my  verse,  but  of  my  jorden*  Hay. 

Imitation,  applied  to  Sir  Lugo  Jones. 

Sir  Inigo  doth  fear  it,  as  I  hear, 

And  labours  to  seem  worthy  of  that  fear, 

That  I  should  write  upon  him  some  sharp  verse, 

Able  to  eat  into  his  bones,  and  pierce 

Their  marrow.    Wretch !  I  quit  thee  of  thy  pain, 

Thou  *rt  too  ambitious,  and  oost  fear  in  vain : 

The  Libyan  lion  hunts  no  butterflies, 

He  makes  the  camel  and  dull  ass  his  prise. 

Seek  out  some  hungry  painter,  that  for  bread 

With  rotten  ooal  or  chalk  upon  the  wall 

Will  well  design  thee  to  be  vieVd  of  all; 

Thy  forehead  is  too  narrow  for  my  brand. 

Sen  Jonson* 

XXTI.      TO  SATTTRK,  OK  BEHALF  07  PfclSCTJS  TJ5BEKTITJS. 

Great  king  of  the  ancient  world,  and  of  the  primitive  state 
of  things,  under  whose  rule  quiet  repose  prevailed,  and  labour 
was  unknown ;  nor  was  the  thunder-bolt  of  Jove  frequently 
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used,  nur  lived  there  those  who  were  deserving  of  it;  and  the 
earth  yielded  ite  riches,  without  being  cloven  down  to  the 
infernal  repiona;  come,  propitious  and  gracious,  to  this 
solemn  festival  of  Prisons;  it  be&ta  thee  to  be  present  at 
thy  own  sacred  rites.  Thou  reatorast  him  to  hia  country,1 
glorious  fisher,  in  the  sixth  winter,  from  the  Latian  city1  of 
the  naciie  Noma.  Dost  thou  observe  how  like  Soman  luxury 
the  festal  array  ia  spread,  and  ho w  great  splendour  is  shown  in 
gar  profusion  f  how  unsparing  the  hand,  and  thecoma  on  the 
rich  table,  die  wealth,  Saturn,  which  ia  counted  for  thee  P 
And  that  thy  beneficence  and  favour  for  these  deserts  maybe 
greater,  it  is  both  a  father  and  a  careful  man  that  thus  magni- 
ficently celebrates  thy  festival.  But  mayst  thou,  venerable 
deity,  be  ever  thus  greeted  with  proofs  of  affection,  in  Decem- 
ber; mayst  thou  bid  this  season  frequently  return  to  him. 

LTTTT.     TO  CORDOVA. 

Cordova*  srot  more  delightful  than  rich  Yenafrum,  unsur- 
passed in  fertility  by  the  ouve-bearing  Istria**  richer  in  sheep 
than  the  peDnciaOatosuB,4  and  that  deceiyes  not  with  purple 
or  red  dye,  but  hast  thy  flocks  tinged  by  nature;  command, 
I  pray  you,  that  poet  of  yours  to  have  some  sense  of  modesty, 
and  not  to  recite  my  compositions  without  haying  paid  me 
for  them.  I  could  have  borne  his  proceedings,  if  he  had  been 
a  good  poet,  on  whom  I  could  have  made  reprisal,  but  he  is  a 
bachelor  who  destroys  my  peace  without  giving  me  the  op- 
portunity of  revenge.  A  blind  man  cannot  be  retaliated  upon 
for  the  loss  of  sight  of  which  he  deprives  another.  Nobody 
is  more  reckless  than  a  plunderer,  who  has  nothing  to  lose ; 
nobody  more  secure  than  a  bad  poet 

O  Grub-street!  fam*d  for  dying  speech, 
And  many  a  scrap  to  wipe  the  breech : 
Whh  pamphlet  and  with  journal  vying 
In  downright,  true  blue,  native  lying : 
Ptay  tell  your  shameless  bsrd.  who  gratis 
Bepests  my  works,  that  "lis  pkmjktu. 
Pram  a  good  poet  such  behaviour 
I'd  bear,  and  might  return  the  favour. 

1  Spain*  •  Rome. 

•  HiMrtnmmimim$*b$oUta&*t±    «  Not  lest  perfect  than  the  (olife) 
Jar  of  Hittria."   The  beat  oUves  were  produced  at  Vanafrom  in  r 
paiiia*  Cos  next  best  in  Ittria.  *  See  B.  it  Ep.  43. 
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When  batchelars  supply  your  place, 

Then9!  no  retaliating  the  one. 

If  a  blind  man  beats  out  your  eye, 

Ton  can't  return  the  injury* 

Aa  beggars  are  from  tutta  insured  j 

So  a  bad  poet  is  secured.  Hay. 

LXTT.      OH  COTA. 

Cinna  made  one  of  hie  rosy  attendants,  who  surpassed  til 
the  others  in  beauty  of  feature  and  hair,  his  cook.  Cinna  is 
a  luxurious  personage. 

LIT.     OK  PHYLLIS* 

During  a  whole  night  of  pleasure,  the  beauteous  Phyllis 
had  shown  herself  kind  to  me  in  erery  way;  and,  as  I  "was 
thinking  in  the  morning  what  present  to  make  her,  whether 
a  pound  of  Goemua'  or  Nioeros*  perfumes,  or  a  piece  of  fine 
Spanish  wool,  or  ten  yellow  coins  of  Domitian,  she  threw  net 
arms  round  my  neck,  and  caressing  me  with  a  long  kiss,  like 
those  of  amorous  doves,  proceeded  to  ask  me  for— a  jar  of 
wine. 

To  charming  (Delia's  arms  I  flew, 
And  there  all  night  I  tested  j 
No  god  such  transports  ever  knew, 
No  mortal  ever  tasted. 

Lost  in  the  sweet  tumultuous  joy, 

And  pleasM  beyond  expresnnjr, 
How  can  your  slave,  my  air,  saia  I, 

Reward  so  great  a  blessing  P 

The  whole  creation's  wealth  survey  j 

Through  both  the  Indies  wander} 
Ask  what  brib'd  senates  give  away, 

And  fighting  monarchs  squander. 

The  richest  spoils  of  earth  and  air } 

The  rifled  ocean's  treasure  j 
Tis  all  too  poor  a  bribe  bv  far 

To  purchase  so  much  pleasure. 

She  blushing  cried,  my  life,  my  dear, 

Since  Cteha  thus  you  fancy. 
Give  her,  but  'tit  too  much,  I  fear, 

A  rundlet  of  right  Nancy.  Ihm  Bro*h* 

With  me  air  Phyllis  pessM  the  night 
And  strove  to  please  nith  new  delight  t 
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As  at  the  dawn  I  moaing  lay 

How  all  her  favours  to  repay, 

In  china  ware,  or  tea,  or  snufT, 

Or  in  tome  gaudy  piece  of  stuff; 

She  clatp'd  my  neck  and  chuck'd  a  j  chin, 

And  softly  beggM  a  quart  of  gin. 

1XTC.     TO  UC0HTTJ8. 

Though  jour  house  cost  you  a  hundred  thousand  sesterces, 
you  pretend  to  be  willing  to  sell  it  for  even  a  smaller  sum. 
but  you  are  seeking,  Amorous,  to  over-reach  your  purchaser 
by  art  and  cunning,  for  your  house  is  hidden  amid  the  rich 
furniture  with  which  it  is  gorgeously  adorned.  Couches 
gemmed  with  tortoise-shell,  and  valuable  solid  furniture- of 
citron-wood  from  Africa,  glitter  at  the  entrance ;  silver  and 
gold  rases  are  supported  upon  a  Delphic  table  of  extra- 
ordinary beauty,  ana  slaves  stand  by  whom  I  would  will- 
ingly pray  to  be  my  masters.  Then  you  talk  of  two  hundred 
thousand  sesterces,  and  say  that  it  cannot  be  had  for  less. 
Ton  offer  a  house  so  exquisitely  furnished,  Amoanus,  at  a  low 
price.1 

LXVU.      OF  THE  BIBTH-DAY  07  YIBOIL. 

Ye,  Ides  of  May,  gave  birth  to  Mercury.  Diana's  birth- 
day recurs  on  the  Ides  of  August  Virgil  has  consecrated 
the  Ides  of  October.  Thou  who  celebratest  the  Ides  of  the 
great  Maro,  mayst  thou  often  celebrate  both  the  first  and  the 
second! 

LXVTH,     TO  HIS  CLHHT8. 

O  clients,  that  beset  me  in  the  morning,  and  who  were  the 
cause  of  my  departure  from  Borne,  frequent,  if  you  are  wise, 
the  lordly  mansions  of  the  city.  I  am  no  lawyer,  nor  fitted 
for  pleading  troublesome*  causes,  but  inactive,  somewhat  ad- 
vanced in  years,  and  a  votary  of  the  Pierian  sisters.  I  wish 
to  enjoy  repose  and  slumber,  which  great  Borne  denied ;  but 
I  must  return  thither,  if  I  am  to  be  equally  hunted  here. 

Thou  morning  client,  this  is  mv  retreat  j 
Go  to  the  tOTfn  and  palaoe  of  the  great. 

1  Amaeiras  adorned  hit  house,  which  ho  had  bought  too  dear,  with 
valuable  furniture,  merely  to  set  it  off;  and  to  induce  a  purchaier  to  give 
him  a  higher  pike  for  it  than  he  would  have  given  had  it  been  empty. 
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No  lawyer  I  that  can  year  cause  defend  ; 

But  old*  and  idle,  and  the  dun's  friend* 

Eaee  and  repose  I  lores  but  if  in  Tain 

I  seek  them  here |  why  not  to  town  again?      Hay. 

LUX.     TO  PAULLTTS. 

Ton  have  friends,  Paulina,  just  like  jour  pictures  and 
vises,  all  antique  originals.1 

Thy  Mends,  Paulms,  just  unto  thee  relate, 

Like  to  some  famous  works  in  paint  or  plate : 

Thy  honour  *&,  such  pieces  to  retain, 

But  in  return  they  recede  nought  again.    Anon.  1696. 

LIL      OK  APBB,  BOBIB  WHET  POOB,  UTIBBXATBD 
WHOT  BICH. 

When  recently  a  miserable  bow-legged  slave  used  to  cany 
Aper's  linen  to  the  bath  for  him,  anda  one-eyed  old  woman 
sat  on  his  paltry  toga  to  guard  it,  while  a  herniose  bathing 
man  supplied  him  with  his  drop  of  oil,  he  used  to  be  a  severe 
and  unsparing  censor  of  dVunkards.  "  Break  your  cuds,  and 
throw  away  yourFaleraian,"  he  would  exclaim  to  any  knight 
who  drank  anything  on  leaving  the  bath.  But  since  three 
hundred  thousand  sesterces  came  to  him  from  his  old  uncle, 
he  cannot  go  home  from  the  warm  baths  sober.  Oh  what 
power  jewelled  cups  and  a  retinue  of  five  long-haired  servants 
nave!  Aper,  as  long  as  he  was  a  poor  man,  did  not  suffer 
from  thirst. 

Tom  had  a  lad  lame  with  a  broken  thigh  ; 

And  an  old  housekeeper  with  but  one  eye : 

On  greasy  steaks  from  chop-house  did  resale; 

And  against  drunkards  most  devoutly  ran. 

Did  vou  for  bottles  after  dinner  call  j 

He  aamn'd  the  bottles,  glasses,  wine,  and  alL 

Now  an  estate  is  from  an  uncle  come ; 

He  from  the  tavern  ne'er  goes  sober  home; 

Such  the  effect  of  plate  and  koqueya  five! 

When  poor,  Tom  was  the  soberest  man  alive.*    Hay. 

1  The  meaning  is,  either  that  PanDui  regarded  lib  friends  as  he  regarded 
his  antique  treasures,  bestowing  nothing  more  on  the  one  than  on  the 
other  or  thai  he  sought  to  make  friends  only  of  old  men,  from  whom  he 
hoped  shortly  to  obtain  legacies.  In  either  acceptation,  it  is  a  satire  on 
Pauline's  avarice. 

*» 


678  HABTIAl/i 

T.TTT.      TO  LYGBUS. 

You  refuse  me,  Lygdus,  everything  I  ask ;  but  there  was 
a  time,  Lygdua,  when  you  refused  me  nothing.1 

T-*TTT.     TO  PAJTHIOTTS,  WHO  HAD  QTOOTD  TH1  BAB  TO 
BIOOMB  IABMXB. 

Having  purchased  the  acres  of  a  little  obscure  farm  near 
the  Sepulchres,8  and  a  badly  constructed  cabin  with  a  propped- 
up  root  you  leave  the  litigations  of  the  town,  Fannicus, 
which  were  your  farm,  and  tne  scanty  but  certain  profits  of 
the  worn  toga.    As  a  lawyer  you  used  to  sell  wheat,  millet, 
barley,  and  beans  ?  now,  as  a  farmer,  you  buy  them. 
A  little  farm  you  purchase  near  the  town, 
With  a  poor  timber  house,  just  dropping  down, 
And  business  quit,  a  better  farm  by  far  j 
I  mean  the  certain  profits  of  the  bar. 
Of  wheat,  oats,  beans,  and  bailey,  large  supplies 
The  lawyer  got  |  which  now  the  fanner  buys.         IZsy. 

TiXXITI.     TO  0ATUELV8. 

You  tell  me,  Catullus,  that  I  am  your  heir.    I  shall  not 
believe  it,  Catullus,  till  I  read  it. 


I  am  thy  heir,  Catullus;  thou  hast  said  it  j 
But  I  will  not  believe  it  till  I' ve  read  it 


Jfcfabr. 


L1X1V.     TO  FLACOTTS,  WITH  A  FBB8EHT  07  GLASS  OUPS, 
CALLBD  0ALI0BS  AUDAOES,  "ATTDACIOTTS  0UPS."1 

Although  the  Nile  vessels  bring  you  goblets  of  crystal,  yet 
accept  some  cups  from  the  Flaminian  circus.  Are  these 
cups  the  more  audacious,  or  those  who  send  such  presents  t 
But  there  is  a  double  advantage  in  the  use  of  these  common 
vessels ;  no  thief  is  allured,  Flaccus,  by  such  specimens  of 
art,  and  they  are  not  cracked  by  over-heated  water.  Nay 
more,  the  guest  drinks  without  disturbing  the  peace  of  the 
attendant,  and  trembling  hands  have  no  fear  lest  they  should 
fall.  This  too  is  something,  that  ifj  after  a  toast,  you  must 
break  your  cup,  Xlaccus,  you  will  propose  it  in  one  of  these 
vessels. 

»  8esB.xLEp.73;  B.iv.Ep.12. 

*  The  place  where  the  Gauls  wars  buried  in  the  time  of  Camillas. 

*  From  the  presents  made  you  by  your  clients.     *  See  B.  xiv.  Bp.  94. 
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Though  ships  from  China  bring  rem  cop  and  jar  | 

Accent  thii  mug  of  homely  Lambeth  ware. 

Bold  11  the  man,  who  such  a  proient  aenda  j 

Though  a  cheap  pot  may  answer  sereral  ends* 

A  thief  for  this  will  hardly  risk  hit  neck: 

Nor  eaafly  will  scalding  water  break. 

The  servant  brings  it  in  no  pain  at  all, 

Nor  hare  yon  any,  lest  yon  1st  it  fsJL 

Ton  pledge  not  him.  Ton  think  has  a  disease. 

But  drop  the  cup,  and  break  it,  if  you  please.      Hay. 

LXXT.     OK  Hlfl  tayottbitss, 
Festinat  Polytimus  ad  paellas: 
Invitus  puerum  fatetur  Hymnua : 
Pastas  gjande  nates  habet  Secundus. 
Mollis  Dfadymus  est,  sad  esse  non  yntts 
Amphion  potuit  puella  nascL 
Horum  delidas,  snperMamque, 
Et  fastus  querolos,  amice,  malo, 
Qnam  dbtis  mihi  quinquies  dnoena. 

PoHtimo  slmparienta  per  le  siteDe:  Lnno  si  eonfessa  non  aneor 
atto  a  suo  dispetto :  Secondo  ha  le  natiohe  nudrite  di  ghiande. 
Dindimo  e  effeminate,  ma  non  ruol  essexlo:  Anfione  dice  cbe 
potera  naseere  una  sitella.  O  amieo,  amo  meglio  le  deliaie  e  Por- 
godio  di  costoro,  e  la  loro  querule  fieressa,  ehe  una  dote  di  cinque 
volte  ducento  milla  sestersL  QragUa. 

LXXTT.     OH  THl  TA3MXRB. 

The  amphora  of  wine  sells  for  twenty  sesterces,  a  bushel 
of  corn  for  four.  The  husbandman,  intoxicated  and  over-fed, 
makes  nothing.1 

L1XV11.     OH  AXTHOH. 

While  Aethon  was  praying  in  the  Capitol,  with  many  a 
supplication,  to  Jupiter,  and  with  up-turned  eves  was  bowing 
to  his  jerj  feet,  he  let  wind  escape  oehind.  The  bystanders 
laughed,  but  the  father  of  the  gods  was  offended,  and  con* 
demned  his  worshipper  to  dine  at  home  for  three  successive 
days.  After  this  accident,  the  unhappy  Aethon,  when  he 
wishes  to  enter  the  Capitol,  goes  first  to  Patroclus'  house  of 

1  Isrmneu.  Such  is  the  ehsapness  of  provisions,  that  he  eats  and  drinks 
the  produce  of  his  land  lather  than  sell  it. 

*r* 
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eonvenienoe,  and  relieves  himself  by  some  ten  or  twenty  dis- 
charges. But,  notwithstanding  this  precaution,  he  is  careful 
never  to  address  Jove  again  without  being  tightly  compressed 
in  the  rear. 

While  Spintext,  in  hit  sermon  long  and  load, 

On  tip-toe  catechisM  the  listening  crowd  j 

He  from  the  pulpit  wind  behind  let  fly. 

The  congregation  lost  their  gravity. 

Th'  offended  bishop  did  the  thing  resent : 

A  cruel  penance  Spintext  underwent : 

Doom'd  to  his  lordship's  board  no  more  to  come  $ 

Bnt  on  light  diet  live  three  months  at  home. 

And  'tis  with  Spintext  now  a  constant  rule, 

Before  he  mounts  the  desk,  to  so  to  stool 

And  after  all  that  caution,  less  does  mind 

His  prayea  at  church,  than  to  hold  fast  behind.       Hay. 


LXXVTH.      TO  BITHTTnOUB. 


Are  you 
I  prefer 


I  have  written  nothing  against  you,  Bithynicus. 
unwilling  to  believe  me,  and  require  me  to  swear  P 
to  give  you  another  sort  of  satisfaction.1 

LXXH.     TO  ATTIOILLA. 

I  have  granted  you  much  that  you  asked:  I  have  granted 
you  more  than  you  asked :  and  yet  you  never  cease  to  ask 
of  me.  He  who  refuses  nothing,  Atticilla,  will  soon  have 
nothing  to  refuse. 

LOT.      OF  CALLI8TBATU8. 

Callistratus,  making  no  distinction  as  to  merit,  praises 
everybody.  To  him,  in  whose  eyes  no  one  is  bad,  who  can 
appear  good? 

Lest  that  Callistratus  should  not 

Praise  worthy  men,  he  praises  all : 

He  thinks  that  no  one  hath  a  blot; 

Whom  can  he  then  a  good  man  call?       Fkkcher. 

Through  servile  flattery  thou  dost  all  commend ; 

Who  cares  to  please  whom  no  man  can  offend?    Anon. 

TjXKII.      OJT  17MBXB. 

In  winter-time,  and  at  the  festival  of  Saturn,  Umber  used 

1  I  had  rather  write  something  against  yon,  as  I  now  do,  titan  swear  thai 
I  have  written  nothing. 
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to  send  me  of  his  poverty  a  light  drees;  now  lie  sends  me  & 
light  mess  of  fortuity,  for  he  his  beoome  rich; 

In  winter-time  and  Saturn's  holy  dam 

Umber,  when  poor,  did  me  present  always 

With  finest  wheat:  hot  now  with  coarser  grain, 

For  he's  grown  rich,  and  made  a  man  of  gain.    Fletchir. 

TiTttit.    ok  Knroems,  a  siran  or  iktitatiofs  to 

DDffinUL 

To  escape  Menoranes  at  the  baths,  hot  or  cold,  is  quite 
impossible,  although  you  try  every  art  to  do  so.  He  will 
catch  up  your  warm  ball  with  eager  hands,  that  he  may  lay 
you  under  obligation  for  having  several  times  stopped  it. 
He  will  pick  up  the  foot-ball,  when  collapsed,  out  of  the 
dirt,  and  bring  it  you,  even  though  he  may  have  just 
bathed  and  have  his  slippers  on.  If  you  bring  linen  with 
you,1  he  will  declare  it  waiter  than  snow,  even  though  it  be 
dirtier  than  a  child's  bib.  If  you  comb  your  scanty  hair 
with  the  toothed  ivory,  he  will  say  that  you  have  arranged 
your  tresses  like  those  of  Achilles.  He  will  himself  bring 
you  the  fetid  dregs  of  the  smoky  wine  jar,*  and  will  even  re* 
move  the  perspiration  from  your  forehead.  He  will  praise 
everything,  admire  everything  about  you,  until,  after  having 
patiently  endured  a  thousand  tortures,  you  utter  the  invita- 
tion, "  Gome  and  dine !" 

To  breakfast  if  to  Banelaghyon  stray, 

And  Supple  meet,  he's  not  snook  off  that  day. 

The  boiling  kettle  with  both  hands  he'll  seize  ? 

And  hand  the  cakes  j  that  you  may  sit  at  ease. 

In  the  canal  the  wind  your  beaver  blows  > 

To  take  it  out,  he  ventures  over  shoes. 

If  yon  take  snuff  f  your  box  he  magnifies, 

Although  of  iron,  and  of  lowest  price. 

Then  with  his  comb  wfll  set  young  master's  hair : 

And  swear,  no  wig  can  with  those  locks  compare* 

Attends  him  to  the  necessary  place ; 

And  wipes  a  drop  of  sweat  from  off  bis  face. 

All  he  admires  and  praises  j  till  in  fine 

Fatigued  you  cry,  "To-day,  pray,  with  us  dine.99    J5fcy. 


»  To  the  bath.    Corns.  Bp.  70. 
*  Which  they  used  in  the  bath,  save  Bai 
tko,  or  to  provoke  vosaitinf  bsfbrs  dinner. 


Badsr,  either  to  promote  pert^ira* 


682  mautuj/s 

lxxxiii.  ok  jxbumvu. 
Eabianus,  who  used  to  make  merry  at  the  expense  of 
hernia),  and  whom  all  dreaded  when  he  derided  swelling  by* 
droceles  with  more  pungency  even  than  two  Oatnlli  together 
would  have  done,  suddenly  found  himself  miserable  wretch, 
in  the  warm  baths  of  Nero,  and  then  became  sQent 

IHHT.     TO  POLTTDCUS. 

I  was  long  unwilling,  Polytimus,  to  violate  your  locks  with 
the  scissors;1  but  now  I  am  glad  that  I  yielded  in  this  re- 
spect to  your  entreaties.  Such  was  Pelops  when,  newly  shorn, 
he  shone  forth  with  shortened  tresses,  that  his  betrothed 
might  see  the  whole  of  his  ivory  shoulders.* 

LXXXV.     TO  7ABTTLLXTS. 

Psdioonibus  os  olere  dicis. 
Hoc  si,  sicut  ais,  Eabulle,  verum  est, 
Quid  tu  credis  olere  cunnilingis  P 
Tu  dl  ohe  la  booct  ten  te  catti  vo  ai  todomitL    8e  quarto,  come  to 
did,  o  Fabullo,  e  vero,  che  credi  tu  die  sent*  ai  cunnflingi  P 

UrogUcL 

Til  1 1 VI.     TO  AH  HOMMB  BLA81. 

Triginta  tibi  sunt  pueri,  totidemque  pueUa: 
Una  est,  neo  surgit  mentula.    Quid  fades  P 

To  hai  trenta  ragassi,  ed  altre  tante  ragacse;  tu  hai  una  sol 
mentola,  ne  si  risss.    Che&raiP  Orogiia. 

LXXXVU.      TO  OOTTA. 

Cotta,  complaining  that  he  had  twice  lost  his  slippers 
through  the  negligence  of  his  servant,  who  attends  him  about, 
and  is  the  poor  creature's  only  valet  and  escort,  hit  upon  a 
plan,  like  a  shrewd  and  cunning  fellow,  by  which  he  might 
avoid  such  a  loss  for  the  future.  He  began  to  go  out  to 
dinner  without  slippers.9 

Twioe  to  have  lost  thy  shoes,  thou  dost  oompbm. 

While  that  a  negligent  slave  thou  didst  retain, 

And  he  thy  whole  retinue,  and  thy  train. 

Wise  on  thy  loss,  and  crafty  thou  didst  grow, 

And  to  avoid  being  often  choused  so, 

Thou  after  bare-foot  didst  to  sapper  go.      Anon.  1695. 

1  8esB.v.Ep.49;  B.LEp.32.  *  MadeofiraybjOtns. 

*  Frompowtv 
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ucxxrai.    oh  tovoiLuunrg. 
Tongiliamii  has  a  note,  I  know,  and  don't  deny  it.    Bat 
TangUiinni  has,  I  know  that  too,  nothing  elie  bu$  a  nose.1 

mm.    to  CHjJtnrcrs,  enownr  e  bald. 

When  yon  wrap  your  head  in  flannel,  Oharinus,  it  is  not 
yourears  that  trouble  you,  but  your  hair. 

Charinus,  'cause  thou  bind'st  thy  head  with  wool, 
Tb  not  thy  ears  that  grieves  •fii  thy  bald  tkull. 

XO.     OK  HABO. 

Maro,  on  behalf  of  his  old  friend,  whose  semitertian  fever 
was  severe  and  at  its  height,  made  a  tow,  bat  in  a  loud 
voice,  so  as  to  be  overheard,  that,  if  be  were  not  sent  to  the 
Stygian  Shades,  a  grateful  victim  should  fall  before  great 
Jove.  The  doctors  began  to  promise  certain  recovery.  Maro 
now  makes  new  tows,  that  he  may  avoid  paying  the  former. 
Wealthy  waa  of  a  fever  like  to  die ; 
When  a  mott  •oleum  vow  was  made  by  Sly : 
If  his  friend  Wealthy  gave  not  up  the  ghost, 
A  church  he'd  build  at  his  own  proper  cost 
Wealthy  gets  well:  thinks  Sly,  left  in  the  lurch, 
Since  private  prayer  prevaiTd,  there  need  no  church* 

Bay. 

IOI.     TO  KAOTLLiu 

Since,  Magnlla,  yon  have  conch  and  favourite,  in  common 
with  your  husband,  tell  me  why  you  have  not  your  cup-bearer 
in  common.    Yon  sigh :  the  reason  is,  you  fear  the  cup.9 

xon.     TO  PBISOUS. 
Ton  often  ask  me,  Friseus,  what  sort  of  person  I  should  be, 
if  I  were  to  become  suddenly  rich  and  powerful.    Who  can 
determine  what  would  be  his  future  conduct  P  Tell  me,  if  you 
were  to  become  a  lion,  what  sort  of  a  lion  would  you  beP 
Prisons,  you've  often  sak'd  me  how  I'd  live, 
Should  Fate  at  once  both  wealth  and  honour  give  | 
What  soul  his  future  conduct  can  foresee? 
Tell  me  what  sort  of  Hon  you  would  be. 

F.  Lm**>  Motto  id  tU  172*1  Rambier. 

1  Either  because  be  wis  too  mock  given  to  sneering;  see  B.  I 
or  Because  he  was  always  smelling  oat  good  dinners.    Oomp.  B* 
»  Lest  it  should  be  potions*. 
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What  would  I  do,  the  question  you  repeat, 

If  on  a  sudden  I  were  rich  and  great? 

Who  can  himself  with  future  eondnet  charge  P 

What  would  you  do,  a  lion,  and  at  large  P         Hay. 

XOHI.      OH  TABTTLLJL 

Fabulla  has  found  out  a  way  to  Idas  her  lover  in  the  pre* 
senoe  of  her  husband  She  has  a  little  fool  whom  she  kisses 
oyer  and  over  again,  when  the  lover  immediately  seises  him 
while  he  is  still  wet  with  the  multitude  of  kisses,  and  sends 
him  back  forthwith,  charged  with  his  own  to  his  smiling  mis- 
tress. How  much  greater  a  fool  is  the  husband  than  the 
professed  fool ! 

My  lady  Modish  doth  this  way  devise, 

To  kiss  her  spark  before  her  husband's  eyes. 

She  slavers  orer  her  little  boy  with  kisses, 

And  the  gallant  receives  the  reeking  blisses  * 

Then  to  toe  little  cupid  gives  a  smack  | 

And  to  his  laughing  mother  sends  him  back. 

But  if  the  husband  is  this  way  beguiPd  j 

The  husband  is  by  much  the  greater  child.       Hay. 

xoiv.  TO  TITOOX. 
I  was  writing  an  epic  poem;  you  began  to  write  one ;  I 
desisted  from  mine,  that  my  verses  might  not  stand  in  rivalry 
with  yours.  My  Thalia  transferred  herself  to  the  tragic 
buskin ;  you  immediately  assumed  the  tragic  robe.  I  struck 
the  strings  of  the  lyre  studied  by  the  Calabrian  muses ;  with 
new  ambition  you  snatched  from  me  the  plectrum.1  I  ven- 
tured on  satire :  you  laboured  to  become  a  Lucilius.  I  sport 
in  light  elegy ;  you  do  the  same.  What  humbler  style  was 
left  me  P  I  began  to  write  epigrams ;  my  fame  in  that  de- 
partment became  also  the  object  of  your  envy.  Determine 
what  you  do  not  like;  it  is  a  shame  for  you  to  like  everything; 
and  if  there  be  any  species  of  writing  that  you  do  not  affect, 
Tucca,  leave  that  for  me. 

I  cannot  for  the  stage  a  drama  lay, 

Tragic  or  comic,  but  thou  writ! tt  a  play. 

I  learn  thee  there,  and,  giving  way,  intend 

An  enio  poem ;  thou  Juurt  the  same  end. 

I  modestly  quit  that,  and  think  to  write 

Next  morn  an  ode ;  thou  mak'st  a  song  ere  night. 

i  Quill  to  play  on  the  strings  of  the  lyre* 
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I  past  to  elegies  i  thou  meelst  me  there  $ 
To  satires,  and  thou  dost  pursue  me.    Where, 
Where  shall  I  scape  thee  r    In  an  epigram  P 
Oh !  thou  erfst  out,  that  is  my  proper  game. 

BenJ%M9om* 

XOT.     TO  BOTUS. 

Muaci  pathiossiinos  libelloe, 

Soi  oertant  8y bariticis  libellis, 
fc  tinctas  sale  pruriente  chartas 
Tnstanti  lege  Bufe :  sedpuella 
Sit  tecum  tua,  ne  Thalaasionem 
Indicas  manibus  libidinoeia. 
Et  fias  sine  founina  maritus. 

O  Rufo,  legs!  i  paticiatimi  libelli  di  Museo,  che  garreggiano  eoi 
Sibaritiei  libeUi,  e  leggi  le  carte  asperse  di  sale  soUetioante:  ma  la 
tua  ragaxsa  aia  teco,  afflnche  con  mani  libidinose  tu  non  ecetti 
Talaasione,  e  diventi  marito  sens*  donna.  QragUa. 

XGvX     TO  A  JEALOUS  WOT. 

Cum  tibi  nota  tui  ait  rita,  fidesqne  mariti, 

Nee  premat  ulla  tuos,  sollicitetque  toroa : 
Quid  quasi  pellidbua  torqueris  inepta  miniatria, 

In  quibus  et  breris  est*  et  fugitiva  Venus  P 
Plus  tibi  quam  domino  pueros  pnestare  probabo : 

Hi  faciunt,  ut  sis  famina  sola  viro. 
Hi  dant,  quod  non  vis  uxor  dare.    Do  tameu,  inquia, 

Ne  Tagus  a  thalamis  oonjogis  erret  amor. 
Non  eadem  res  est :  Chiam  volo,  nolo  mariscam. 

Ne  dubites  qua?  sit  Chia,  marisca  tua  est. 
Scire  suos  fines  matrona,  et  fownina  debet: 

Cede  suam  pueris ;  utere  parte  tua. 

Essendo  la  Tita,  e  la  fedelti  del  tuo  marito  a  te  nota,  veruna 
prema  o  soUeeiti  il  tuo  talamo :  a  che,  sciocea,  ti  tormenti  tu  del 
send  come  di  concubine,  coi  quali  il  piaoere  di  ▼enere  6  breve  e 
fuggitiYO.  Ti  proTerd  che  i  ragassi  giorano  piu  a  te  che  al  loro 
padrone :  quesu  son  la  eagione,  che  tu  sola  sii  moglieal  tuo  marito 
essi  danno  cib  che  tu,  oome  moglie,  non  ruoi  dare.    Peraltro  il  do, 

j>  *_    _n»_^i__  it a z»»  • t *._  j  •  a^i 2  : i: 


dere  sapere  i  suoi  limitt,  ed  una  femina  i  suoi    Cedi  ai  ragassi  la 
loro  parte:  eta  feuso  dells  tua.  Qragtia. 
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XCVTL     TO  BAS8V8. 

Uxor  com  tibi  sit  puella,  quale** 
Votia  vix  j>etat  improbus  marital, 
Dives,  nobilis,  erudite,  casta : 
Bumps,  Basse,  latus,  sed  in  oomatia, 
TJzons  tibi  dote  quos  parastL 
Bt  sio  ad  dominant  reversa  langaet 
Midtis  mentola  millibus  redempta : 
Sed  nee  Toetbns  excitata  blandis, 
Molli  pollioe  nee  rogata  surgit. 
Sit  tanctom  pudor,  ant  eamus  in  jus. 
Nbn  est  Iubc  tua,  Basse:  vendidisti. 

Bstsndo  tuamoglie  una  puloella,  quale  on'  improbo  marito  appsna 
dimsnderebbe,  rim,  nobue,  erudite,  casta,  to,  o  Basso,  ti  rompi  i 
lati,  ma  in  Cincinnati,  oho  ti  proeaeoiasti  oolU  dote  della  tua  moghe. 
E  oos)  la  toa  mentola  eompsrata  eon  motti  milliaja  languisoe  di 
ritorno  sHa  padrone:  ma,  ne  eooitata eon  doki  parole,  ne  probata 
eon  tenera  mano  ram.  Arroaiscifinalinonte,  osndiamo  in  judicio. 
Qoesta  mentola  non  e  toa,  o  Basso :  tu  rhai  vendnts.      QragUa. 

XCTin.      TO  THE  BIYBB  BJTIS. 

O  Bastis,  whose  locks  are  bound  with  a  chaplet  of  olive- 
*eaves ;  who  dyest  the  golden  fleeces  of  the  flocks  with  thy 
radiant  waters ;  whom  Bacchus  and  Pallas  love ;  and  for  whom 
the  ruler  of  the  waves  opens  a  ship-bearing  course  into  his 
foaming  seas.  Grant  that  Instantius  may  enter  thy  regions 
with  happy  omens,  and  that  this  present  year  may  bis  as  pro- 
pitious to  the  people  as  the  last.  He  is  not  unaware,  what 
a  responsibility  it  is  to  succeed  Maoer.  He  who  weighs  hit 
responsibilities  can  bear  them. 

Beds,  with  olive  jgarlands  dock  thy  hair, 
Who  makes  the  flocks  all  golden  fleeces  besrf 
To  Bacchus,  Pallas,  and  to  Neptune  dear, 
For  wine,  for  Oyl,  for  Traffiok  without  peer. 
May  Rufus,  in  his  charge,  successful  be, 
His  year,  like  that  is  pairfd,  be  lov*d  by  thee. 
That  Maoer  he  raooeeas,  he's  well  aware  j 
Who  knows  his  burden,  best  the  weight  can  bear. 

^xmou,  16sv 
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X.     TO  THE  BBADBB. 

That  the  tunny  fish  inay  not  want  a  toga,  or  the  olives  a 
cloak,  and  that  the  humble  worm  may  not  fear  pinching 
famine,  waste,  ye  Muses,  this  Egyptian  papyrus,  oyer  which 
I  loae  so  much  time.  Winter,  the  season  for  revelry,  asks 
for  a  new  collection  of  witticisms.  My  tessera  does  not  Tie 
jrith  the  magnanimous  talus,1  nor  do  the  sice  and  ace  rattle 
in  my  ivory  box.  This  paper  is  my  plaything,  this  paper 
my  dice-box,  this  game,  if  it  brings  me  no  gain,  occasions  me 
no  loss. 

n.     TOA  DiniOTOB. 

Ton  may  be  as  keen-nosed  as  you  please;  in  a  word,  you 
may  be  all  nose,  and  so  extensive  that  Atlas  himself  if  asked, 
would  be  unwilling  to  cany  it,  and  you  may  even  excel 
Latinus*  himself  in  scoffing,  still  you  cannot  say  more  against 
my  trifles  than  I  have  said  myself  What  good  can  it  do 
you  to  gnash  one  tooth  against  another  P  If  you  wish  to 
indulge  m  biting,  let  flesh  oe  your  food.  Do  not  lose  your 
labour,  but  direct  your  venom  against  those  who  are 
enamoured  of  themselves.  As  for  me,  I  know  that  my  effu- 
sions are  as  nothing  ;  not,  however,  that  they  are  absolutely 
nothing,  if  you  oome  to  their  neruaal  with  candid  judgment, 
aad  not  with  an  empty  stomach.1 

Be  nosed,  be  all  nose,  till  thy  nose  appear 
So  great  mat  Atlas  it  refuse  to  bear; 
Though  even  against  Latinus  thou  inveigh, 
Against  my  trifles  thou  no  more  canst  say 
Than  I  have  said  myself.    Then  to  what  end 
Should  we  to  render  tooth  for  tooth  contend  P 
You  must  have  flesh  if  you'll  be  full,  my  friend! 
Lose  not  thy  labour,  but  on  those  who  do 

1  The*es*rV4die,"wsssiiiaUerthanwe*^  See 

8miuYs  Diet  Antiq.  under  those  words. 

*  An  actor  in  pantomime.    8ee  B.  L  Bp.  6. 

•  Grave,  severe ;  not  relaxed,  as  in  the  evenia&  when  the  knows  aad 
earn  of  the  day  are  over. 
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Admire  themselves  thy  utmost  venom  throw  | 
That  these  things  nothing  are,  full  well  we  know. 

Munlaiffne(bjCoUon)1bookiLt.l7. 

m.     TO  THS  B1AB1B. 

The  whole  multitude  of  presents1  contained  in  this  thiii 
little  book  will  cost  you,  if  you  purchase  it,  four  small  coins. 
If  four  is  too  much,  perhaps  you  may  get  it  for  two,  and 
the  bookseller,  Trypho,  will  even  then  make  a  profit.  These 
distichs  you  may  send  to  your  entertainers  instead  of  a 
present,  if  money  is  as  scarce  with  you  as  it  is  with  me. 
The  names  of  all  the  articles  are  given  as  headings ;  so  that 
you  ma j  pass  by  those  which  are  not  to  your  taste. 

IT.     rajJI  UH01V8B. 

That  Germanieus*  may  late  begin  to  rule  over  the  ethe- 
real hall,  and  that  he  may  long  rule  over  the  earth,  offer 
pious  incense  to  Jove. 

Send  perfumed  prayers  to  Jove,  that  Omar  may 

Long  rule  on  earth,  ere  he  heaven's  soepter  sway.     Wright. 

V.     PBPPBB. 

When  there  falls  to  your  lot  a  wax-coioured  beccaflco, 
which  shines  with  fat  back,  you  will,  if  you  are  wise,  add 
pepper  to  it. 

VI.     FUBIOTT. 

I  send  you  furmity :  a  rich  man  could  send  you  honeyed 
wine.  But  if  the  rich  man  be  unwilling  to  sena  it  you,  buy 
it. 

yu.    BXAjrs. 

If  the  pale  bean  boils  for  you  in  the  red  earthenware 
pot,  you  may  often  decline  the  suppers  of  rich  patrons. 

yiTX.      FXTL81. 

Season  common  jars  with  Clusine  pulse,  that,  when  they 
are  cleansed,  you  may  drink  sweet  wine  from  them  to  your 
satisfaction. 

1  The  Book  bears,  in  most  editions,  the  title  Xenis,  all  the 
eontained  in  it  being  inscriptions  for 
•  DomiusiL    See  B.  v.  Bp.  2  sad 
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zx*    uvmi. 
Beceire  these  Egyptian  lentils,  a  gift  from  Pelusium;  if 
they  are  not  bo  good  at  barley,  they  ace  better  than  beans* 

X.     WHlaTBTf  TLOTTB. 

Ton  would  never  be  able  to  enumerate  all  the  different 
qualities  of  wheaten  flour,  or  its  uses,  seeing  that  both  baker 
and  cook  apply  it  in  many  different  ways. 

XL      BABL1T. 

Beeeife  herewith,  muleteer,  what  you  so  often  abstract 
from  your  dumb  mules.  I  give  it  as  a  present  to  the  inn- 
keeper,1 not  to  you. 

HL      OOS3T. 

Accept  three  hundred  pecks  from  the  harvest  of  the 
Libyan  husbandman,  that  your  suburban  farm  may  not  be 
unproductive. 

TTTI.     BUT. 

That  insipid  beet,  the  food  of  artisans,  may  acquire  some 
flavour,  how  often  must  the  cook  hare  recourse  to  wine  and 
pepper! 

Insipid  beet  may  bid  a  tradesman  dine  i 

But  asks  of  thee  abundant  tpioe  and  wine.     Elphmttom. 

XTV.      LXTTUOI. 

Tell  me  why  lettuce,  which  used  to  close  the  repasts  of 
our  forefathers,  now  commences  our  feasts  ? 

Lettuce,  which  closed  the  suppers  of  our  sires, 

Tell  me,  why  our  commencing  feast  admires  P    £Jpkimhm. 

XV.     DBY  WOOD. 

T£  you  cultivate  fields  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Nomentum,1 
bring  wood,  I  charge  you,  countrymen,  to  the  farm-house. 

XTL     BADI8HXS. 

These  radishes  which  I  present  to  you,  and  which  are 
suited  to  the  cold  season  of  winter,  Bomulus  still  eats  in 
neaven.* 

1  Who  fc  to  sea  it  grfea  to  fh«  amies,  when  vou  stops!  lib 
*  Whew  the  land  iu  BMrahy,  and  dry  wood  toiroe. 
9  Maitit4iattaatestai*Booiih»lM 
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XTH.     0ABB1.G1  SPBOUTS. 

GRiat  young  cabbages  may  not  excite  your  disgust  by  their 
paleness,  male  them  green  by  boiling  them  in  nitrated 
water. 

Lest  paly  shoots  o'ercast  thy  soul  with  spleen, 

Let  nitrous  water  colour  them  with  green.    Bfpkmtttm. 

XV  ILL     LXXXB. 

Whenever  you  have  eaten  strong-smelling  shreds  of  the 
Xsrentine  leek,  give  kisses  with  your  mouth  shut. 
When  you  Tsrentme  leeks  eat  shim  ofienoe, 
With  lips  close  seal'd  a  breathless  kiss  dispense*    Wright. 
For  it  is  every  cook's  opinion, 
No  savoury  dish  without  an  onion. 
And,  lest  your  kissing  should  be  spoiTd, 
Your  onions  must  be  thoroughly  boil'd  s 
Or  else  you  may  spare 
Your  mistress  a  share, 
The  secret  will  never  be  known } 
She  cannot  discover 
The  breath  of  a  lover, 
But  think  it  as  sweet  as  her  own.  8w\fL 

TTT-      LAAGl-HXAOTD  LBSKS. 

Aricia.  celebrated  for  its  grove,  sends  us  its  best  leeks: 
look  at  these  green  blades  ana  snow-white  stalks. 
The  prime  of  leeks  Alicia's  groves  bestow : 
See  verdant  tresses  crown  a  stem  of  snow.    Btpkkktim. 

xx.    Ttnunps. 
The  lands  near  Amiternum  abound  in  productive  gardens  j 
you  may  now  eat  more  sparingly  of  the  turnips  of  Nursia. 

XXI.     ABPABJLOTS. 

The  delicate  stalks  cultivated  on  the  coast  of  Bavemui  will 
not  be  more  grateful  to  the  palate  than  this  wild  asparagus. 

mi.    XAisnrs. 
I  am  a  grape  not  suited  to  the  cup  or  to  Bacchus;  but,  if 
you  do  not  attempt  to  drink  me,  I  shall  taste  like  nectar 

that  he  had  snioyed  on  earth;  as  Virgil  am  that  the  souls  of  the.  dead  fa 
Elysium  had  the  same  delight  in  horses  and  arms  ss  they  hed'hed  whils  to 
the  body.    An.vi.653. 
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Fit  nor  for  cup,  nor  Bacchus,  I  will  be 

Neoter  although  not  potable,  to  thee.      Wright 

urn,    chiajt  Ties. 
The  Chian  fig,  like  old  wine  from  Setia,  containa  within  it 
both  wine  and  salt1 


QT7HCOI8. 

If  quinces,  well  saturated  with  Attic  honey,  were  placed 
before  yon,  yon  would  say,  these  honey-apples  are  delicious. 

XXV.     PUTS  OOOTS. 

We  are  the  apples  of  Cybele  ;*  keep  at  a  distance,  passer- 
by, lest  we  fall  and  strike  your  unfortunate  head. 
Cybele9!  applet  we:  nyy  friend,  in  dread; 
Lest  our  npe  ruin  crush  thy  guiltless  head*    Elpteuto*. 

XXTI.     8BBTI0B  BBBBIB8. 

We  are  service  berries,  good  for  astringing  relaxed  bowels ; 
•  fruit  better  suited  to  your  little  boy  than  yoursel£ 

urn.    a  buvok  or  dates. 
Gilded  dates  are  offered  on  the  Kalends  of  January;*  and 
yet  this  is  the  expected  gift  of  a  poor  man. 

OXfAIi.     A  JAB  OB  PLUMS. 

These  Syrian  plums,  which  come  to  yon  enclosed  in  a 
wattled  conical  basket,  had  they  been  any  larger,  might  hate 
passed  for  figs. 

BAMA80XBI  PLTO8. 


Accept  these  foreign  plums,  wrinkled  with  age :  they  are 
good  for  relaxing  constipated  bowels. 

ITT.     A  0HBX8B  BB01C  LOTTA. 

This  cheese,  marked  with  the  likeness  of  the  Etruscan 
Luna,4  will  serte  your  alares  a  thousand  times  to  breakfast. 

1  Compare  B.  ?H.  Ep.  U. 

1  The  pine  was  sacred  to  Cybele,  beeense  her  (kvourite  Atys  wis 


changed  into  that  tree. 
•  There  is 


no  allusion  to  such  a  custom  elsewhere. 
*  Luna  k  a  town  in  Etruria.    The  mark  on  the  chsest  was  probably 
or  emblem  of  the  moon,  or  Diana. 
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XXXI.     A  TX8T1HB  OH  USB. 

In  case  you  desire  to  break  your  last  economically,  without 
meat,  this  mass  of  cheese  comes  to  you  from  the  flocks  of  the 
Vestini.1  

XI  HI.     BlfOKBD  CHBESB. 

It  is  not  every  hearth  or  every  smoke  that  is  suited  to 
cheese;  but  the  cheese  that  imbibes  the  smoke  of  the  Vela- 
brum*  is  excellent. 

mm.    ohxxsx  *bom  tbxbitla. 
Trebula  gave  us  birth ;  a  double  merit  recommends  us, 
for  whether  toasted  at  a  gentle  fire  or  softened  in  water,  we 
are  equally  good. 

IIIIV.     BULBS. 

If  your  wife  is  old,  and  your  members  languid,  bulbs  can 
do  no  more  for  you  than  fill  your  belly.9  • 

If  envious  age  relax  the  nuptial  knot  j 

Thy  food  be  scaUions,  and  thy  feast  shalot    EipkhuUm. 

XXXV.      84J78i.61. 

Daughter  of  a  Picenian  pig,  I  come  from  Lucania;  by  me 
a  grateful  garnish  is  given  to  snow-white  pottage. 

XXXVI.     A  JAB  O*  OLTVXB. 

This  olive,  which  comes  to  us  rescued4  from  the  presses  of 
Picenum,  both  begins  and  ends  our  repasts. 

XXXVU.      0ITB0K8. 

These  fruits  are  either  from  the  boughs  of  the  garden  of 
Corcyra,  or  were  guarded  by  the  dragon  of  Massy  Ha.1 

XXXVin.      BBB8TIXG8. 

We  rive  you,  from  the  first  milk  of  the  mothers,  sucklings 
of  which  the  shepherd  has  deprived  the  dams  while  yet  unable 
to  stand. 

1  A  people  of  Italy,  bordering;  on  the  Sabine*. 
1  A  place  near  Borne,  abounding  with  shops. 

*  To  what  particular  bulb  proTocattre  effects  were  attributed,  ie  us* 
certain. 

4  Not  baring  been  put  in  the  ofl-preea. 

•  The  dragon  that  kept  the  garden  of  the  Heeperidea, 
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III1I.     THB  CD. 

Let  the  wan  ten  creature,  noxious  to  the  green  vine,  pay  the 
penalty  of  its  crime ;  though  so  young,  it  has  already  injured 
the  god  of  wine. 

You  once  did  Baochus  wound  j  this  death  you  hare, 
O  wanton  Goat,  for  the  then  wound  you  gave.       Wright. 
This  wanton  kid  must  bleed  at  Baochus*  shrine, 
Already  has  he  harmed  the  God  of  Wine.  W.  8.  3, 

XL.     BOGS. 

If  white  fluid  surround  the  saffron-coloured  yolk,  let  pickle 
from  the  Spanish  mackerel  season  the  egg. 

xll    ▲  suokdto  pig. 
Let  the  rich  man  place  before  me  the  nursling  of  a  slug- 
gish mother,  fattened  upon  milk  alone,  and  he  may  feed 
off  an  Italian  boar  himself. 

XLII.     POMBGBJJCATBS  WITH  BOV*  AJTD  HABD  STOKES. 

We  present  to  you  pomegranates  with  soft  and  hard  stones, 
not  from  Libyan,  but  Nomentan  trees. 

XLm.     THB  SAME. 

Pomegranates  with  soft  stones,  gathered  from  suburban 
trees,  and  early  pomegranates  with  hard  stones,  are  sent  to 
you*    What  do  you  want  with  those  from  Libya  P 

XLIT.      SOWS'  TBAT8. 

You  would  hardly  imagine  that  you  were  eating  cooked 
sows'  teats,1  so  abundantly  do  they  now  and  swell  with  living 
milk. 

XLT.     BOWLS. 

If  we  possessed  Libyan  fowl9  and  pheasants,  you  should 
receive  them  ;  as  it  is,  receive  birds  from  the  hen-coop. 

XLVI.     PBBBIAH  APRIOOT8. 

Though  early  ripe,  we  should,  on  our  natural  branches, 
have  been  little  esteemed  ;  but  now,  grafted  on  branches  ol 
Persian  origin,  we  are  highly  valued. 

1  B$m  putm  nomkm  immm.  Ton  would  imagine  that  you  were  eating 
a  *i«n«»miti  natural  state.  Sum**  here  mem  the  disk  made,  with  stuff* 
ma  or  otherwise,  of  ■own'  teats. 

■  Turkeys. 
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Grabbed  and  wild,  we  ebmg  to  parent  anna  j 

But,  by  adoption,  ha?e  matured  our  charms.    ElpAmttmu 

XLYTL     YlOMMtm  L0A7B8. 

Pioentine  flour  teems  with  white  nectar/  just  at  the  light 
sponge  swells  with  the  water  it  imbibes. 

XXTIII.     MU8KBOOM8. 

To  send  sflrer  or  gold,  a  cloak  or  a  toga,  is  easy  enough, 
but  to  send  mushrooms  is  difficult.* 

XLtX.     THJ  VIO-nOKIB,  OB  BIOOAJTOO. 

Since  I  feed  not  only  on  figs,  but  on  sweet  grapes,  why 
did  not  the  grape  rather  ghre  me  a  name  P* 

L.     TEUFFLM. 

"We  who  with  tender  head  burst  through  the  earth  that 
nourishes  us,  are  truffles,  second  only  to  mushrooms* 

EL     ▲  OBOWV  OF  THBTTBHSB. 

A  crown  made  of  roses,  perhaps,  or  rich  spikenard,4  may 
please  you,  but  a  crown  of  fieldfares6  delights  me. 
Thy  crown,  of  roses,  or  of  spikenard,  be: 
A  crown  of  thrashes  is  the  crown  for  me.      Elphintto*. 

En.     DUCKS. 

Let  a  duck  be  brought  to  table  whole:  but  only  the  breast 
and  neck  are  worth  eating;  return  the  rest  to  the  cook. 

The  duck  decoys  you.    Pick  the  neck  and  breast, 

And  to  the  worthy  cook  return  the  rest.  ElpkmtUm. 

im.     TTTETLB  DOTES. 

As  long  as  I  have  fat  turtle-doves,  a  fig  for  your  lettuce,  my 

1  Milk,  or  a  mixture  of  milk  and  honey.  Pioentine  bread  and  flow 
was  greatly  esteemed. 

1  Either  because  they  were  rare,  or  because  the  possessor  of  them  was 
more  inclined  to  est  them  himself  than  to  part  with  them. 

>  Why  am  I  not  called  umdida,  rather  than  JlaAdat 

4  Such  crowns,  or  chaplets,  were  presented  by  the  rich  to  their  guests 
at  banquets. 

*  Turdmt /  the  Germans  translate  mis  Fiddfar*,  which,  from  some 


Apician  lecoUections,  we  think  most  likely  to  be  right ;  but,  in  more 
one  prerious  Epigram*  the  word  has  been  translated  TknuK    H.  G; 


B. 
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friend,  and  70a  may  keep  your  shell-fish  to  yourself.    I  have 
no  wish  to  waste  my  appetite. 

Lettuoe  farewell  j  fet  Turtles  give  to  me  1 

And  poynant  hunger  the  best  sawce  will  be.     Wright. 

LIT.      GA1OC0K  01  BACON. 

Let  me  hare  it  from  the  territory  of  the  Cerretans,1  or  it 
may  be  sent  from  the  Menapians  ;*  let  epicures  devour  ham. 
I,  with  Cerretan,  or  Menapian,  coram : 
Let  gorgeous  gluttons  riot  on  their  ham.    Etphtmion. 

LT.      HAM. 

The  ham  is  quite  fresh ;  make  haste,  and  delay  not  to  invite 
your  best  friends;  I  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  a  stale  ham. 

LTL     PIGS'  OHITTlBIJVeS. 

Ton  perhaps  will  give  the  preference  to  the  chitterlings  of 
a  virgin  pig ;  I  prefer  them  from  a  pregnant  sow. 

lvh.    lOTPnur  balks. 

Ton  will  deride  this  Egyptian  vegetable,  with  its  wool  that 
sticks  so  closely,  when  obliged  to  tear  its  obstinate  filaments 
with  teeth  and  hands. 

Lvm.    goose's  ltteb. 
See,  how  the  liver  is  swollen  larger  than  a  fat  goose  1 
In  amazement  you  will  exclaim:  where  could  this  possibly 
growP 

On  goose's  fiver  wond'ring  glance  bestow : 

Larger  than  largest  goose,  where  could  it  grow  f    NphimUm, 

LIZ.     D0BM0U8JL 

I  sleep  .through  the  whole  winter,  and  have  become  fetter 
during  the  time,  with  nothing  but  sleep  to  nourish  me. 
Sleeping  all  Winter  Fm  most  fet:  no  food, 
But  a  full  meal  of  sleep  doth  work  this  good.    Wright 

LZ.     BABBITS. 

The  rabbit  delights  to  dwell  in  caves  dug  in  the  earth. 

1  A  people  of  Spain,  whose  btcon  is  commended  by  Atheneus,  B.  xiv 
1  A  people  on  the  Rhine,  near  what  is  now  Westphalia. 
Sq2 
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It  was  he  who  taught  enemies  the  art  of  making  secret 

ways. 

Ton  a  small  burrow-worker,  do  design 

Captains  great  cities  how  to  undermine,         WrighL 

LXL     mULTHCOOKB. 

Among  winged  fowl,  the  best-flaronred  is  held  to  be  the 
Ionian  heathcock. 

LXII.     FJlTTOTBD  powxs. 

The  hen  fattens  readily  on  sweet  flour  and  darkness.1 
How  ingenious  is  gluttony  Is 

The  hen  grows  fat,  with  darkness  fed  and  dough  \ 
The  Tery  gut  doth  now  ingenious  grow.  WrighL 

Lxm.     OAPOHS. 
Lest  the  cock,  by  excess  of  conjugal  enjoyment,  should 
grow  thin,  it  is  nut  out  of  his  power  to  do  so.    I  shall  call 
him  a  priest  of  Cybele.* 

LUT.     THE  BA1CB. 

In  yain  does  the  hen  caress  her  sterile  mate ;  she  ought 
to  have  been  the  bird  of  Cybele,  the  mother  of  the  gods. 

LIT.     PABTBJDOIS. 

This  bird  is  placed  as  a  great  rarity  upon  Roman  tables. 
It  is  only  at  those  of  the  rich  that  you  taste  it  frequently. 

LXTI.     DOTES. 

If  you  haTe  been  initiated  in  the  sacred  mysteries  of  the 
Cnidian  goddess,  Tiolate  not  tender  doTes  with  sacrilegious 
tooth.* 

Touch  not,  with  impious  tooth,  the  tender  dove, 

If  thou'd'st  adore  the  Cnidian  queen  of  lore.    JBlphmtto*. 

LZTH.      WOOD-FTGSOirS. 

Wood-pigeons  make  sluggish  and  blunt  the  manly  powers 
He  who  wishes  to  be  a  lover  should  not  eat  of  this  bird. 

*  Light  and  motion  being  adrerse  to  fat. 

*  Which  discorered  that  fowls  might  be  soonest  fattened  in  darkness. 

*  Gallus  fa  cock)  also  signifies  a  priest  of  Qybele. 

4  If  you  hare  been  initiated  in  the  mysteries  of  Venus,  do  not  destroy 
the  birds  sacred  to  her* 
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The  wreathed  pigeon  damps  the  genial  pow*rs, 

The  wife  forbear  him,  in  connubial  hours.    Elphmdon. 

The  ring-dove's  flesh  obstructs  the  tide  of  life  i 

Eat  it  not,  husband,  if  yon  love  tout  wife  1      Wi  8.  B. 

LXTOI.     WITWJLLS. 

The  witwal  is  trapped  by  reeds  and  nets,  while  the  grape, 
yet  immature,  swells  with  green  juice. 

LXIX.      HABT1KS. 

TJmbria  never  gave  us  Pannonian  Martens.  Pudens  pre* 
fen  to  send  these  as  presents  to  our  Sovereign  Lord.1 

LTT.      THl  RAOOCK. 

You  are  lost  in  admiration  whenever  he  spreads  his 
feathers  that  glow  as  it  were  with  jewels,  and  can  you 
consign  him,  cruel  man,  to  the  unfeeling  cook? 

Ton  who  admire  the  peacock's  gorgeous  plumes, 

Can  yon  consign  him  to  the  kitchen  fumes  P     W.  8.B. 

LZXL     THE  ZLAMDfOO. 

My  red  wing  gives  me  my  name ;  but  it  is  my  tongue 
that  is  considered  savoury  by  epicures.  What,  if  my  tongue 
had  been  able  to  sing  ?f 

Lim.     PHEASAKTS. 

I  was  first  brought  to  these  climes  in  the  ship  Argo; 
till  then  I  knew  only  the  river  Phasis. 

LXXm.      OTJMTDIAH  FOWLS. 

However  well  Hannibal  was  fed  with  Soman  geese,  the 
barbarian  himself  never  ate  the  birds  of  his  own  country.1 

LXXTV.     THE  GOOSl. 

This  bird  saved  the  temple  of  Tarpeian  Jove.  Do  you 
wonder  at  this?    A  god  had  not  then  ouilt  that  temple.4 

1  The  martens  were  sent  from  Psnnonia  to  Pudens,  who  wss  in  Um- 
bria, snd  who  sent  them  thence  as  a  present  to  the  emperor. 

*  How  much  mote  Tamable  would  it  have  been  1  An  aUusion,  proba* 
bly,  to  the  dish  of  sins^ng-birds'  tongues  produced  at  a  feast  by  J&sopns 
the  tragic  actor.    Pun.  H.  N.  z.  51. 

*  Never  ate  them  in  Italy ;  because  luxury  had  not  yet  introduced 
them  Sato  that  country. 

4  Since  Domitisa  has  erected  a  temple  there,  he,  being  a  god,  is  sumoi- 
ently  able  to  protect  it. 
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IHT.      CSAJfES. 

Yoa  will  disturb  the  lines,  and  the  letter1  will  not  fly 
entire,  if  yon  destroy  one  single  bird  of  Palamedes.* 

LXXVX     WOODCOCKS* 

Whether  woodcock  or  partridge,  what  does  it.  signify,  if 
the  taste  is  the  same  P  But  the  partridge  is  dearer,  and 
therefore  thought  preferable. 

I  a  wild  Partridge  am ;  what  difference  P  nought, 

But  that  the  tame  one  is  the  dearer  bought  Wright. 

LXXYH.      SWOTS. 

The  swan  murmurs  sweet  strains  with  a  faltering  tongue, 
itself  the  singer  of  its  own  dirge. 

As  how  to  swans,  their  truth's  reward,  belong 

A  joyful  death,  and  sweet  expiring  song.       Geo.  Lamb. 

LULV1UL      THE  FOBFHTBIOK., 

Has  so  small  a  bird  the  name  of  a  great  giant?  It  has 
also  the  name  of  the  charioteer  Porphyrion  of  the  Gtreen 
Faction. 

LTXTT.      LIVE  MULLETS. 

The  mullet  yet  breathes  in  the  sea-water  which  is  brought 
in  for  him;  but  with  difficulty.  Is  he  not  beginning  to 
droop  P  Give  him  the  natural  sea,  and  he  will  recover  his 
strength. 

IHL      LAKPBETS. 

He  large  lamprey,  which  swims  in  the  Sicilian  deep, 
cannot  again  submerge  its  body,  if  once  scorched  by  the  sun.4 

LULU.      TTTOB0T8. 

However  great  the  dish  that  holds  the  turbot,  the  turbot 
is  still  greater  than  the  dish. 

1  The  letter  V,  or  y,  which  cranes  form  in  their  flight. 

*  Cranes  were  called  the  birds  of  Palamedes,  because  he  is  said  to  have 
adopted  some  forms  of  letters  from  (heir  mode  of  flying. 

*  A  bird  so  called,  according  to  iElian  and  Pliny,  from  its  purple  colour. 
What  bird  it  was,  is  unknown. 

4  Such  is  its  fatness,  that  if  it  rise  to  the  surface  of  the  water  when  the 
sun  is  shining,  the  heat  relaxes  it,  and  renders  it  sowerless  even  to  plunge 
again  into  the  deep. 
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LIXIII.      OT8TBB8. 

I  am  a  shell-fish  just  come  from  being  saturated  with  the 
waters  of  the  Lucrine  lake,  near  Bais ;  but  now  I  luxuriously 
thirst  for  noble  pickle.1 

LXXXUI.      PBAWX8. 

The  cerulean  river  Liris  loves  us,  Liris  sheltered  by  the 
wood  of  Marica,*  thence  we  prawns  come  in  large  shoals. 

LXXXTV.      THS   CHAB. 

Of  this  char,  which  comes  well  fattened*  from  the  billowy 
sea,  the  liver  is  good ;  but  the  other  parts  are  ill-flavoured. 

LXXXY.      THE  COEAOIKUS. 

Coracinus,4  glory  of  the  Egyptian  markets,  where  you  are 
eagerly  sought,  no  fish  is  more  highly  esteemed  than  you 
among  the  gourmands  of  Alexandria. 

LXXXVT.      SEA-HEDGEHOG. 

That  sea-hedgehog,  though  it  pricks  your  fingers  with  is 
bristly  armour,  will  be  soft  enough  when  its  shell  is  laid  aside. 
Pinch  thee  he  may,  while  pent  within  his  walls  $ 
But,  onoe  dislodged,  a  softling  urchin  sprawls.   ElpMnstou. 

LXULVIl.     MTTBIOBS,   THS  PUBPLE-FISH. 

You  wear,  ungrateful  man,  cloaks  dyed  in  our  blood ;  and 
as  if  that  were  not  enough,  you  also  eat  us. 

O  most  ungrateful  man,  not  only  you 

Do  dye  with  me ;  but  likewise  eat  me  too.    Wright. 

LXiXVULl.      GUDGEONS. 

Whatever  the  magnificence  of  the  feasts  in  the  region  of 
Venice,  the  gudgeon  usually  forms  the  beginning  of  the  repast. 

When  the  Venetians  will  with  splendour  eat, 

With  gudgeon  gladly  they  commence  the  treat  EJphimUm. 

Though  Venice  prides  herself  on  sumptuous  fore, 

The  gudgeon  always  heads  the  banquet  there.       Jnmk 

1  In  which  oysters  weTe  preferred.  f  In  Campania. 

•  Some  editions  read  aduuM,  but  most  have  obenu. 

•  A  fish  from  the  Kile,  of  which  nothing  is  known. 
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LI  HU.     THE  PIXS. 

The  woolly1  pike  swims  at  the  mouth  of  the  Euganean 
Timavus,  fattening  on  sweet  water  mixed  with  salt. 

XO.     THB  JOHJT  BOET. 

It  is  not  every  Dory  that  deserves  praise  and  a  high  price, 
but  only  that  which  feeds  on  the  shell-fish  of  the  Lucrine 
lake. 

ICI.     THB   STUBOSOK. 

Send  the  sturgeon  to  the  Palatine  table;1  such  rarities 
should  adorn  divine  feasts. 

ion.     HABX8. 
If  my  opinion  is  of  any  worth,  the  fieldfare9  is  the  greatest 
delicacy  among  birds,  the  hare  among  quadrupeds. 

Of  birds  the  thrush,  if  I  my  thoughts  declare ; 

Of  quadrupeds,  the  glory  is  the  hare.  ElphmsUm. 

XCm.     WILD   BOAR. 

The  bristly  animal  which  fell  by  an  JStolian  spear4  on  the 
lands  of  Diomede,  a  dire  object  of  terror,  was  just  such  as 
this. 

XCIV.     DOBS. 

Wild  boars  are  feared  for  their  tusks ;  horns  are  the  de- 
fence of  stags ;  what  are  we,  unwarlike  does,  but  an  easy  prey 
toall? 

The  tusk,  the  Boar;  Harts,  horns  defend,  to  all 
We  naked  Does,  prey  undefended,  &1L  Wright 

XOT.     THB   OTTKCB. 

The  savage  ounce,  not  the  best  victim  of  the  morning 
sports,  costs  me  the  lives  of  oh !  how  many  dogs ! 

XOTL      THE    8TAO. 

Was  this  the  stag  which  was  tamed  by  your  halter,  Oypa- 
rissus  ?*  or  was  it  rather  yours,  Silvia  ?° 

1  Ltm&ut  lupus.  A  species  of  pike,  so  called  from  the  colour  and  soft- 
ness of  the  fleth.  Plm.  H.  N.  is.  17.  The  Timavus  was  a  rirer  not  far 
from  Venice,  in  the  territory  once  occupied  by  the  Euganei 

*  That  of  Domitian's  palace  on  the  Palatine  Mount. 

*  Turdu*.    See  note  on  Epig.  It  p.  594.  4  That  of'Meleager. 

•  A  son  of  Telephus,  who,  baring  accidentally  killed  his  favourite  stsf, 
to  said  by  Grid  to  hare  been  changed  into  a  cypress. 

•  The  daughter  of  Tyrrhene.    Virgil,  Ma.  ril 
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XCVTL     THE  LALI8IO,  OB  SUCKING  POAL  OF  THB  WILD  ASS. 

While  the  wild  ass  is  young,  and  fed  by  its  mother  alone, 
the  nursling  has,  but  only  for  a  short  time,  the  name  of 
lalisio. 

ICTIH.      THB  GAZELLE. 

Give  your  little  son  the  gazelle  for  a  plaything ;  which  the 
crowd  in  the  amphitheatre  like  to  scare  by  waving  their  togas. 

icn.    thb  Houimnr  ooat. 
See  how  the  mountain  goat  hangs  from  the  summit  of  the 
cliff;  you  would  expect  it  to  fall :  it  is  merely  showing  its 
contempt  for  the  dogs. 

0.      THB  WILD  ASS. 

Behold  this  beautiful  wild  ass ;  away  with  the  hunting  of 
Indian  elephants.    Lay  aside  the  bunting  nets  1 


CI.      VEKATRAK  OIL. 

rhis  unguent  hi 
in r  ~ 


This  unguent  has  been  exuded  by  the  berry  of  Yenafrum 
i  Campania.    Every  time  you  uae  it,  it  emits  fragrance.1 


C1I.      STTPEBIOB  SAUCE  FROM  OUR  ALLIES. 

Accept  this  exquisite  sauce  made  from  the  first  blood  of  the 
expiring  mackerel;2  an  expensive  present. 

Cm.      INFERIOR   SAUCE. 

I  am,  I  confess  it,  the  offspring  of  the  tunny-fish  of  Anti- 
pohs  ;*  had  I  been  that  of  a  mackerel,  I  should  not  have 
teen  sent  to  you. 

CIV.      ATTIO  HOKEY. 

The  bee  that  throngs  Thesean  Hymettus  has  sent  you  this 
noble  nectar  from  the  forest  of  Minerva. 

0T.      SICILIAN  HONEYCOMBS. 

When  you  make  a  present  of  Sicilian  honeycombs  from 
omid  the  hills  of  Hybla,  you  may  call  them  Attic. 

OVT.      BAISIK   WINE. 

The  vineyard  of  Gnossus,  in  that  Crete  where  Minos  reigned, 

1  A  fngtance  owing,  not  to  the  oil,  but  to  the  spices  mixed  with  it 

*  From  Greece,  Africa,  Spain,  and  variocu  other  parts 

•  la  Gailia  Narbonensis. 
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produced  this  for  70a ;  this  is  the  honeyed  wine  of  the  poor 


CYH>     FXXOH-TLAYOTJBXD  W1HB. 

Doubt  not  that  this  pitch-flavoured  wine  came  from  the 
wine-bearing  Yienne :  Komulus1  himself  sent  it  to  me. 

OVIli.     HOHXTXD  WTJT1. 

Attic  honey  thickens  the  nectar-like  Falernian.  Such 
drink  deserves  to  be  mixed  by  Ganymede. 

CDC.     JLLBAK  WOT. 

This  wine  is  sent  from  the  Oawarean  hflls,*  from  the  sweet 
vineyard  that  flourishes  on  Mount  lulus. 

ox.    STntwrnzra  wnni. 
Do  you  drink  SurrentineP  Choose  for  it  neither  painted 
m\Trhine  jars,  nor  vessels  of  gold ;  the  wine  will  furnish  you 
with  cups  from  its  own  locality. 

cxi.    talxbhiajt  wnfi. 
This  Massic*  wine  comes  from  the  presses  of  Sinuessa. 
Do  you  ask  in  whose  Consulate  it  was  bottled  P    It  was  be- 
fore consuls  existed. 

OXTL     SSTUni  WIKB. 

The  little  city  of  Setia,  which,  suspended  on  high,  overlooks 
the  Pontine  marshes,  has  sent  us  these  old  tuns. 

OX  HI.      FUITDI  WTNB. 

This  wine  of  Fundi4  was  produced  in  the  splendid  autumn 
of  Opimius.*  The  consul  who  saw  it  made  drank  of  it  when 
matured. 

oxiv.    TBiFOLnns  wnrx. 

I,  Trifoline  wine,*  am  not,  I  confess,  of  the  first  order 
but  I  hold,  at  least,  the  seventh  place. 

1  The  son  of  JBneas,  who  built  Alba  Longa. 

*  The  hills  were  called  Cesarean,  because  the  emperors  had  paJaoes  an 
them. 

*  Moss  Maeticui  and  Mods  Falernns  were  mmntaina  near  Sinuessa  it 
Campania ;  both  celebrated  for  their  wines. 

4  A  town  of  Campania.  *  See  B.  .  Ep.  27. 

*  Made  at  Coma  m  Campania. 
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CXT.     0JB0TJBA1T  WIHJ. 

Generous  Csdcuban  wine  is  matured  at  Amycta,  near  Fun- 
di ;  the  Tine  is  born  and  flouriahea  in  the  midst  of  a  morass. 

ex vi.    aiGKUfji  wnn. 
Tou  may  drink  Signine  wine,  which  aatringes  the  relaxed 
bowels ;  but,  that  it  may  not  affect  you  too  much,  let  your 
draughts  be  moderate. 

CXTTI.      XUnEBTTKI  WOT. 

If  a  tar  of  Mamertine,1  as  old  as  Nestor,  be  given  you,  you 
may  call  it  by  what  name  you  please.1 

CXYUI.      TUtRAOOlTESX  WTO. 

Tarragon,  which  yields  the  palm  to  the  vineyards  of  Cam- 
pania alone,  produced  this  wine,  rivalling  the  Tuscan. 

CXII.     NOICBKTAH  WOT. 

My  Nomentan  vineyard*  yields  this  wine.    If  Quintus4  is 
your  friend,  you  will  orink  better. 

OTT.      BPOLBTIKB  WOT.§ 

Better  drink  old  wine  from  Spoletine  jars,   than  new 
Falernian. 

OXXL     PILieKIAir  wikb. 

The  Fdignian  vine-dressers  send  turbid  Marsic  wine.  Touch 
it  not  yourself  but  let  your  freed-man  drink  it. 

ci i if.    TnrBGAB. 
Disdain  not  this  amphora  of  Egyptian  vinegar.    It  was 
much  worse  when  it  was  wine. 

l  vinegar  despise  not  thou : 
i  it  was  wine,  'twas  far  more  vile  than  now.   Wright 

CUm.     WOT   OT  KAB8XILUES. 

Since  your  sportula  attracts  to  you  hundreds  of  dtisens, 
you  may  set  before  them  the  smoky  wines  of  Marseilles. 

1  Prom  the  Mamertine  region  in  Sicily. 

*  Such  is  its  excellence,  that  it  it  equal  to  any  wine  whatever. 

*  Martial's  Tineyard  at  N omentum. 

4  Quintal  Oridiu*.    B.  vi  Ep.  92.  •  From  Spoletum  in  Italy. 
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CHIT.      OBBBTA3T.1 

Let  Nepos1  place  Gnretan  wine  on  table,  and  you  will 
deem  it  Setine.  But  he  does  not  give  it  to  all  the  world ;  he 
drinks  it  only  with  a  trio  of  friends. 

CUT.      TABEtfTIKE. 

Aulon*  is  renowned  for  its  wool,  and  happy  in  its  vines. 
You  may  take  its  precious  fleeces,  give  me  its  wines. 
Aulon  is  famous  for  its  wool  and  wine ; 
The  former  shall  be  yours,  the  latter  mine.     W.  8.  B. 

OXXTI.      PBBFU1CB8. 

Never  think  of  leaving  perfumes  or  wine  to  your  heir. 
Administer  these  yourself  and  let  him  have  your  money. 

OXXVII.     A  CROWN  OF  B08E8. 

Winter,  O  Caesar,  offers  thee  a  forced  chaplet ;  formerly 
the  rose  was  a  flower  of  spring,  now  it  comes  at  thy  bidding. 
Winter  a  rose  presents  unto  thy  throne ; 
Once  'twas  the  Spring's,  but  now  'tis  Cesar's  grown.  Wright 


BOOK  XIV- 


THB  PBB8EHT8  HABB  TO  GUESTS  AT  FEASTS. 
I.     TO  THB  BEADEB. 

Now,  while  the  knights  and  the  lordly  senators  delight  in 
the  festive  robe,  and  the  cap9  of  liberty  is  assumed  by  our 
Jupiter ; 6  and  while  the  slave,  as  he  rattles  the  dice-box, 
has  no  fear  of  the  jBdile,  seeing  that  the  ponds  are  so  nearly 
frozen,7  learn  alternately  what  is  allotted  to  the  rich  and  to 
the  poor.  Let  each  make  suitable  presents  to  his  friends. 
That  these  contributions  of  mine  are  follies  and  trifles,  and 
even  worse,  who  does  not  know  ?  or  who  denies  what  is 
so  evident  ?    But  what  can  I  do  better,  Saturn,  on  these 

1  From  Cere  in  Etruria.  *  A  friend  of  Martial.    B.  z.  Bp.  48. 

*  A  mountain  in  Calabria,  near  Tarentum.  4  See  B.  ri.  Kp.  80. 

*  Cap*  were  worn  generally  during  the  Saturnalia.    See  B.  xi.  Ep.  6. 

*  Domitian.  *  Seeing  winter  so  near  at  hand. 
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days  of  pleasure,  which  thy  son  himself  has  consecrated  to 
thee  in  compensation  for  the  heaven/row  which  he  ejected 
thee  T  Would  you  have  me  write  of  Thebes,  or  of  Troy,  or  of 
the  crimes  of  Mycen©  P  Ton  reply,  "  Play  with  nuts.  But 
I  don't  want  to  waste  even  nuts.  Header,  you  may  finish 
this  book  wherever  you  please,  every  subject  is  completed  in 
a  couple  of  lines. 

•  II.      TO  THE  BSADSB. 

If  you  ask  why  headings  are  affixed,  I  will  tell  you;  it 
is  that,  if  you  choose,  you  may  read  the  headings  only. 
Inquire  you  why  this  table 's  put  before  f 
I'll  tell ;  if  it  disgusts  you,  read  no  more.       Evelyn. 

HI.      TABLETS  OT  OITBOH-WOOB. 

Had  not  our  wood  been  cut  into  thin  tablets,  we  should 
have  been  the  noble  burden  of  Libyan  ivory.1 

IV.      TABLETS   (WAXBK)   OF  PTO  LBAVSS. 

The  joyous  court  of  the  emperor  is  warm  with  the  slaugh- 
ter of  bullocks,  when  the  decree  which  confers  fresh  honours 
on  Cesar  is  conveyed  by  the  five-leaved  (waxen)  tablet.1 

y.      TABLETS   OF  IVOBT. 

If  the  dull-coloured  waxen-tablets  are  too  indistinct  for 
your  failing  sight,  let  black  letters  be  depicted  on  snow- 
white  ivory. 

VI.      TABLETS   OF  THREE  LEAVES. 

You  will  think  our  three  leaves  no  ordinary  gift,  when 
your  mistress  writes  to  you  on  them  that  she  will  come. 
These  three-leaved  tablets  you'll  be  sure  to  bless, 
When  a  fair  lady  sends  them  back  with  "yes.*     W.  8.  B. 

VH.      TABLETS  OF   PABOHHEKT. 

Although  these  tablets  are  called  parchment,  imagine 
them  of  wax;  you  will  be  able  to  erase  and  replace  the  writing 
at  pleasure.* 

1  Had  we  not  been  tablets,  we  should  have  been  tables,  supported  oi 
.very  leg*. 
*  When  the  honour  of  a  consulate  or  triumph  is  inscribed  by  the  em- 
tror  on  tablets  of  this  kind,  which  are  sent  to  the  person  on  whom  it  is 


9  The  parchment  was  covered  with  some  chalky  kind  of  oompositio&v 
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Till.     TITELLIAK  TABLETS. 

A  maiden,  though  she  may  never  have  read  YiteUiaa 
tablets,  knows  what  they  mean. 

H.     THB  SULK. 

Because  you  see  that  we  are  very  small,  you  imagine  that 
we  are  love-letters,  Yon  are  mistaken ;  we  bear  a  demand 
*or  money. 

X.     LAEOBB  TABLETS. 

When  a  poet  presents  yon  with  blank  leaves,  yon  should 
consider  it  no  small  present. 

No  vulgar  boon  the  bard  must  mean, 

When  he  promts  the  paper  clean.        EtphuuUm. 

XL     LETTBB-PAPEB. 

Whether  sent  to  a  casual  acquaintance,  or  to  a  dear 
friend,  this  paper  is  in  the  habit  of  calling  everybody  "  my 
dear  Sir." 

To  one  long-Wd,  and  one  she  barely  knows, 
Hailing  alike  Dbab  Friehd,  she  shameless  goes. 

Elphitutctu 

HL     IVOET  COFFERS. 

It  is  improper  to  fill  these  coffers  with  any  other  coin  than 
gold.*  let  common  wooden  boxes  hold  silver. 

These  ivory  tins  should  not  contain  but  gold, 

And  more  vile  wood  should  baser  silver  hold.     WrighL 

XHL     WOODEN  COFFEES. 

If  there  be  anything  still  remaining  at  the  bottom  of  my 
coffer,  it  shall  be  yours.  There  is  nothing :  then  the  coffer 
itself  shall  be  yours. 

XIV.     IVOET  TALI,  OB  DICE.1 

When  you  see  that  no  two  of  these  dice  present  themselves 
to  you  with  the  same  free,  you  will  say  that  I  have  made 
you  a  great  present. 

XT.      TE88EBJB. 

Although  as  a  tessera  I  am  unequal  in  number  to  the  tali, 
yet  the  stake  laid  upon  me  is  frequently  greater. 

1  See  B.  ii.  Ep.  6. 

f  On  this  and  the  followi**  see  B.  xiiL  Ep.  1,  and  B.  iv.  Ep.  14. 
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xvr.     A  Did  BOX. 
The  fraudulent  hand,  skilled  in  disposing  dice  to  fall  in  a 
certain  manner,  will,  if  it  throws  them  from  me,  succeed 
only  in  wishing. 

The  cogging  hand  may  slur  a  die' with  me  j 
No  slight  prevails,  only  your  hopes  are  free.        Wright 
When  she's  at  cards,  or  rattling  dice  she  throws, 
Connive  at  cheats,  and  generously  lose.  Qarth. 

xvn.    a.  OAicnra  tablb. 
Here  dice,  with  their  twice  six  spots,  are  counted ;  here 
the  party-coloured  man  is  captured  by  his  double  foe.1 

XV  111.      HUTS. 

Nuts  seem  a  small  risk,  and  not  likely  to  be  attended  with 
nusch  loss ;  yet  such  risk  has  often  robbed  the  young  of 
honour. 

TTT.     A  PBK-CASB. 

As  you  have  been  lucky  enough  to  gain  a  pen-case  as  your 
prize,  remember  to  store  it  with  pens.  Having  got  the  more 
expensive  part  for  nothing,  you  can  afford  the  less  costly. 

XX.     THB  OAHB  OF  BOBBERS.1 

If  your  game  be  the  warfare  of  insidious  robbers  you  have 
here  in  gems  both  your  soldiers  and  your  enemy. 

XXI.      BTTLB-CASSa. 

Uieee  style-cases  furnished  with  their  own  steel  styles  are 
for  you.  If  you  give  one  of  them  to  your  boy,  it  will  be 
no  trifling  present. 

XXII.      A  TOOTH-PICK. 

A  piece  of  Lentisc  wood  is  best ;  but  if  that  is  unattain- 
able, a  quill  may  relieve  your  teeth. 

1  One  compartment  of  the  table  was  adapted  for  throwing  dice,  the 
other  for  moving  men,  resembling  cheat-men  or  draachts-inen,  according 
to  the  throws  of  the  dice.  A  man  was  taken  when  he  wis  hemmed  in 
between  two  of  the  adversary's  men.  See  Smith's  Diet  of  Antiq.  art 
Calculus  and  Latsukcuu. 

*  The  nature  of  this  game  is  not  exactly  known ;  it  is  variously  sap- 
posed  to  mean  chess,  draughts,  or  some  kind  of  besieging  game. 
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zr/n.    ah  eab-piox. 
£  offer  you  an  instrument  to  allay  the  tickling  of  your  ear, 
when  it  anncya  you  with  troublesome  irritation. 

HIT.     A  G0LB1K  HAIB-PIH. 

That  your  oiled  tresoos  may  not  injure  your  splendid  silk 
drees,  let  this  pin  fix  your  twisted  hair,  and  keep  it  up. 

XXY.      OOICBS. 

Of  what  use  will  be  this  piece  of  box-wood,  cut  into  so 
many  teeth,  and  now  presented  to  you,  seeing  that  you  have 
no  hairP 

XXVT.     POMATUM. 

My  caustic  influence  reddens  the  hair  of  the  Germans : 
by  my  aid  you  may  surpass  your  slave's  tresses. 

ULfJLL     MATTIAO  BALLS.1 

If  you  desire,  Octogenarian,  to  change  the  oolour  of  your 
venerable  hair,  accent  these  Mattiac  balls.  But  to  what 
purpose,  for  yon  are  bald  P 

XXV  ill.     A  PAEA80L. 

Accept  this  protection  against  the  excessive  heat  of  the 
sun ;  and  even  against  the  wind  it  will  serve  you  as  a  vefl. 

XXIX.     A  BEOAD-BBTMMED  HAT. 

In  Pompey's  theatre  I  go  as*  spectator  well  hooded,  the 
awning  there  being  of  little  avail  against  the  wind. 

XXX.      HTTHTnre-SPSABS. 

They  will  receive  rushing  wild  boars,  and  await  lions ;  they 
will  pierce  bears,  if  the  hand  that  directs  them  be  sufficiently 
firm. 

xxxi.    a  Hxnrrnra-KHiFB. 

If  you  mourn  over  vour  hunting-spear,  struck  down  by 
the  boar's  long  tusk,  this  short  weapon  will  oppose  the  huge 
animal  in  close  encounter. 

1  So  called  from  Mattmm,  a  town  of  Germany,  supposed  by  some  to 
be  the  tame  with  Marparg.  They  were  some  kind  of  oompoaitioB  fcf 
dyeing  the  hair. 
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Hill;     A  ffWOBD  ASD  BELT. 

This  is  a  military  decoration,  an  honourable  testimony;  a 
weapon  worthy  to  gird  on  the  side  of  a  tribune. 

HUM.      A  DAGOEB. 

This  dagger,  marked  with  serpentine  veins,  Salo,1  while 
it  was  hissing  with  heat,  tempered  with  ice-cold  water. 

1 1  X I V.      A  SOX  TUX. 

.  Hie  settled  peace  of  our  Emperor  has  bent  me  to  unwar- 
like  uses ;  now  I  belong  to  the  husbandman,  formerly  I  be- 
longed to  the  soldier. 

Me  to  a  better  trade  ealme  peace  doth  change, 

^  in  the  camp  did  serve,  now  in  the  Scange.       WrigkU 

XXZT.     A  HATOHST. 

When  a  sad  sale  was  made  for  the  payment  of  debts,  this 
hatchet  was  purchased  for  four  hundred  thousand  sesterces.31 

AAA  VI.     BABBBB8'  HT8TBTJ1CSNT8. 

Some  of  these  instruments  are  adapted  for  cutting  the  hair; 
one  is  useful  for  long  nails,  another  for  rough  chins. 

XHVU.      A  BOOK-CASE. 

If  you  do  not  give  me  well-bound  books,  they  will  admit 
the  moth  and  devouring  worms. 

xzxrm.    bundlib  of  bxed-fbits. 
The  land  of  Egypt  supplies  you  with  reeds  fit  for  writing 
on  paper.      With  the  reeds  of  other  marshes  you  may 
thatch  your  roofs. 

XXXIX.      A  WIGHT-LAMP. 

I  am  a  night-lamp,  privy  to  the  pleasures  of  the  couch ; 
do  whatever  you  please,  I  shall  be  silent. 
Privy  to  nocturnal  glee, 
Nought  I  say  of  all  I  see.         Elphintton. 

XL.      A  CAITDLB. 

Fortune  has  given  you  this  servant  of  the  lamp,  which, 
by  keeping  awake,  dispels  darkness. 

1  A  rirer  in  Spain.    See  B.  i.  Ep.  50. 

*  A  rift  torn;  more  than  £3200  of  our  money.  We  are  inclined  to 
read  qmdracinto  instead  of  qmdrinatUis,  a  change  which  would  redact 
the  price  to  £390 

2  B 
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XLI.     THS  LAMP  WITH  BBYBBAL  BTTBHIBS. 

Although  I  illumine  whole  banquets  with  my  light,  and 
have  bo  many  necks,  I  am  called  but  one  lamp. 

XLII.      A  TAPEB. 

This  tapet  will  provide  yon  with  light  in  the  night,  sup- 
posing your  lamp  should  be  stolen  from  your  servant. 

XLHL     JL  OORHTTHIAtf  OAHDELABBUM. 

It  was  candles  that  gave  us  our  old  name ;  the  lamp  trim- 
med with  oil  was  not  known  to  our  forefathers. 

XUT.      JL  WOODEJT  OAHDLS8TICK. 

You  see  that  lam  a  piece  of  wood ;  unless  you  are  careful 
of  the  flame,  a  great  lamp  will  be  made  out  of  your  candle* 
stick. 

Unless  you  mind,  and  mend  the  light,  you  11  see 

The  candlestick  itself  will  candle  be.  Wright. 

XLV.     JL  PAOASIOA,  OB  BALL  STUFFED  WITH  FEATHERS. 

This  ball,  stuffed  with  feathers,  difficult  to  manage,  is  not 
so  soft  as  a  bladder,  nor  so  hard  as  an  ordinary  ball. 

XLYI.     THE  BALL  TOR  PLAYIKG  AT  THE  TRICK)*,  OB 
THBSE-OOBHBBED   GAKB. 

If  you  are  skilful  enough  to  strike  me  with  rapid  left- 
hand  blows,  I  am  yours.  You  are  not  sufficiently  skilled, 
so,  clown,  return  the  balL 

XLVU.      THE  BLADDER  P00T-BALL. 

Betire  to  a  distance,  young  men;  tender  age  suits  me; 
with  the  bladder  it  befits  only  ooys  and  old  men  to  play. 

XLVTH.     THB  HABPASTA,   OB  SMALL  HABD-BALL. 

This  the  agile  youth  catches  amid  the  dust  of  Antaeus,1 
(though  often)  stretching  his  neck  with  fruitless  efforts. 

XLIX.      DTTMB-BBLLS. 

Whv  do  strong  arms  fatigue  themselves  with  frivolous 
dumb-bells?  To  dig  a  vineyard  is  a  worthier  exercise  for  men. 

1  That  is,  the  dust  of  the  palaxtra,  or  wrestling-ground,  Antams  having 
been  &med  for  wrestling.  The  words  in  brackets  are  supplied,  being  ap 
patently  required  to  complete  the  i 
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L.     JL  LSAXHSB  OAP. 

To  prevent  the  wrestler's  unclean  oil  from  defiling  your 
•leek  locks,  you  may  protect  your  perfumed  hair  with  this 
leathern  covering. 

LI.      STBI0IL8,   TOB  SOBAFHTG  TH1  SEOT  JS  THB  BATH. 

Pergamus  sent  these ;  scrape  yourself  with  the  curved 
iron,  and  the  scourer  will  not  so  often  have  to  cleanse  your 
linen. 

LTL      JL  C01OC0V  HOBJT  OIL-TLAflK. 

A  young  bull  lately  bore  me  upon  his  forehead;  you 
might  think  me  a  real  rhinoceros9  horn. 

im.      AN  OIL-FLASK  OF  BHTJTOOSBOS'  HOBK. 

This  born,  which  was  recently  seen  in  the  Ausonian  arena 
of  the  Emperor,  and  to  which  a  bull  was  but  as  a  ball,  is 
for  you.1 

LIT.     A  CHILD'S  BATTLE. 

If  a  little  boy  hangs  crying  upon  your  neck,  let  him 
shake,  with  his  tender  hand,  this  noisy  rattle. 

Should  round  thy  neck  the  crying  homeborn  ding, 

Its  tuneful  hand  may  bid  this  timbrel  ring.       JBtphi*$t<m. 

LT.     A  HOBSB-WHIP. 

If  the  horse  which  you  are  running  is  of  the  purple 
faction,*  you  will  make  nothing  of  him,  however  much  you  flog 
him  with  this  whip. 

LVT.     TOOTH  POWDBB. 

What  have  I  to  do  with  youP  Let  the  fair  and  young 
use  me.    I  am  not  accustomed  to  polish  false  teeth. 

LTH.     HTBOBALAJrinC. 

This,  which  is  mentioned  neither  by  Virgil  nor  by  Homer, 
in  all  their  verses,  is  made  up  of  unguent  and  nut-balsam. 

1    Ed  9 
i  is'ssu  of  those  of  the  Mae  faction,  B.  vi,  Ep.  46 
2*2 
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LYIIL     APHBOFITBUM,  OB  8ALT-PETBB. 

Are  you  a  Rustic  P  Then  you  do  not  know  what  I  am 
called  in  Greek.  I  am  called  the  scum  of  nitre.  Are  you  a 
Greek  ?    I  am  Aphronitron. 

Thou,  blockhead,  canst  not  scan  my  Grecian  name :  a 
From  scum  of  nitre,  I,  saltpetre,  came.  Elphtniton. 

ML      BALKS. 

Balm  delights  me ;  it  is  the  perfume  for  men.  Ye  matrons, 
scent  yourselves  with  the  essences  of  Cosmus. 

LX.      BEAHT-PLOTO. 

This  will  be  an  acceptable  present,  and  not  without  its 
use  to  a  wrinkled  body,  when  exposed  in  broad  daylight  at 
the  baths  of  Stephanus. 

LIT.     A  HOBV-LAJTTSBJr. 

I  am  a  lantern,  a  guide  for  the  way,  and  shine  like  gold 
when  the  flame  is  sheltered  and  the  little  lamp  safe  in  my 
embrace. 

LIU.     A.  LAHTBB1T  MADE  OT  A  BLADDER. 

If  I  am  not  of  horn,  am  I  the  less  transparent  P  Will  any 
one  who  meets  me  think  me  a  bladder  P 

LTTTT.      A  BEED  PIPE. 

Why  do  yon  smile  at  my  form,  composed  of  wax  and 
reeds  r    The  first  shepherd's  pipe  was  such  as  I  am. 
Of  wax  and  reed  you  laugh  to  see  me  made ; 
So  was  composed  the  primal  pipe  that  play'd.    E1phm$ton. 

LUV.      PIPES. 

The  drunken  female-piper  bursts  our  ears  with  her  inflated 
cheeks ;  she  sometimes  blows  two  pipes  at  once  \l  sometimes 
only  one. 

LIT.      WOOLLEN  SLIPPERS. 

If  your  servant  should  happen  to  be  absent,  and  you 
wish  to  get  your  sandals,  these  will  enable  your  feet  to  serve 
themselves. 

1  Pipers  often  played  on  two  pipes  at  once,  called  tibia  deztrm  et  nniitrm, 
"  right  and  left-handed  pipes."  See  a  full  description  of  them  in  Colman's 
Preface  to  his  Te 
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Boyless,  wouldst  on  or  off  thy  slippers  put  t  * 

Thy  most  obsequious  slave  thoult  find  thy  foot  Elphintton. 

LXVT.     A  00B8BT. 

Ton  might  be  able  to  confine  your  breast  within  a  bull's 
hide ;  but  what  you  use  is  too  small  for  the  purpose. 

LXVTL     A  FLY-BLAP  OB  PBAOOOX'S  PSATHEBB. 

That  which  prevents  disagreeable  flies  from  feeding  on 
your  repast,  was  once  the  proud  tail  of  a  splendid  bird. 
What  from  thy  food  repels  profaning  flies, 
Strutted,  a  gorgeous  train,  with  gem-like  eyes.    Elphmtton. 

Lxvm.     BHODIAV  BISCUIT. 
If  your  slave  commits  a  fault,  do  not  smash  his  teeth 
with  your  fist ;  give  him  some  of  the  (hard)  biscuit  which 
famous  fihodes  has  sent  you. 

LUX.      A  PBIAPTTS  KADI  OB  PABTBT. 

If  you  wish  to  appease  your  hunger,  you  may  eat  this 
Friapus  of  ours ;  even  though  you  consume  every  part  of  it, 
you  will  not  be  the  less  pure. 

lxx.    a  no. 
The  pig  fed  on  acorns  among  foaming  wild  boars,  will  afford 
you  a  merry  saturnalia. 

t.ttt.      A  0L0THB8-BBU8H  OB  OX-TAIL. 

If  your  dress  has  been  soiled  with  yellow  dust,  brush  it  off 
with  gentle  strokes  of  this  bushy  taiL 

LXHI.      A  SAUSAGE. 

The  sausage  which  comes  to  you  in  mid-winter,  came  to 
me  before  the  seven  days  of  the  Saturnalia. 

Linir.     A  PABBOT. 
I,  a  parrot,  am  taught  byyou  the  names  of  others ;  I  have 
learned  of  myself  to  say,  "Hail!  C»sar!" 
To  compliment  my  master  teaeheth  me : 
But  I,  by  nature,  am  taught  loyalty.  Wright 

For  other  names  your  lessons  may  avail ; 
I  taught  myself  to  carol,14  Cesar  f  hail  I"       JB^himkm. 
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lxxtv.    a  oeow. 
Com  salutator,  quare  fellator  haberis  P 
In  caput  intravit  mentula  nulla  tuum. 
0  oorvo  sslntatare,  perchd  sei  tu  tenuto  on  fellatoreP  veruna 
mentula  entrb  nefia  tua  bocca. — QragUa. 

LUT.      A  NIGHTENGALE. 

Philomela  bewails  the  crime  of  the  incestuous  Tereus ;  and 
she  who  was  dumb  as  a  maiden,  is  celebrated  for  her  song  as 
a  bird 

Hear  Phflamela  Tereus'  crime  bewail  $ 

Lo  1  the  mute  maid,  a  warbling  nightingale.     Etphm$ton. 

WrongM  Philomel,  while  woman,  mute  was  she ; 

But,  since  a  bird,  sings  her  own  elegy.  Wright. 

LHTL     A  MAGPIB. 

I,  a  talking  magpie,  salute  yon  as  my  master  with  dis- 
tinct voice;  i?  yon  did  not  see  me,  you  would  not  believe  me 
to  be  a  bird. 

Did  vou  not  see,  such  a  true  voice  I  feign, 

Thinking  me  man,  you  would  salute  again*     Wright. 

LULVUL.     AIT  IYOBY  CAGE. 

If  von  ever  possess  such  a  bird  as  Leebia,  the  beloved  of 
Catullus,  bewailed,  it  may  dwell  here. 

E'en  such  a  bird,  so  fond,  so  gay, 

As  Lesbia  loved  so  well, 
And  mourn'd  in  sweet  Catullus'  lay, 

In  thee  might  happy  dwell.  Geo.  Lamb. 

LXXVTH.     A  MEDICINE-CHEST. 

Here  yon  have  an  ivory  medicine-chest,  filled  with  the  ap- 
pliances of  the  healing  art ;  a  present  such  as  even  Paccius l 
might  have  coveted 

TiTTTT.      WHIPS. 

Play,  sportive  slaves ;  but  only  play.8  These  whips  of 
mine  shall  be  locked  up  for  five  days.8 

Play  on,  but  only  play,  ye  servile  fry  $ 

No  more  than  five  dear  days  I  dormant  lie.      JBlphituton. 


1  Some  physictaii,  probably.  *  Do  no  mischief. 

*  In  Ep.  72  the  8aturnalia  are  said  to  last  m 
prescribed  number,  but  two  were  usually  added. 


are  said  to  last  seven  days;  fife  was  the 
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TiTTT.     miTLM. 

Hated  exceedingly  by  children,  and  dear  to  schoolmasters, 
we  are  the  wood  ennobled  by  the  gift  of  Prometheus.1 
The  matter*!  sceptre,  and  the  school-boy's  smart  $ 
Our  awe  springs  sacred  from  Promethean  art    JBIphmdon. 

T.TTTT.      A  WALLBT. 

This  wallet  entreats  that  it  may  not  be  obliged  to  carry 
the  beggarly  food  of  a  long-bearded,  half-clad  philosopher,  or 
serve  as  pillow  to  his  mangy  dog. 

T.IIXII.      BBOOMS. 

Brooms  were  once  held  in  esteem,  as  our  palm  trees  tes- 
tify;1 but  now  the  slaves  have  forsaken  brooms,  and  pick  up 
crumbs. 

TiIUlll.     A  BACX-80BAXCHBB,  IB  THB  SHAPB  OB   A  HABD. 

This  hand  will  protect  your  shoulders  from  the  bite  of  the 
troublesome  flea,  or  from  other  things  more  offensive  than 
a  flea. 

LUULLV.     A  WOODBH  BOOK-COVBBIKO. 

These  fir  covers  will  long  preserve  your  manuscripts,  and 
protect  them  against  the  friction  of  your  toga  and  cloak-8 

HUT.     A  COUCH    HADB   OB  OITBOB-WOOD,  CALLBB 
"  BBAOOOK-TAILBB." 

This  couch  derives  its  name  from  the  bird  adorned  with 
painted  feathers;  which  is  now  the  attendant  of  Juno,  but 
was  formerly  Argus.4 

LUX VI.      A  8ADDLB. 

Huntsman,  accept  this  saddle  for  your  swift-footed  steed, 
for  a  horse  ridden  bare-backed  is  apt  to  cause  a  painful 
disease. 

TiIUVIX,     A  DTJTBBB  COUCH. 

Accept  a  semicircular  couch  decorated  with  crescents  of 

1  Prometheus  haying  stolen  fire  from  heaven  in  a  hollow  cans  ot 
reed. 
1  Brooms  were  anciently  made  from  the  palm-tree. 
•  Compare  B.  i.  Bp.  67. 
4  The  hundred-eyed  Argus  wss  changed  into  a  peacock. 
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tortoise-shell    It  will  hold  eight.    Whoever  is  a  friend,  let 
him  take  a  seat  on  it. 

LXULVilJU     A  DIKlttB-TABLB  OBKAMBFTED  WITH  THB 
BEST  TOBTOISE-8HELL. 

If  you  imagine  that  I  am  adorned  with  female  land- 
tortoise  shell,  yon  are  mistaken;  I  bear  the  male  offspring  of 
the  sea. 

Linn,    a  citboit-wood  tabli. 
Accept  a  present  of  rich  wood  from  the  forests  of  Atlas. 
Whoever  makes  a  present  of  gold  (of  equal  weight),  will 
give  less. 

Atlas  this  citron  table  sends  to  thee : 

Should  he  give  gold,  the  gift  would  smaller  be.    WrighL 

XO.      A  MAPLE-WOOD  TABLI. 

I  am  not  reined,  it  is  true ;  nor  am  I  the  offspring  of  an 
African  forest;  yet  even  my  wood  is  no  stranger  to  sump- 
tuous feasts. 

XOI.      IYOBY  TUSKS. 

Do  you  question  whether  tusks  which  toss  in  air  the 
vast  bodies  of  bulls,  can  support  tables  of  African  wood  Pl 
Ask  you  if  tasks  that  toss  a  bull  in  air 
Suffice  a  rosewood  table's  weight  to  bear  t       W.  8.  B. 

XCTL.      A  JFJLVE-TEET  BULB. 

This  piece  of  oak,  marked  with  spots,  and  tipped  with  a 
sharp  point,  frequently  exposes  the  fraudulent  dealings  of 
the  contractor. 

ICm.      ANTIQUE  VASES. 

This  is  no  recent  masterpiece,  nor  the  work  of  an  artificer 
of  our  day ;  Mentor,  who  made  these  cups,  was  the  first  to 
drink  out  of  them. 

XCTV.      COMMON  OOT8. 

Though  we  plebeian  cups  are  not  made  of  decorative  glass, 
our  stone  ware  is  not  cracked  by  boiling  water. 

XOT.      A  OHASBD   GOLD  CUP. 

Although  I  am  formed  of  the  most  beautiful  and  ruddv 
Cnllaic  gold,1 1  glory  fer  more  in  my  workmanship ;  for  t 
is  that  of  Mys. 

1  See  Speetac  Ep.  17  and  19.  *  See  B.  v.  Bp  «& 
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xon.    ▲  TATnrxiv  otjp.1 
Accept  this  humble  cuj>,  a  memorial  of  the  cobbler  Vati« 
nios ;  it  is  not  so  big  as  his  noee. 

lorn,    dishes  zvlhd  with  gold* 
Do  not  dishonour  such  large  gold  dishes  with  an  insigni- 
ficant mullet;  it  ought,  at  least,  to  weigh  two  pounds* 

XCVUI.     ABBBTTJU  TABES.* 

We  warn  you  not  to  look  with  too  much  contempt  on 
Arretine  vases ;  Porsena's  splendid  service  was  of  Etruscan 
pottery. 

X0IX.     A  BASKET.9 

I,  a  barbarian  basket,  came  from  the  painted  Britons ;  but 
now  Borne  claims  me  for  her  own. 

From  painted  Britons,  I  bsscsnda  came  j 

Whom  now  imperial  Borne  would  native  claim.    Etphm. 

I,  foreign  basket,  first  in  Britain  known, 

Am  now  by  Borne  accounted  for  her  own. 

Futtnf$  WbrtKu. 

a      PAJTAOIAK  TES8SLS. 

If  you  have  visited  the  country  of  the  learned  Catullus, 
you  have  drunk  Bhatian  wine  from  my  earthenware. 

01.     BOLSTABTA,  A  00012*0  VESSEL. 

Though  mushrooms  (boleti)  have  given  me  so  noble  a 
name,  I  am  used,  I  am  ashamed  to  say  it,  for  cabbages. 

Oil.      SUBEEETXEE  CUPS. 

Accept  these  cups  formed  of  no  common  day,  but  the 
polished  work  of  a  Surrentine  potter's  wfaeeL 

Cm.     A  SEOW-STEAUfEB. 

Temper  your  cups  of  Setine  wine,  I  advise  vou,  with 
■now  put  into  me.  You  may  use  linen  strainers  for  inferior 
wines. 

1  80  called  because  the  frahion  of  it  was  invented  bvVatmhis,  a  shoe- 
maker of  Beneventum ;  or  because  it  was  shaped  like  bis  nose. 

1  From  Arretium,  a  town  of  Etroria,  now  Aresxo. 

9  The  word  M  basket "  is  supposed  to  be  derived  from  Ba$em*la.  8es 
Johnson's  Dictionary. 
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oit.    a  skow-baq. 
Oar  coarse  linen!  too,  will  clarify  snow-water,  which  doe* 
not  gush  any  colder  from  your  fine  strainer. 

CT.     WATTO-JUOB  FOB  TBM  TABU. 

Let  'cold  water  not  be  wanting,  and  the  warm  will  be  at 
command;  nerer trifle  with  craving  thirst. 

CTI.     AY  XABTHXK  PITCHES. 

Here  is  presented  to  yon  a  red  pitcher  with  twisted 
handle;  the  Stoic  Eronto*  used  to  fetch  his  water  in  this 
vessel. 

era.     WIFB  OUTS. 

The  Satyr  loves  us ;  Bacchus  loves  us ;  and  so  too  the 
intoxicated  tigress,  whom  we  have  taught  to  lick  the  feet  of 
her  master. 

CVIH.     8A&U2TTOT  CUPS. 

Accept  these  cups,  fashioned  of  Saguntine  day,  which 
your  servant  may  take  and  handle  without  anxiety. 

OH.     JJCWJLLXD  OUTS. 

See  how  the  gold,  begemmed  with  Scythian  emeralds, 
glistens !  How  many  fingers  does  this  cup  deprive  of  jewels  Is 

OX.     AIT  AMPULLA,  OB  DMHTOTG  PLASK. 

Here  is  a  gemmed  cup,  which  bears  the  name  of  Cosmus;* 
drink,  luxurious  man,  if  you  thirst  for  perfumed  wines.4 

OH.   OBTSTAL  CUTS. 

You  break  crystal  cups  in  your  anxiety  to  avoid  breaking 
them ;  hands  too  careless,  and  too  anxious,  are  equally  de- 
structive. 

You  chrystal  break,  for  fear  of  breaking  it : 

Careless  and  carefall  hands  like  faults  oommit       WrigkL 

1  Perhaps  he  who  is  mentioned  B.  i.  Bp.  56. 

1  Ancient  gold  as  well  as  crystal  cans  and  rases,  inlaid  with  jewels, 
especially  emeralds  and  rubies,  are  still  found  in  some  cabinets. 

1  The  perfumer  often  mentioned  before. 

4  It  was  a  practice  of  the  luxurious,  in  the  time  of  Martial,  to  mix 
spikenard,  myrrh,  and  other  perfumes,  with  their  wine.    See  Plia.  H.  N. 

13. 
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cxn.    a  imcBUB  or  glass. 
The  nimbui  that  comes  from  Jupiter  will  supply  you  with 
abundance  of  water  to  mix  with  your  wine ;  this  nmbu*  will 
give  you  wine  itself.1 

0X111.     MTBBHIOT  CUTS. 

If  you  drink  your  wine  warm,  a  Myrrhine  cup  is  best  for 
hot  Falemian ;  and  the  flavour  of  the  wine  is  improved  by  it 

OUT.      A  OTTILIAS  PLATS. 

This  plate  of  red  Cummn  earth  is  sent  you  by  the  chaste 
SibyL    it  is  a  native  of  the  same  place  witn  herself 

GXT.     GLASS  CUPS. 

Behold  the  talent  of  the  Nile.  Alas !  how  often  has  the 
workman,  while  wishing  to  give  additional  ornament  to  his 
work,  destroyed  it ! 

This  !•  Egyptian  work.    How  oft  does  taste, 

Aiming  too  high,  its  toilsome  effort*  waste       W.  8.  B. 

0XY1.     ▲  DXOAXTBB  JOB  BKOW-WATBB. 

You  drink  Spoletine  wine,  or  that  which  has  been  stored 
in  Marsian  cellars.  Of  what  use  to  you  is  the  noble  luxury 
of  iced  water  P 

oxvu.     SHOW. 

To  drink  not  snow,  but  water  iced  with  snow,  is  the  device 
of  ingenious  thirst. 

CM  V  ILL     THB  8AK1. 

Do  not,  my  slave,  mix  the  smoky  wine  of  Marseilles  with 
iced  water,  lest  the  water  cost  you  more  than  the  wine. 

Massilia's  smoke  forbear  with  snow  to  blend : 

Nor  more  on  water,  than  on  wine,  expend*    ISlphmsto*. 

OXIX.     AIT  IABTEEV  XTTBKSIL. 

When  I  have  been  called  for  by  a  snap  of  my  master's 
fingers,  and  the  attendant  has  loitered,  oh  how  often  has  the 
cushion  been  my  rival ! 

1  NimbuM  moms  a  "stem,"  or  « •totm-doad."  The  point  lies  ia 
the  word  also  meaning  a  wine-vessel,  probabty  so  called  from  its  dirk 
colour. 
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CTL      A  SILVM  UOTLS,  OB  SHALL  LADUL 

Though  knights  and  senators  call  me  Upda,  I  am  called 
lingula  by  ignorant  grammarians.1 

OXXI.     A  COCHLEARS*  (SPOQIT). 

I  am  suitable  for  shell-fish,  but  not  less  so  for  eggs.  Fray 
can  yon  tell  why  the  one  has  given  me  a  name  rather  than 
the  other  P 

cm  it.    butgs. 

In  old  times  we  were  frequently,  bnt  now  we  are  rarely, 
presented  to  a  friend.  Happy  the  man  who  has  for  a  friend 
a  knight  whose  fortune  he  has  made  !a 

OlIIII.     A  BUTG-OASB. 

Often  does  the  heavy  ring  slip  off  the  anointed  fingers;  but 
if  you  confide  your  jewel  to  me,  it  will  be  safe. 

oxxrv.    A  TOOA. 

He  who  gave  the  skies  to  his  illustrious  sire,4  made  the 
toga-clad  Bomana  lords  of  the  world. 

OXXV.     THB  SAME. 

If  you  can  reconcile  yourself  to  give  up  tout  morning 
sleep,  you  may,  by  wearing  out  this  toga,  obtain  a  sportula. 

OAJLV1.     A  WABK  CLOAK. 

This  is  a  poor  man's  gift,  but  not  often  a  poor  man's  wear. 
We  send  you  this  cloak  in  place  of  a  mantle. 

OZXVU.     A  BBOWK  CLOAK  OB  CAKUSIAET  WOOL.* 

This  Ganusian  cloak,  in  colour  extremely  like  must,  shall 
be  our  gift  to  thee.    Bejoice!  it  will  not  soon  wear  out. 

1  The  word  is  a  diminutire  from  lingua,  "  a  tongue ;"  but  Ugvia  be- 
came the  prevalent  form  of  it 

•  CooAliart,  from  cochlea,  a  shell,  on  account  of  ita  shape.  Oar  old  tea 
caddy  spoons  were  often  shaped  like  a  cockle-shell. 

1  In  ancient  times  patrons  often  presented  their  clients  with  a  sum  of 
money  to  enable  them  to  purchase  the  equestrian  dignity,  and  wear  the 
ring  of  the  order. 

4  Domitian,  who  deified  Vespasian,  and  built  a  temple  «>  the  Flariaa 
family. 

•  Fzom  Canusia  in  Apulia. 
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0ULV11L.     A    GALLIC  HOOD. 

Gaul  clothes  you  with  to  Santonio1  hood:  it  waa  but 
recently  that  it  clothed  a  monkey.1 

CXXIX.      BIB  CLOAKS  OF  OAKTTSIA1T  WOOL. 

Borne  more  willingly  wean  brown  cloaks ;  Gaul  prefers 
fed,  a  colour  which  pleases  children  and  soldiers. 

OXXX.     A  LBATHXB2T  CLOAK. 

Although  you  begin  your  journey  on  the  finest  of  days 
let  this  leathern  cloak  be  always  at  hand  against  sudden 
showers. 

CXXH.     A  SOABLBT  COAT. 

If  you  belong  to  the  blue  or  the  green  faction,  why  put  on 
scarlet  P  Be  careful,  lest  by  that  proceeding  you  be  reckoned 
a  deserter. 

oxxxn.    ▲  CAP. 

If  I  could,  I  should  have  been  glad  to  send  you  a  whole 
suit ;  as  it  is  I  send  you  only  a  oovering  for  your  head. 

CHIIII.     BABTIO  CLOAKS. 

My  wool  is  not  deceitful,  nor  do  I  change  my  colour  in 
the  dying  vat.  Tyrian  wool  may  please  by  such  means ;  my 
colour  is  that  of  the  sheep  I  clothed. 

My  wool  has  never  known  the  arts  of  Tyre, 

The  sheep  that  bore  it  was  its  only  dyer.       W.  8.  B. 

Fm  what  I  seem ;  not  any  dyer  gave, 

But  nature  dyed  this  colour  that!  haye.       Wright. 

CXXXrV.      A  BBEABT-BASD. 

Breast-band !  confine  the  swelling  bosom  of  my  mistress, 
that  I  may  be  able  to  cover  and  press  it  with  my  hand. 

CXXXV.     A  DDOrBB  DBE88. 

No  law  courts  or  bail  cases  are  known  to  me.  My  duty 
is  to  recline  on  embroidered  couches. 

onxvi.    a  wooLLnr  cloak. 
Fine  smooth  garments  are  of  little  use  in  winter.    My 
shaggy  covering  will  impart  warmth  to  your  under-dress. 

1  From  the  Santones,  a  people  of  GauL 

*  It  resembled  the  abort  coat  sometimes  pot  on  monkeys. 
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cxxxvn.    whit*  wooluot  cloaks. 
We  recommend  ourselves  for  service  in  the  amphitheatre 
wlien  our  white  covering  encompasses  the  chilly  toga. 

01ULV11I.     A  TABU-OOYXB. 

Let  this  woollen  cloth  protect  your  splendid  citron  tablet 
On  mine  a  dish  may  be  placed  without  doing  any  harm. 

OXXXEL     A  LEBUBKIAK  HOOD. 

Yon  did  not  know,  simpleton,  how  to  suit  your  cloak  to 
me.  Yon  put  on  a  white  cloak ;  yon  have  to  take  off  a 
green  one.1 

OIL.     OHJCIAV  BOOKS. 

These  are  not  formed  of  wool,  but  of  the  beard  of  the  fetid 
goat1    You  may  bury  your  foot  in  this  hairy  covering. 

CIU,     A.  8THTHB8TS,  OB  FI8TAI,  BOBS. 

While  your  toga  enjoys  a  rest  of  five  days,'  you  may,  if 
you  please,  make  use  of  this  vestment. 

CTTiTT.     A  MUTFLIB 

I£  with  the  intention  of  reciting,  I  happen  to  present  to 
you  a  little  book,  let  this  muffler  defend  your  ears. 

OXLHL     PATAYTAH  WOOLLBB  6HIBT8. 

The  Patavian  triple  tissue  is  composed  of  many  fleeces ; 
it  is  only  a  saw  that  can  cut  these  thick  shirts. 

CXLTV.     A  spovei. 
Chance  has  given  you  this  sponge,  useful  for  wiping  tables, 
when  it  is  slightly  distended  with  the  water  which  it  imbibes. 

OILY.     A  GLOAE.  OF  LOV0  TTATB. 

Such  is  my  whiteness,  such  the  beauty  of  my  long  hair, 
that  you  would  like  to  wear  me  even  in  the  midst  of  harvest. 

CXLYI.     A  PTLLOW. 

Bub  your  hair  with  the  nard  of  Cosmus,  and  your  pillow 

1  A  portion  of  the  wool  of  the  hood,  which  fell  down  over  the  upper 
pert  of  the  white  cloak,  adhered  to  it,  and  gave  it  something  of  a  green  hue 

*  Prom  CSnvps,  a  river  in  Africa,  on  the  banks  of  which  goats  abounded. 

9  The  fire  days  of  the  Saturnalia,  during  which  the  synthesis  was  won 
instead  of  the  toga.    See  Bp.  72,  79,  etc 
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will  smell  of  it.    When  your  hair  has  lost  the  perfume,  the 
pillow  retains  it 

GXLVXC.     LOXQ-KAXBXD  OOYSSLSTS. 

Tour  woolly  coverlet  is  radiant  with  purple  trimmings ; 
but  what  avails  that,  if  an  old  wife  freezes  you  P 
"Warm  purple  rugs  without,  what  profit  these, 
If  an  old  wife  within  doth  make  thee  frees*  P     Wright 

oxlvhi.    a  pais  or  blabsbts. 
Lest  the  mattress  should  be  too  plainly  Been  on  your 
scantily-covered  couch,  we  two  sisters  come  to  your  aid. 

CXLDL     A  TTJCKBB. 

I  fear  those  whose  development  is  large :  give  me  to  some 
tender  maiden,  that  the  linen  of  which  I  am  formed  may 
delight  in  her  snow-white  charms. 

CL.     AIT  0B1TAMBHTBD  OOVBSLBT. 

The  land  of  Memphis  makes  you  this  present.  The 
Babylonian  needle  is  now  surpassed  by  the  loom  of  the  STOe. 

CLI.     A  WOHAV'8  GIBDLB. 

At  present  I  am  long  enough ;  but  if  you  should  swell  with 
on  agreeable  burden,  I  should  then  prove  too  short  for  you. 

GUI.     A  SQUABS  BUG. 

The  land  of  the  learned  Catullus1  will  supply  you  with 
blankets.    We  are  from  the  region  of  Helicaon? 

clul    ait  apbob. 

Let  the  rich  man  give  you  a  tunic ;  I  can  only  give  you 
an  apron.    If  I  were  a  rich  man,  I  would  give  you  both. 

CLTV.     AMBTHYST-OOLOTTSSD  WOOLS. 

Since  I  am  drunk  with  the  blood  of  the  Sidonian  shell- 
fish, I  do  not  see  why  I  should  be  called  a  sober  wool.* 

1  Verona. 

1  From  Patariiim,  founded  b y  Helicaon,  the  son  of  Antenor.  B.  x.  Ep.  93. 
*  An  allusion  to  the  demation  of  amethystus,  from  a  and  jtdtt*,  because 
it  was  supposed  to  have  the  power  of  preventing  intoxication. 
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CLT.      wuixjs  WOOL. 

Apulia  is  noted  for  fleeces  of  the  first  qnality ;  Parma 
f jr  those  of  the  second.  The  sheep  whose  wool  is  of  the 
third  quality  distinguishes  Altinnm. 

0LTI.     TYBIAK  WOOL. 

I  was  the  present  of  the  shepherd-prince  to  his  Spartan 
mistress.   Her  mother  Leda's  purple  robe  was  inferior  to  me. 

CLVH.     P0LLB9TLRE  WOOL. 

The  territory  of  Pollentia  is  accustomed  to  give  us,  not 
only  wool  of  a  dark  colour,  but  also  cups. 

OLTIH.      THE  SAMS. 

I  am,  it  is  true,  a  sad-ooloured  wool ;  but  suitable1  for 
shorn  attendants,9  such  as  are  not  required  for  the  higher 
offices  of  the  table. 

CLIX.     If ATTBE8B-8T  U  FFiH  OS  OF  LBTJOOBTTJli. 

Is  the  Backing3  uncomfortably  close  to  your  pillow  P  Take 
this  wool  plucked  from  Leuconian4  blankets. 

olx.    oraorrs  stxtpphto. 
The  marsh-reed,  when  cut  up,  is  called  circus-stuffing,  and 
is  what  the  poor  man  buyB  instead  of  Leuconian  stuffing. 

CLXI.     FEATHEBS. 

When  fatigued,  you  may  recline  upon  Amycfoan  feathers, 
which  the  swan's  inner  coat  provides  for  you. 

CLXH.      HAT. 

Let  your  fragile  bed  be  stuffed  with  hay  niched  from  the 
mules.    Pale  care  does  not  visit  hard  couches. 

Stuff  thy  cheap  tick  with  hay,  pale  care  will  fly : 

She  never  doth  upon  a  hard  bed  lie.  Wright. 

1  Schneidewin  reads  neto  ;  we  follow  the  old  reading,  apta. 

1  The  better  class  of  slaves  wore  their  hair  long ;  the  inferior  sort  had 
it  cut  close.    Comp.  B.  viiL  Ep.  51. 

*  Fascia.  Some  strap  by  which  the  pillow  was  buckled  to  the 
couch. 

4  From  the  Lend,  or  Leuconea,  a  people  of  OauL 
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CTiYTTT.     A  BATH  BXLL* 

Gite  up  (playing  with)  the  ball:  the  bell  of  the  warm 
baths  rings.  JPo  you  continue  your  game  P  You  wish,  then, 
for  a  cold  bath  before  you  return  home.1 

OLHY.     A  QUOIT. 

When  the  shining  Spartan  quoit  is  flying  through  the  air, 
keep  *t  a  distance,  children.  Let  it  not  be  fetal  more  than 
it  once  was.1 

OLXT.     A  LTBX. 

The  lyre  restored  Burydke  to  her  bard  (Orpheus) ;  but 
he  lost  her  again  by  his  want  of  self-control  and  his  too  im- 
patient lore. 

clxvl    tea  sua. 
The  lyre,  which  attracted  woods  and  detained  wild  beasts, 
has  often  been  ejected  from  the  theatre  of  Pompey.* 
The  tale  of  Orpheus  is,  I  "re  no  doubt,  true, 
For  stocks  ana  stones  the  harpist  still  pursue.    JF.  &  B. 

CLXTTL     A  QUILL  JO*  THI  LTBI. 

ISiai  an  inflamed  blister  may  not  rise  upon  your  chafed 
thumb,  let  this  white  quill  elicit  the  sound  or  the  gentle  lyre. 

QLXYUL.     A  HOOP. 

Awheel  must  be  protected  (with  a  tirej.  You  make  me  a 
useful  present  It  will  be  a  loop  to  children,  but  to  me  a 
tire  for  my  wheel. 

OLXTI.     THB  8AXB. 

Why  do  these  jingling  rings4  more  about  upon  the  rolling 
wheel  r  In  order  that  the  passers-by  may  get  out  of  the 
waj  of  the  hoop. 

OLXX.  A  GOLDBf  STATUS  OF  YIOTOBT. 

Victory  is  here  presented,  without  the  intervention  of 


poo  opocaae.  op.  «*• 

4  Saudi  rinpweioattwa»d  to  boys' booi»  to  i^^ 
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hasard,  to  him  to  whom  the  Khine  gave  a  true  name.1  8Jave, 
pour  out  ten  cups  of  Falernian.* 

OLXH.     A  SMALL  STATUS  OT  BBTTTUS's  FATOITBIT1. 

Little  as  is  this  statuette,  its  glory  is  by  no  means  incon- 
siderable.   Brutus  set  his  affection  on  this  boy. 

GLXXIL     THB  OOHXSTE1AX  XJ2ABD-8LAYBB. 

a,  treacherous  child,  the  lizard  which  is  crawling  to- 
i  you.    It  is  eager  to  perish  by  your  hands. 

OLXXUX.     A  PIOTTTBB  OF  HTAOHTTHT7S. 

The  young  grandson  of  Oebalus,  at  once  the  shame  and 
the  regret  of  rhoabus,  turns  his  dying  eyes  from  the  cruel 
disc* 

CLXXIY.     A  KABBLX  HBBMAPHBODITB. 

He  entered  the  water  a  male  ;4  he  left  it  both  male  and 
female.  In  one  feature  only  does  he  resemble  his  father;*  in 
every  other  his  mother.9 

CLUT.     A  PIOTTTBB  OF  DA1TAB. 

Why,  O  ruler  of  Olympus,  did  DanaS  receive  pay  from 
thee,if  Leda  granted  thee  ner  favours  for  nothing  P 

OLXXVI.     A  OSBMAJT  XABX. 

I  am  the  fancy  of  the  potter,  the  mask  of  a  red-haired 
Batavian,  This  countenance,  at  which  you  smile,  is  an 
object  of  terror  to  children. 

Work'd  in  red  clay,  a  Dutchman's  phis  am  I  > 

I  more  your  laughter,  but  make  children  cry.     W.  8.  B. 

cmvn.    thb  oobihthiak  heboulbs. 
The  infant  crushes  the  two  snakes  without  turning  his 
eyes  from  them.     Already  might  the  hydra  have  dreaded 
the  tender  hands. 

See  how  the  child  doth  the  two  serpents  tear, 

And  squeeze  out  life !    Hydra  e'en  now  may  fear.    WrigkL 

1  To  Domitian,  surnamed  Germanicna. 

*  Answering  to  the  ten  letters  in  the  name  of  Germanicns.  B.  L  En,  73. 
•SeeEp.  164. 

*  The  fountain  of  SalmacU.    See  Ovid's  Metam.  B.  iv« 
Mercury.  •  Venus. 
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OLXXYm.     A  ZFBBA-00TTA  HMCTTL18. 

lam  fragile;  but  do  not,  I  warn  you,  despise  my  statuette, 
Alcides  blushes  not  to  bear  my  name. 

CLTTTT.     ICDTIBTA  IF  8H.TU. 

Tell  me,  fierce  maiden-goddess,  why,  since  you  have  a  bel- 
met  and  a  spear,  you  have  not  also  an  -ffigis?  "  Caasar  has  it." 
Say,  gallant  maid,  of  helm  and  spear  possest, 
Where  is  thine  JSgisP    Tia  on  Casar'i  breast     Elphin$ton. 

OLXXX.      1UB0PA. 

The  time,  excellent  father  of  the  gods,  when  yon  might 
best  have  changed  yourself  into  a  bull,  was  when  your  Io 
was  a  cow. 

Then,  rather,  Jove,  thould'st  thou  have  chose  to  bee 

A  bull,  when  Io  was  a  cow  for  thee.  May. 

CLXXXL     TFl  MABBL1  LIAVDIB. 

The  daring  Leander  exclaimed  amid  the  swelling  waters : 
"  Drown  me,  ye  waves,  when  I  am  on  my  return." 
Tiros  bold  Leander  cryM  i'th'  swelling  maine, 
Then  drown  me*  waves,  when  I  returne  againe.  May 

Thus  bold  Leander  spake  to  the  swell'd  wave ; 
Spare  me  till  I  return,  be  then  my  grave.  WrighL 

GLUTEI.     A  TEBBA-0OTTA  FIOTBE  OF  A  HTJKOHBAOX. 

Prometheus,  I  should  think,  was  drunk  when  he  gave  such 
a  monster  to  earth.  Even  he  amused  himself  with  Saturoa- 
lian  clay.* 

CLXXXUI.     hoxxb's  "battle  of  the  frogs  akd  mice." 
Bead  of  the  frogs,  Bung  by  the  bard  of  Msxraia,  and  learn 
to  relax  your  brow  with  such  pleasantries  as  mine 

Bead  Homer's  Frogs  and  Mice,  and  when  you've  done, 
Perhaps  you'll  know  how  to  enjoy  my  fun.         W.  &  B. 

OLXXXTV.     A  PARCHMENT  OOFT  OF  HOKEB. 

The  Iliad,  and  the  story  of  Ulysses,  hostile  to  the  kingdom 
of  Priam,  lie  deposited  in  these  many  folds  of  skin. 

*  He  had  hit  Saturnalia  as  well  as  we. 
2s2 
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ctxxxr.    Ynteix's  ".otast." 
Beceive,  studious  reader,  the  "Gnat"  of  the  eloquent 
Virgil,  and  do  not  entirely  reject  drolleries  to  read  "Anna 
virumque  cano." 

OLZXXYI.     YIB0IL  OIT  PABCHHZHT,  WITH  POBTBAIT. 

How  small  a  quantity  of  parchment  hold*  the  great  Maro \ 
His  portrait  ornaments  the  first  page. 

clxxxyh.    hsvajtdib's  "thais." 
In  this  character  did  he  first  satirise  the  free  loves  of 
young  men.    It  waa  not  G-lycere,  but  Thais,  that  was  his 
mistress  in  youth. 

OEXXXVTH.      OIOXBO  OH*  PABCHMMTT. 

If  this  parchment  be  your  companion  on  a  long  journey, 
you  may  imagine  that  you  are  travelling  with  Cicero. 

CLIXlll.     ▲  OOFT  O*  PB0PMTIU8. 

Cynthia,  theme  of  the  youthful  muse  of  the  eloquent  Pro- 
pertius,  has  not  received  more  fame  from  him  than  she  has 
given  in  return. 

CIO.     LITT  nr  ▲  BTS&LE  TOUTMX. 

The  voluminous  Livy,  of  whom  my  bookcase  would  once 
scarcely  have  contained  the  whole,  is  now  comprised  in  this 
small  parchment  volume. 

In  a  small  parchment  see  great  Livy  roll'd ; 

Wfcom  all  my  study  was  too  small  to  hold.     Wright* 

CICT.      SALLUST. 

SaUust,  according  to  the  judgment  of  the  learned,  will  rank 
as  the  prince  of  Boman  historiographers. 

OXCn.      OTID'S  METAMORPHOSIS  OK  PABOHMIHT. 

This  inass,  which,  as  you  see,  consists  of  a  great  number 
of  leaves,  contains  fifteen  books  of  the  verses  of  Naso. 

CXCTTI.     TTBX7LLT7B. 

The  playful  Nemesis  consumed  with  love  the  amorous  TU 
bullus,  whom  it  delighted  to  be  a  cipher  in  his  own  house.1 
1  Ula  regat  cunctos,  illi  tint  omnia  corn, 

Et  juisi  in  tota  me  nihil  esse  domo.— TOW*.  I  5. 
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cicrr .    LucAir. 
There  are  tome  who  nj  that  I  am  not  a  poet  j  bat  the 
bookseller,  who  sells  me,  thinks  that  I  am. 

People  thflfe  tie  who  say  lh*  not  a  poet, 
Nottothebooluellert,--tndtheythoTildknowit    W.S.B. 

CXCV.      CATULLUS. 

Great  Verona  owea  as  much  to  her  Catullus,  as  little 
Hantoa  owea  to  her  Virgil. 

OZCTI.     OALYUS'  POIM  OW  WABM  AJTO  COLD  SPBXFOS. 

This  paper,  which  tells  yon  of  the  virtues  and  names  of 
water,  deserves  to  be  set  afloat  on  the  waters  it  describes. 
The  verts,  that  dsrei  the  various  streams  to  limn, 
Had  better  down  her  fsVrite  waters  swim.       Blpkintto*. 

CXCTCL     JfWIXW  HULB8. 

From  these  mules  you  need  not  fear  a  fall ;  you  often  sit 
higher  on  the  ground. 

Von  need  not  fear  a  fall  from  my  low  mule ; 

Vou  almost  higher  sit  when  earth's  your  stooL     Wright 

CXCVUI.  A  GALLIC  PUPPY. 

If  you  wish  to  hear  all  the  pretty  tricks  of  the  little  puppy, 
a  whole  page  would  not  suffice  for  me  to  enumerate  them. 

cxcix.    ▲  JKHjnrr. 
This  small  horse,  who  picks  up  his  swift  hoofs  in  such 
regular  time,  is  an  Asturian,  and  comes  from  the  gold* 
producing  regions. 

OC.     THE  OBBYHOUHD.1 

The  active  greyhound  hunts  not  for  himself  but  for 
his  master,  and  win  bring  you  the  hare  unhurt  in  his  teeth. 

1  AH  the  Latin  Dictionaries  interpret  Vmtmgm  at  s  gnphmmd,  but  Mr. 
Amos  translates  vmrtmgm  mem  as  a  keen  tumbler,  and  refers  for  his  ao- 
thoritr  to  Dr.  Nash's  commentary  on  the  following  lines  in  Bailor's 
Hudibras:-— • 

M  Like  a  hmbkr  that  does  play 

His  game  and  looks  another  way." 

We  giro  the  note  as  it  stands  in  Boon's  edition  of  Hndibras,  page  96,  and 

leave  the  reader  to  determine.    M  A  dog,  called  by  the  Latins  Vtrtsgw, 

that  rolls  himself  in  a  heap,  and  tumbles  over,  disguising  his  shape  and 
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OCT.     THB  ITBBSTXSB. 

I  do  not  like  him  for  conquering,  but  for  knowing  how  to 
succumb,  and  still  more  for  having  learned  the  art  of  retriev- 
ing himself. 

ecu.    SHB  api. 

I  am  an  ape,  cunning  in  avoiding  the  darts  hurled  at  me. 
Had  I  a  tail,  I  should  be  a  cercopMecui.1 

OCm.     A  FIMAX1  3UHC1B  OF  CADIZ. 

Tarn  tremulum  crissat,  tarn  blandum  prurit,  ut  ipeum 
Masturbatorem  fecerit  Hippolytum. 

Salteggia  oon  d  minuto  tremito,  ed  eocita  oon  tanta  lusinga,  die 
Ippolito  stetso  si  masturberebbe*  GrogUeu 

00TV.      CYMBALS. 

The  brazen  instruments,  which  lament  the  love  of  the 
Phrygian  mother,*  are  often  sold  by  her  hungry  priest. 

OCT.      THE  7AT0UUTS. 

Mine  be  a  favourite  whose  delicate  skin  is  due  to  tender 
youth,  and  not  to  art ;  for  whose  sake  no  maiden  may  be 
pleasing  in  my  eyes. 

oon.    thi  obstits. 
Bind  upon  thy  neck,  child,  this  cestus,  which  is  love  itself 
warm  from  the  bosom  of  Venus. 

CCVTI.     SHB  BAJO. 

Take  this  cestus,  steeped  in  the  nectar  of  Cytherea ;  a 
cincture  which  kindled  love  in  Jupiter. 

OCTm.      A  BHOBT-HAHD   WHITM. 

Though  your  words  run  swiftly,  the  hand  is  swifter  still. 
The  hand  has  recorded  before  the  tongue  has  uttered* 
The  swifter  hand  doth  the  swift  words  out-nra : 
Before  the  tongue  hath  spoke  the  hand  hath  done.     Wrighi. 

-notion*  till  he  is  near  enough  to  his  object  to  seise  it  by  a  sadden  spring 
The  tumbler  was  generally  used  in  hunting  rabbits.  See  Cains  de  Canibui 
BritanmcU  (Kay,  on  Engliahe  Dogges,  am. 4to,  Lond.  1576),  and  Martial, 
lib.  xiv.  Epig.  200. 
1  A  tailed  monkey.  9  Cybele. 
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Swift  though  the  words,  the  pen  itflj  swifter  sped} 

The  pen  has  finish'd  e'er  the  tongue  has  said.         Melmoth. 

ocn.     a  SKILL. 
Let  the  Egyptian  papyrus  be  made  smooth  by  the  marine 
shell ;  and  the  pen  will  then  speed  along  without  inter- 
ruption. 

ccx.    the  Burrooir, 
His  folly  is  not  feigned,  or  assumed  by  cunning  art.  Who- 
ever is  not  more  than  wise  enough,  is  wise. 
A  modest  folly  may  for  wisdome  go  j 
And  he's  less  wise  that  would  seex  more  than  so.  Wright. 

ecu.    a  simp's  hxad. 
Tou  have  cut  the  soft  neck  of  the  Phrixean  husband  of 
the  flock.1    Did  he,  who  gave  you  your  clothing,  cruel  man, 
deserve  ibis  P 

Tou  the  Phryxean  beast  do  kill  \  yet  he 

DiaroVd  himself  to  dress  ungrateful  thee.        Wright. 

COXII.     A  DWARF. 

If  you  look  only  at  the  head  of  the  man,  tou  might  fancy 
him  to  be  Hector ;  if  you  see  him  on  his  legs,  you  would 
think  him  Astyanax. 

Whom  for  his  head  you  Hector  think,  you  11  call 
Hector's  young  son,  when  you  perceive  how  talL     Wright. 

OCXm.     A  SMALL  SHIELD. 

This,  which  is  wont  often  to  be  beaten,*  but  rarely  to  beat, 
will  be  a  small  shield  to  you,  but  would  be  a  large  one  for  a 
dwarf. 

ccxrv.    Yorae  comxdiaks. 

No  one  of  that  troop  will  be  the  MiaotfUroc  (hated  one)  ; 
but  every  one  is  ready  to  be  Ale  itawar&y  (the  double  de- 
ceiver).* 

ccxr.     a  CLASP. 

Tell  me,  clasp,  frankly,  of  what  advantage  are  you  to 
actresses  and  lute-players  ?    To  enhance  their  favours. 

1  A  ram  such  ss  that  which  carried  Phrizus. 

*  Because  the  gladiators,  called  parmutam,  or  shield-bearers,  were  dis* 
ccuraged  by  Domitian.       *  The  names  of  two  of  Meaaoder's  comudie* 
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ocxtl    ▲  hawk, 
He  used  to  prey  upon  birds ;  now  he  is  the  servant  of  the 
bird-catcher,  and  deoeives  birds,  repining  that  they  are  not 
caught  for  himself. 

Whilom  his  own,  and  now  the  fowler's  thief: 

To  swoop,  not  for  himself  is  all  his  grie&    Jflpkinsto*. 

ocith.    a  casbbsb. 
Tell  me  how  many  there  are  of  you,  and  at  what  price  you 
wish  to  dine.    Not  a  word  more;  dinner  is  ready  for  you. 
Tour  ordinary  and  number  name}  what  is  1  ? 
Not  a  word  more  j  your  supper's  drast  and  diaht    JTnyai. 

cexrm.    nona  fob  BiBD-OAXOHnre. 
The  bird  is  deceived,  not  by  the  rods  only,  but  also  by 
the  song,  while  the  reed1  is  stealthily  stretched  out  by  the 
concealed  hand. 

com.    ▲  bullock's  hbabt. 
As  you,  a  poor  lawyer,  write  Tones  that  bring  you  no 
profit,  accept  a  heart  similar  to  your  own. 

ocxx.     *HB  COOK. 
Art  alone  is  not  enough  for  a  cook.    I  do  not  like  nry 
palate  to  be  his  slave;  the  cook  should  hare  the  taste  of  his 
master. 

A  cook  should  double  one  sense  hare :  for  he 
Shouldtaster  for  himselfsnd  master  be.  WrigkL 

ccxn.    ▲  obibibow  ato  spit. 
Let  your  slim  gridiron  be  greased  with  the  crescent-ahaped 
steak.    Let  the  roaming  boar  smoke  upon  the  long  spit. 

0<:iIIT.      SHB  OOJTFIOTIOVBB. 

That  hand  will  construct  for  you  a  thousand  sweet  figures 
of  art;  for  it  the  frugal  bee  principally  labours. 

CCmn.      BICH  BBBAKFASTS. 

Bise ;  the  baker  is  already  selling  breakfasts  to  the  chil- 
dren; and  the  crested  birds  of  dawn  are  crowing  on  all  side* 

*  Awodoorawdwitabird-Ume. 
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"Whet  asked  what  are  my  employments  while  living  in 
the  country,  I  answer  briefly  thus :  At  dawn  I  address  my 
prayer  to  the  gods;  I  Tint  my  slayes  and  my  fields,  and 
allot  to  my  people  each  his  due  portion  of  work.  Then  I 
read,  and  invoke  Phoebus,  and  solicit  the  Moses.  Next  I 
anoint  myself  with  olire  oil,  and  take  gentle  exercise  in  the 
palestra;  at  peace  in  mind,  and  free  from  interest-bearing 
debts.  Then  1  dine,  drink,  sing,  play,  bathe,  sup,  and  go  to 
bed ;  while  my  little  lamp  consumes  its  modicum  of  ofl, 
and  furnishes  these  trifles  elaborated  by  the  aid  of  the 
muses  at  night. 

When  to  my  farm  retired,  how  I  do  lire 

If  any  ask,  this  short  account  I  give: 

The  gods  at  the  first  light  I  do  adore; 

And  place  this  care,  all  other  caret  before. 

My  grounds  I  risit  then,  and  serrants  call, 

And  their  just  tasks  I  do  impose  on  alL 

I  study  next,  rouse  my  poetic  vein, 

My  body  then  anoint,  and  gently  attain 

"With  some  meet  exercise;  exult  in  mind 

At  erery  torn,  myself  both  free  to  find 

From  crimes  and  debts:  last,  I  bathe,  sup,  laugh,  drink 

Jest,  sing,  rest,  and  on  all  that  passes,  think. 

A  little  lamp  the  while  sends  forth  a  ray, 

Which  to  my  nightly  studies  makes  a  day.     Anon.  1699. 
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n. 

Varufl  happened  lat&y  to  ask  me  to  sapper ;  the  appoint- 
ments were  splendid,  the  sapper  itself  was  paltry.  The  table 
was  laden  with  golden  dishes,  not  with  meats ;  the  servants 
placed  before  us  plenty  to  delight  the  eye,  but  very  little  to 
satisfy  the  appetite.  I  then  observed :  "  I  came  to  feed,  not 
my  eyes,  but  my  stomach;  either  place  food  before  me, 
Varus,  or  take  away  your  rich  service." 

Varus  did  lately  me  to  supper  call, 
The  table  sumptuous  was,  the  supper  small ; 
Loaden  it  was  with  weight  of  gold,  not  meat; 
Much  to  be  seen  was  served,  little  to  eat ; 
Varus,  our  mouths,  not  eyes,  to  feast  we're  here  j 
Take  hence  thy  plate,  or  fill 't  with  better  cheer. 

Jmm.lW6 

With  lace  bedizen'd  comes  her  man, 

And  I  must  dine  with  Lady  Anne  j 

A  silver  service  loads  the  board  j 

Of  eatables  a  slender  hoard. 

"  Tour  pride,  and  not  your  victuals,  spare : 

I  came  to  dine,  and  not  to  stare.19  Dr.  EoadUj. 


m. 

You  ran  about,  Ponticus,  incessantly,  from  one  great 
man's  house  to  another,  and  leave  no  spot  untrodden:  the 
objects  at  which  you  aim,  Ponticus,  are  great ;  you  are  a 
great  man.  Whatever  you  do,  Ponticus,  you  do  without  wit- 
ness, without  noise;  you  admit  few  persons,  Ponticus,  into 
your  confidence ;  you  are  a  cautious  man.  Nature  made  yon, 
Ponticus,  remarkable  for  good  looks ;  you  would  have  been 
worthy  of  Helen,  Ponticus;  you  are  a  handsome  man. 
With  your  voice,  Ponticus,  you  could  have  moved  adamant, 
it  sounds  sweetly,  Ponticus,  you  are  a  sweet  man.  Thus 
is  it  you  deceive  others,  Ponticus,  thus  it  is  you  deceive 
even  yourself.  Will  you  have  me  say  the  truth,  Ponticus  t 
You  are  no  man  at  all. 
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if.    ov  ▲  woimr  oi  mrpLiASiKG  oommnmroi. 

Ton  are  pleasing*  when  felt;  yon  are  pleasing,  when 
heard;  if  not  seen,  yon  are  altogether  pleasing;  if  seen, 
you  please  in  no  way  whatever. 

Whilst  in  the  dark  on  thy  soft  hand  I  hung, 
And  heard  the  tempting  siren  in  thy  tongue, 
What  flames,  what  darts,  what  anguish  I  endured! 
But  when  the  candle  enteriL  1  was  cured. 

Spectator,  No.  62. 

T.     Oir  MILO. 

^  Mflo  is  not  at  home :  Mflo  haying  gone  abroad,  his  fields 
lie  fallow ;  his  wife  however  is  none  the  less  productive. 
The  reason  why  his  fields  are  sterile,  and  his  wife  fruitful,  I 
will  tell  you :  his  field  receives  no  attention,  his  wife  much. 

Milo  abroad,  one  wonder  all  declare: 

His  lands  lie  Mow,  yet  his  wife  can  bear. 

The  contrast  strange  some  deep  diviners  scan : 

She  has,  tho*  they  have  not,  a  husbandman.    Elphindm. 

TL     THE  PUKISKICiKT  07  ▲  PLAT**. 

A  well-fed  player  was  guilty  of  an  offence  against  pro- 
priety, before  the  statue  of  Jupiter ;  as  a  punishment,  Ju- 
piter enjoined  that  he  should  live  at  his  own  expense. 

TIL     OK  JlH  HCPVDXKT  ILLS. 

Ton  say  that  you  have  the  mouth  of  your  uncle,  the 
nose  and  eyes  of  your  father,  and  the  gait  of  your  mother. 
Since  you  thus  represent  your  family,  and  there  is  no. part 
in  your  body  but  attests  it,  pray  tell  me,  whose  face  nave 
you? 

You  say,  ycnr  nose  and  eyes  your  father's  are : 
Tour  mouth  your  grandsire's,  with  your  mother's  air. 
Since  every  part  hath  got  some  stamp  upon  1; 
Pray,  tell  us,  if  you  can,  who  is  your  front       2Z*y. 
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Tin.     TO  1LLTTUS. 


He  who  is  denied,  when  yon  knock  at  his  door,  know  you 
not  what  lie  says  P    u  I  am  asleep  to  you,  Mattue." 

He  who  denies  himself  at  home,  you  see, 

Mattus,  doth  say,  "lam  asleep  to  thee."     Wright. 

DL    TO  ULO. 

Frankincense,  pepper,  dresses,  silver,  cloaks,  gems,  you 
are  accustomed,  Hilo,  to  sell,  and  the  buyer  carries  them  off 
with  him.  Traffic  in  your  wife  is  more  profitable ;  for,  though 
iften  sold,  she  never  leaves  the  seller,  or  lessens  his  store. 

The  spice,  clothes,  plate,  and  jewels,  which  each  day 
By  you  axe  sold,  the  buyer  bears  away. 
But  your  wife's  merchandise  yields  greater  gain, 
Which  you  so  often  seD,  yet  still  retain*  -Hbjf. 

You  sell  your  wife's  rich  jewels,  lace  and  clothes : 

The  price  once  paid,  away  the  purchase  goes : 

But  she  a  better  bargain  proves,  Fm  tola : 

Still  sold  returns,  and  still  is  to  be  sold.        Dr.  Moadfy. 

X.     TO  THB  YOUKCt. 

Learn,  young  man,  how  with  eloquence  to  plead  your  cause, 
that  you  mar  be  your  own  defender,  guard,  and  support.  I 
would  hot  that  fortune  should  place  me  in  the  highest  or  in 
the  lowest  rank,  but  that  she  should  assign  to  me  the  middle 
walk  of  life.  Envy  besets  those  in  high  places,  oppression 
those  who  are  needy;  how  happy  does  he  live,  who  is  free 
from  both.  What  nature  denies,  industry  may  accord  $  rarely 
do  the  rich  attain  the  blessings  which  are  allotted  to  the 
poor.  O  ye  young  men,  who  rejoice  in  a  time  of  life  apt  for 
study,  learn ;  years  pass  away  like  running  water.  Do  not, 
while  you  have  the  opportunity  of  learning,  waste  your  days, 
ye  docile  youths,  in  idle  pursuits ;  neither  the  running  water 
nor  the  fleeting  hour  ever  returns.  Let  youth  ripen  in  the 
study  of  Virtue,  thai  life  may  pass  with  well-merited  esteem 
and  honour. 
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XL     TO  SOXTOLA. 

ScsTOtt,  vou  diije  with  every  one,  bat  no  one  with  you ; 

Su  drain  the  wine  cups  of  others;  bat  no  one  drains  fours, 
ther  make  a  return,  or  oeaae  to  court  invitations ;  it  is  dis- 
graceful always  to  receive  and  never  to  give. 

XXX.     TO  AUOTTTS. 

Ton  expect  from  us  Auctus,  that  love  which  you  accord 
to  no  one;  you  expect  from  us  that  confidence  which  you 
repose  in  no  one.  Ton  expect  from  us  honour  which  you 
have  not  earned.  It  is  remarkable  that  one  who  grants  no- 
thing himself  should  ask  so  much  from  others. 

xm.    oh  philus. 

Phflua  has  fine  mantles,  and  encircles  his  fingers  with 
gold  rinps;  and  yet  Philus  is  poorer  than  a  pauper.  He 
has  Tynan  cloaks,  mules,  beasts  of  burden,  clients;  and 
yet  Inilus  is  poorer  than  a  pauper.  Philus  has  halls 
furnished  with  royal  magnificence ;  and  yet  Philus  is 
poorer  than  a  pauper.  He  is  hungry  and  thirsty,  though 
surrounded  with  gold  and  clad  in  stately  robes  of  purple, 
he  is  nevertheless  hungry  and  thirsty.  That  the  pangs  of 
hunger  visit  him,  is  told  by  his  paleness  and  thinness ;  yet 
his  golden  bulla  would  indicate  that  the  pangs  of  hunger 
are  unknown  to  him.  Shall  the  unhappy  man,  then,  be- 
come a  slave  for  bread  P  His  golden  Dulla  prevents  him 
from  being  a  slave.  Or  j£  with  suppliant  prayer,  he  asks  any 
favour,  his  silken  robe  is  an  obstacle  to  success.  That  he 
may  not  perish,  then,  let  him  become  poor  instead  of  rich 
for,  if  he  oecame  poor,  he  might  become  richer. 

zrv.    to  AVLxra. 

Neither  your  birth,  nor  your  good  looks,  nor  the  dignity 
ofyour  rank,  nor  the  respectability  of  your  character,  Aulus, 
will  profit  you  in  the  least ;  for  being  poor,  you  will  always 
be  poor;  and  you  will  be  enrolled  in  the  lowest  of  the  low* 
est  class. 
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IV.     TO  MGULTTS. 

Begulus,  Hermagoras  saya  that  we  moat  not  please  every* 
body.    Choose  out  of  the  many  whom  you  would-  pleaae. 

XVI.     TO  AULICU8. 

Ton  give  me  much,  Aulicus;  I  fear  that  you  will  expect 
much  in  return.  I  had  rather  that  you  would  not  give,  if 
you  look  for  a  return. 

xvn.    to  OEEMAjnoirs. 

Tou  raise  your  voice,  Oermanicua,  in  the  strife,  that  jour 
furious  tones  may  give  utterance  to  the  fury  of  your  mini 

inn.     TO  BABBITS. 

Every  friend  loves,  but  not  every  one  that  loves  is  a  friend. 
But  whomsoever  you  love,  Bassus,  be  also  a  friend  to  him. 

XIX.      TO  TUBGTDUS. 

You  prolong  your  dinner,  Turgidus,  till  nightfall ;  your  sup- 
per  till  day-break ;  and  you  drench  yourself  day  and  night 
with  all  kinds  of  wine.  And  although  you  study  appear- 
ances, you  decline  to  marry ;  and  you  give  as  your  reason  for 
declining,  "A  chaste  life  pleases  me."  You  lie,  Turgidus; 
yours  is  not  chaste  life.  Would  you  have  me  tell  you  what 
a  chaste  life  is  P    Moderation. 

XX.      OK  CHLOE. 

You  long  for  a  wanton  Ganymede ;  you  are  the  toy  of 
any  one ;  you  overcome  even  the  chastest  with  desire.  Many 
an  adulterer  meanwhile  haunts  your  threshold;  you  listen 
to  any  offer ;  how  general  is  your  taste !  I  should  willingly 
have  called  you  Demophile,  had  not  your  mother  chosen  to 
call  you  Chloe.    She  is  wrong  and  she  is  right. 

XXI.      TO  LAIS. 

Lais,  most  beauteous  of  women,  whenever  I  ask  you  the 
price  of  your  charms,  you  forthwith  demand  a  great  talent.  1 
do  not  buy  repentance,  Lais,  at  so  high  a  price. 
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ZZII.     TO  XA.GBIOT8. 


Ton  used  to  say,  Macrinus,  that  men  never  died  of  modi* 
rooms.  But  mushrooms  have  at  last  been  the  cause  of  your 
death. 


XXm.      TO  TBBB0KTJ8. 

Tbu  will  be  steward,  Trebonus,  for  a  long  time,  since  you 
are  .so  skilled  in  multiplying  a  single  hare.  A  hare  is 
scarcely  sufficient  for  one  nerson ;  but  you,  by  your  skill  in 
preserving  an  old  hare,  make  it  do  duty  for  a  thousand. 

ULLV.      OK  8A.TIBI. 

The  Poet,  who  has  everywhere  seized  the  useful  and  pre- 
sented it  with  the  agreeable,  is  everywhere  mentioned  with 
praise  in  the  well-known  page.  Hun,  I  would  follow  at  a 
distance,  lightly  touching  on  matters  both  serious  and  sport- 
ive, nay,  I  would  even  furnish  sport,  while  treating  on  seri- 
ous matters.1  I  proposed  to  sketch,  with  a  dash  of  colour, 
certain  traits  of  character;  if  I  earn  at  others,  I  alas 
carp  at  myself.  There  is  no  malice  or  ill-nature,  no  spiteful 
attempts  at  a  grin ;  I  laugh  at  myself,  and  I  laugh  at  others. 
I  laugh  at  myself  as  well  as  others,  that  no  one  may  laugh 
at  me.  The  ill-natured  carper  delights  in  repeated  attacks ; 
and  contrives  that  he  who  has  been  satirized  once  should 
be  satirized  three  or  four  times.  But  I  am  unwilling  that 
any  serious  consequence  should  attach  itself  to  those  whom 
I  have  satirized;  let  the  cause  and  its  effect  be  forgotten 
together. 

XXV.     TO  GALLTJ8. 

I  now  know,  Gallus,  why  you  avoid  the  society  of  ladies, 
your  purse  is  full  of  wind,  not  of  coin.    But  if  your  flesh 

1  Schneidwm  has, 

Quod  sequor  a  longe  cam  ludis  seria  libans, 
Imd  parem  ludoa  seria  notificans. 
Of  which  no  seme  can  be  made.    Possibly  the  lines  should  be, 

Hone  [nempe  Horatinm]  sequor  et  longe,  cum  ludis  seria  libans, 
Imd  parem  ludos  seria  notificans. 
Bnt  the  text  of  the  whole  Epigram  is  so  corrupt,  that  it  is  useless  to 
think  of  amending  it    It  should  nerer  hare  been  attached  to  the  works  ot 
Martial  i  and  the  same  may  be  said  of  those  that  follow. 
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does  not  sin,  your  mind,  my  friend,  defiles  itself;  your  de- 
votion to  the  pleasures  of  the  table  is  sufficient  to  con- 
vict you  of  want  of  self-control.  Your  stomachy  I  sup- 
pose, has  resolved  to  empty  your  purse ;  under  its  influence 
you  will  always  be  a  poor  man.  Yet  jn  this  way,  Gallus, 
yon  may  certainly  secure  peaceful  slumbers,  and  set  thieves 
at  defiance.    Your  stomacn  takes  care  of  all  your  money. 

XXVI.     TO  OLATJOTJS. 


You  have  a  horse  that  wants  barley,  Glaucus,  a  slave  that 
wants  clothes,  and  a  house  that  wants  a  broom.  Your  hack 
is  dirty  and  thin,  and  your  servants'  bones  are  stiff;  disgust- 
.ng  dirt  defiles  your  dwelling.  Your  horse  no  longer  obeys 
the  spur,  *  *  •  *  your  house  is  entered  only  on  rare  oc- 
casions. *  *  *  *  Ho  poverty  or  needy  toil  compels  you  to 
live  thus.  The  sheep  gives  you  a  fleece,  clothe  your  slave 
with  it ;  the  field  gives  you  oats,  let  your  hone  taste  them; 
bid  farewell  to  dirt,  and  sweep  your  house. 

JUL  Til. 

That  the  cock  might  not  suffer  in  plumpness  from  amor- 
ous excesses,  he  is  converted  into  a  capon.  After  this,  he  is 
brought  up  in  darkness,  while  a  kind  hand  provides  him  with 
corn,  and  his  crop,  purged  with  myrtle,  is  crammed  to  fatten 
him.    How  ingenious  is  luxury  1 
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Abolla,  the,  372. 

Acerra,  on,  38. 

JEtulanus,  to,  295. 

iEgle,  on,  62,  72. 

<filia,to,  34. 

Alius,  to,  72. 

jEmilian  way,  132. 

iEmilianus,  to,  50, 262. 

JEmilius,  on,  554. 

Aschvras,  to,  395,429. 

JSsculapius,  to,  on   the   hair   of 

Earinus,400. 
^Ethiopians  at  Borne,  4. 
Ae'thon,  on,  579. 
Afer,  to,  193,  214,  296,  404;  the 

husband  of  an  ugly  wife,  490; 

on,  563. 
Afra,  on,  75. 
Africanus,  on,  549. 
Agathinns,  a  juggler,  to,  412. 
Agrippa,  area  and  portico  o£  139 

note. 
Aland*,  to,  671. 
Alban  wine,  602. 
Albula,  notice  of,  29  rf  not$. 
Aicimus,  on,  68. 
Alis,  modesty  of,  40. 
Almo,  on,  493. 
Alpha  of  cloaks,  235. 
Altumm  and  Aquileia,  to  the  banks 

of  the,  188. 
Amazonicus,  on,  196. 
Amillns,  on,  333. 
Ammiamts,  on,  87 ;  to,  96 ;  on  his 

drinking  bad  wine,  302. 
Amorous,  to,  576. 
Amphitheatre,  on  the,  1,  3;  seats 

at  the,  224,  514. 
Ampulla,  an,  618. 
Amyclean  dye,  361. 
Amyntas,  a  swineherd,  518. 
Andragoratj  on,  285. 
2t 


Andromeda,  18. 

Annius,  on,  327. 

Ant,  on  an,  enclosed  in  amber,  26& 

Antenor,  city  of,  63. 

Antiochus,   the    unskilful  barber, 

535. 
Antiope,  the  courtesan,  71. 
Antipathy,  expression  of,  39. 
Antipolitan  tunny,  218. 
Antique  rases,  foolish  admiration 

of,  352, 
Antiques  of  Rome,  352. 
Antistius  Rusticus,  death  o(  408. 
Antonius  Primus,  on,  457. 
Antulla,  on  the  tomb  of,  82,  83. 
Anxur  (Terradna),  473,  476. 
Ape,  the,  630. 
Aper,  to,  454 ;  on,  515,  558;  sober 

when  poor,  inebriated  when  rich, 

577. 
Aphronitrum,  612. 
Apollinaris,  on  his  book  being  sent 

to,  217;  to,  on  the  charms  of 

Formic,  460. 
Apollo,  to,  39,  198 ;  on  the  anni- 
versary  of   Lucan's   birth-day, 

314;  to,  that  Stella  may  haye 

the  consulship,  414.. 
Apollo  and  the  Muses,  97. 
Apollodorus,  birth-place  of,  57;  a 

person  of  weak  memory,  on,  232. 
Apona,  the  birth-place  of  Liry, 

Flaccus,  &c,  57. 
Aponus,  spring  o£  280. 
Apricius,  on,  120, 140;  to,  168. 
Apricots,  Persian,  593. 
Apron,  an,  623. 
Apulia,  land  of,  109. 
Aquinus  and  Fabricius,  on,  71. 
Arabirus  at  Rome,  4. 
Arcadia,  18. 
Arena,  on  a  spectacle  in  the,  76 
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Aretulla,  on  the  dcnre  of,  363. 
Argiletum,  a  place  of  business  in 

Rome,  25,  83. 

five  colonists,  domains  of  the. 


Argo,  on  a  fragment  of  the  ship,  312. 

Argynnus,  to,  310. 

Aricia,  town  o£  97  noU. 

Arretine  pots,  52. 

Airia  and  Psitas,  on,  30. 

Artemidorus,  the  pancratiast,  296 ; 
to,  378;  on  his  unsuccessfully 
sacrificing  to  the  Graces,  242; 
on,  402. 

Asparagus,  590. 

Asper,  on,  373. 

Atestinus,  the  lawyer,  146. 

Athenagoras,  on,  440. 

Atilius,  to,  on  Panlns  feigning  sick- 
ness, 436. 

Atrectns,  the  bookseller,  83. 

Attains,  a  busy-body,  65;  to,  89, 193. 

Attic  honey,  601. 

Atticilla,  to,  580. 

Atticus,  to,  commending  his  exer- 
cise in  the  race,  319;  on  Marcos 
Antonius,  442. 

Attis,  the  beloTed  of  Cybele,  127 
note. 

Auctioneer,  on  an,  66 ;  a  success- 
ful lorer,  266. 

Auctus,  to  402,  550,  637. 

Aufidia,  the  mistress  of  Saerinus, 
165. 

Augustus,  task  of;  19. 

Aulices,  to,  63. 

Aulus,  to,  236,  297,  310,  380, 434, 
516,  567,  637;  on  Sextilianus, 
285. 

Aulus  Pudens,  39;  to,  286, 309. 

Author,  his  address  to  the  reader, 
showing  where  his  books  may  be 
purchased,  24;  to  his- book,  24; 
in  want  of  a  cloak,  298. 

Authors,  celebrated,  on  the  coun- 
tries of,  57;  poor  remuneration 
of,  431. 

Ararice,  folly  of,  370. 

Araricious  friend,  to  an,  214 

ATernus,  waters  of,  57. 

Aritus,  to,  32,  299  392  495, 498. 


Baby  .on,  1. 

Baccara,  on,  287, 522;  to,  345. 

Bacchus,  triumphs  of,  360. 

Back-scratcher,  a,  615. 

Bad  couple,  to  a,  365. 

Bartic  cloaks,  621. 

Barticus,  to,  167, 168 

Betis,  to  the  riyer,  586. 

Baie,  57,  281,  205,  538;  baths  o( 
280,  281. 

Baian  farm  of  Faustmus,  156. 

Balbus,  101. 

Baldness,  246. 

Balm,  612. 

Banquet,  the  poet's  preparation  for 
a,  471. 

Barbara,  explanation  of,  1  note. 

Barber's  instruments,  609. 

Barbers,  Roman,  285,  341. 

Barley,  589. 

Basket,  a,  617. 

Bassa,  to,  45, 178;  on,  70. 

Bassus,  to,  42, 167,  586,  638;  oa 
the  country-house  of  Faustmus, 
156 ;  on  his  pretending  to  be  a 
knight,  233 ;  a  writer  of  trage- 
dies, 249;  on,  153, 442. 

Bath  bell,  a,  625. 

Baths  of  Tarious  indiriduals,  94; 
of  Agrippa  and  of  Titus,  145: 
of  Etxuscus,  280 ;  at  Cuma  and 
Bale,  280. 

Bazaars  of  Rome,  423,  424,  488. 

Bean-flour,  612. 

Beans,  588;  Egyptian,  595. 

Bear,  entangled  in  bird-lime,  9; 
tossed  by  a  rhinoceros,  15. 

Beard,  ceremony  on  first  cutting 
the,  134  noU;  to  one  who  arrang- 
ed it  in  three  different  wsjs,  372. 

Beau,  epigram  on  a,  160. 

Beautiful  domain,  to  the  possessor 
of  a,  566. 

Beauty,  without  chastity,  375. 

Bee,  on  a,  enclosed  in  anrber,  192. 

Beestings,  592. 

Beet,  589. 

Begging  incendiary,  154. 

Belt,  use  of  the,  609. 

Beta  of  togas,  235. 

Bilbilia,  notices  of;  49,  203  j  townc, 


TBDMX* 


648 


j  and  riven  near,  49 ; 
proud  of  Licinianus,  57;  the 
poet'aaddress  to  his  fellow-towns- 
men off  498* 

Bird-eaftdting,  rods  for,  632. 

Bird-lime,  bear  entangled  in  the,  9. 

Birth-day  of  Cesar,  177. 

Birth-day  of  Domitian,  177 :  to  his, 
572  ait. 

Biscuit,  p******^  613. 

Bithymcua,  to,  99,  397,  580;  on 
—  -   -       284. 


Bladder  loot-ball,  610. 

Bhssus,  the  notary,  367. 

Blankets,  a  pair  of;  623. 

Boar,  female,  that  brought  forth 
young  in  ooneeqnence  of  a  wound, 
10  6u,  11. 

Boaster,  to  a,  365. 

Boletaria,  617. 

Bononia,159. 

Book,  Martial's  addreaeea  to  hia,  24, 
131, 132, 133, 217, 219, 342, 347, 
349,499,500,545,546;  Cesar's 
favourable  opinion  on,  sought  for, 
26;  the  emperor's  reply,  26; 
i  on  his,  47, 506 ;  lnstruc- 


i  to  his,  on  sending  it  to  Pro- 
coins,  60;  on  sending  one  to  Be- 
gulus,  81 ;  recommends  Luper- 
cus  to  purchase  it,  83 ;  address 
to  Ms,  85;  to  Serena  on  his 
sending  one  which  was  unac- 
knowledged, 218 ;  on  presenting 
it  to  Domitian,  220,  228;  on 
presenting  it  to  Arcanus,  386; 

'  addresi  of  the,  to  the  reader,  445; 
on  publishing  a  second  edition  of 
the,  445;  sent  to  Pliny  the 
younger,  455. 

Book-csse,609. 

Book-covering,  a  wooden  one,  615. 

Books,  good,  bad,  and  indifferent, 
32, 33;  on  Domitian'*  admiration 
of  his,  189;  on  a  present  of,  tc 
Varro,237;  all  dedicated  to  Do- 
mitian, 349 ;  to  Nerva,  on  the 
abbreviation  of  hia,  547. 

Booksellers  of  Borne,  83. 

Botrodus,  a  small  town  near  B£» 
bills,  49  of  note. 
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BoriDm,  89. 

Boy,  price  of  a,  55. 

Boys,  on  a  show  o£  sporting  with 

bulls,  238. 
Breakfasts,  rich  ones,  632. 
Breast-band,  a,  621. 
Breastplate  of  Domitian,  303,  304. 
Broome,  615. 
Brothers,  two,  171. 
Brutus,  the  consort  of  Porda,  45. 
Brutus's  boy,  statue  of;  124. 
Brutus's  favourite,  a  small  statue  o( 

626. 
Bubaras,  notice  of  the,  16  note. 
Buffoon,  the,  631. 
Bulbs,  592. 
Bull,  meant  of  irritating  him,  8 

note;  bearing  Hercules  to  the 

skies,  12  6m. 
Bull  and  the  elephant,  on  the,  13. 
Bullock's  heart,  632. 
Butunti,  a  town  of  Apulia,  203. 

Caballus,  poem  on,  44  note. 

Cabbage  sprouts,  590. 

Cecilianus,  to,  34,  59,  62, 121, 126, 
184  201, 265, 301, 383, 430, 518 ; 
on  nis  prandial  greediness,  103; 
a  troublesome  pleader,  276 ;  on, 
332. 

Cejciliua,  alowbuffoon,to,  44;  on, 
513. 

Cecuban  wine,  603. 

Ccedicianus,  to,  84,  375;  on  a  like- 
ness of  Marcus  Antoniue,  462; 
on  Afer,  490. 

Colin,  to,  318,  532;  wife  of  Pan- 
nicus,292. 

Celius,  to,  323. 

Corellia,  on,  207. 

Camellia,  and  Gellia,  on,  186. 

Cesretan  wine,  604. 

Cesar,  to,  on  the  conoourse  of 
strangers  to  Borne,  4;  on  his 
banishing  informers,  5,  6;  on  a 
woman's  fighting  with  a  lion,  6 
to;  on  an  elephant's  kneeling 
to,  12 ;  craving  his  indulgence, 
21 ;  requesting;  him  to  look  »- 
Yonrably  on  his  books,  26 :  hk 
reply,  26;  on  some  does  fight* 
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ing,  213;  the  poet's  praises  and 

nattering  ot,  230,  255, 308,  373; 

address  to,  on  the  temple  of  the 

Flavian  family.  409.    (fits  Titos 

and  Domitian.) 
Castas  Sabinus,  on  a  cromn  of  roses 

sent  to,  425. 
Coesonia,  on  the  birth-day  o(  413. 
Caietfimis,  bond  of;  366. 
Cains,  on,  100 ;  to,  454. 
Gains  Julius  Proculus,  on,  516. 
Calenus,  to,  73,  465. 
Calices  Audaces,  578. 
Callsic  gold,  195. 
Calliodorus,  on,  241, 402;  to,  282, 

451,  461. 
Gallistratns,  to,  226,  561;  on,  563, 

580. 
Galociasus,  the  poet's  slave,  to, 

439. 
CalpetUnus,  on,  303. 
Calvus'  poem  on  warm  and  oold 

springs,  629. 
Gamonus,  on  the  portrait  of,  432, 

433. 
Campanian  casks,  33. 
Canace,  epitaph,  of,  537. 
Candelabrum,  Corinthian,  610. 
Candidus,  to,  98,   107,  142,  152, 

562. 
Candie,  a,  609. 

Candlestick,  a  wooden  one,  610. 
Canius,  a  humorous  poet  of  Gades, 

60  *t  note;  on,  139 ;  to,  336. 
Gantharns,  to,  397, 520. 
Canus,  to,  65 ;  a  musician,  179. 
Cap,  a,  621. 
Capene  gate,  152. 
Capitoline  war,  222. 
GapitoUnus,  on,  497. 
Cappadocian  lettuoes,  259. 
Capsus,  596  bit. 
Gaptare,  explained,  9  not*. 
Gardua,  festivities  of;  203. 
Carmenion,  an  effeminate  person, 

to,  479. 
Carpophorns,  on  his  bravery  and 

success  in  the  amphitheatrical 

arena,  11,  16, 18. 
Carpus  and  Norbana,  a  prayer  for, 


Carpus  the  bailiff,  279. 

Cams,  to,  404  Ms,  420;  on  the 
death  of;  486. 

Cascellus,  the  lawyer,  on,  307. 

Oassianns,  to,  162. 

Castor,  to,  348. 

Castricus,  to,  281, 322, 324 ,  on  the 
death  of  the  young  Eutychus, 
292 ;  on  Oppianns,  305. 

Caterer,  a,  632. 

Catianus,  to,  283. 

Oato,  27 ;  on  his  leaving  the  tem- 
ple of  Flora,  23. 

Catti,  the,  86. 

Getulla,  to,  375. 

Catullus,  writing  of;  22;  to,  292, 
578,  629. 

Gains,  a  mountain  near  BilhOis,  49 

Gayster,  banks  of  the,  52. 
Cecropian  city  of  Psndion,  36 
Geler,  to,  58,  329. 
Censorship  of  Rome,  26. 
Centumviri,  court  of  the,  278. 
Cercopithecns,  630. 
Cestus.71;  to,  371;  the,  630Ks. 
Chftremon,  to,  525. 
Ghrarestratus,  to,  a  knight  in  re* 

dnoed  circumstances,  234. 
Chaplain,  advice  to  a,  112. 
Char,  the,  599. 
Charidemus,  46 ;  to,  274, 286,  298, 

536 ;  his  freedman,  517 
Gharinum,  on,  277. 
Charinus,on,64,379;  to,  194, 24% 

583;  his  baths,  321. 
Charioteer  of  the  "Green"  faction, 

on  a,  515. 
Charisianus,  on,  271,  536. 
Gharopinns,  to,  247* 
Chasings  of  metals,  145,  148,  373. 
Chaste  matron,  to  the,  171. 
Cheese,  from  Luna,  591 ;  various 

kinds  of,  592;   from  Trebula. 

592. 
Chian  figs,  591. 
Childless  old  man,  to  a,  519. 
Child's  rattle,  611. 
Chimera,  the,  18. 
Ghion,  son  of  the  nymph  PhUlyrt* 

94  note. 
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Chkne,  fhe  courtesan,   71,  143; 

modesty  o£  40;  to,  145,  171. 
Chione  and  Phlogis,  on,  527. 
Chloe,  to,  155;  on,  400,  638;  to, 

on  squandering  her  property  on 

LuporCUS,  189. 
Charlies,  to,  59. 
Ghrestilla,   buries  her   husbands, 

369. 
Chrestue,  to,  330, 406. 
Cicero  on  parchment,  628. 
Cilieian  fruit-trees,  preserration  oft 

355. 
Cilieian  thieft  294. 
Cilicians  at  Borne,  4. 
CSnna,  to,  69,  159,  250,  259,  278, 

320,324,353,557;  on,  135, 358, 

575. 
Cumamus,  to,  269, 334. 
Ciperm,  to,  356. 
Circnt  staffing,  624. 
Cirinins,  to,  357. 
Cirrha,63. 
Citron  need,  tablet!  oft  605;  table 

oft  616. 
Citrons,  592. 
CiYis,  the  lawyer,  146. 
Clsasicus,  to,  120,  564:  to,  in  dis- 
paragement   of  difficult  poetic 

trifles,  126. 
Clasp,  a,  631. 
Claudia,  to,  379. 
Claudia  Banna,  on,  523. 
Clearinus,  on,  526. 
Clemency  of  Domidao,  299. 
Clemens,  to,  494 ;  with  a  present  of 

fruit,  494. 
Cleonaan  lion,  258. 
Cleopatra,  Bis  wife,  on,  187. 
Clients,  to  his,  576. 
Cloak,  on  a,  186;  the  poet's,  a  shab- 
by one,  298;  a  warm  one,  620. 
Cloaks  of  Oannaian  wool,  620, 621 ; 

different  kinds  oft  621,  622. 
Clothes  brush  of  ox-tan,  613. 
Clytus,  on,  380. 
Coat,  a  scarlet  one.  621. 
Cobbler,  to  a,  137, 176 ;  to  one  who 

had  obtained  a  legacy  by  fraud, 

431. 
Cobbler  and  a  Dyer,  on  a,  159. 


Cochleare,  a,  620. 

Cock,  on  the  fattening  of  a,  640. 

Codrus,  to,  137. 

Coffers,  iTory  and  wooden,  606* 

Colchian  princess,  18. 

Collinus,  to,  202;  to,  on  Cerellia 
and  Gellia,  186. 

Colossus  of  Rhodes,  1  note. 

Colossus,  the  starry,  2. 

Combat,  unequal,  21. 

Combs,  606. 

Comedians,  young,  631. 

Condylua,  to,  439. 

Confectioner,  the,  632. 

Conflux  of  nations,  4. 

Congedus,  a  rirer  near  Bilbills,  49. 

Connubial  felicity,  183. 

Constellation  of  Taconian  twins, 
17. 

Cook,  the,  632. 

Coracmus,  to,  197,  285. 

Cordova,  the  birth-place  of  Seneca 
and  Lucan,  57 ;  to,  574. 

Cordus,  to,  170, 835. 

Corn,  589. 

CoraelH  forum,  132. 

Cornelius,  to,  41. 

Corset,  a,  613. 

Corybantes,  pictures  of  the,  61. 

Cosconius,  to,  124, 164. 

Cosmos,  the  celebrated  perfumer, 
68, 155;  to,  on  an  illiterate  fel- 
low pretending  to  be  a  cynic, 
201. 

Cotflus,  to,  121, 160. 

Cotta,  to,  28,  35,  472, 582;  a  dis- 
honest person,  492. 

Couch  made  of  citron  wood,  615. 

Country  gentleman,  210. 

Country-seat  of  Faustinas,  156. 

Coreruds,  long-haired  ones,  623; 
ornamented,  623. 

Cranes,  598. 

Cretan  bull,  6. 

Creticus,  to,  344. 

Criminals,  personal  appearance  oft 
when  under  accusation,  102  note. 

Crispinus,  to,  348 ;  on  the  stolei 
cloak  oft  372. 

Crispus,  to,  453. 

Criticism  misspent,  587. 
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Critics  compared  to  books,  434; 

Vatican  wine  for,  468. 
Crotns,  the  piper,  879. 
Crow,  a,  614. 
Crystal  cups,  618. 
Coma,  baths  ot,  980. 
Comoin  plate,  619. 
Cope,    common,    616;    of   gold, 

616 ;  various  kindi  it,  617,  618, 

619. 
Curiatius,  on,  906. 
Curii,  defender!  of  their  country's 

liberties,  36. 
Curtu,  piety  of  the,  936. 
Cymbal*,  630. 

Cynic,  derivation  ot,  901  note. 
Cyrrha.279. 

Dadan  boy,  35. 

Dedalos,  on,  8. 

Dagger,  609. 

Dama,  the  baker,  278. 

DanaS,  picture  ot,  696. 

Dandies,  115, 160. 

Basins,  on,  119. 

Dates,  a  bunch  o£  591. 

Debauchee,  on  an  abandoned  one, 

59. 
Decanter  for  snow-water,  619. 
December,  the  month  when  the 

gifts  are  presented,  999. 
Dedanns,  to,  27, 36, 43;  the  poet's 

fHend,  85, 87. 
Deris,  221. 
Defoe,  temple  ot,  1. 
Demetrius,  Martial's  amanuensis, 

on  the  death  ot,  75. 
Dento,  to,  244,  363. 
Deprendere,  explained,  9  note. 
Detractor,  to  a,  959, 289,  587. 
Diadumenus,  to,  169,  945,  275. 
Diana,  the  two  characters  ot  10  •* 


Disulus,  on,  38,  48. 

Dice-box,  607. 

Didymus,144;  to,  943, 969, 467. 

Difficult  trifles,  196, 127. 

Digitum  ooncurrere,  explained,  90 

not*. 
Diiting-hall,  on  a  small  one,  116. 
Dinner  charts,  471,  522,  523. 


Dinner-couch,  a,  615. 
Dinner-dress,  621. 
Dinner-hunter,  the,  93,  99. 
Dinner-hunters,  947. 
Dinner-table,  616. 
Diodorus,ont73;  to,  459;  and  hk 

wife  Philsmis,  413. 
Dishes  inlaid  with  cold,  617. 
Distichs,  on  the  writing  of,  362. 
Doctor,  to  a  bad  one,  48, 387. 
Does,  600 ;  on  a  combat  of,  in  the 

theatre,  193;  on  their  fighting, 

Domitia,  wife  of  Domitlan,  964  el 


Domitub,  nubile  shows  ot,  X  ef 
*flf.;  public  works  ot  2;  on  his 
two  names,  91 ;  on  his  lion  sparing 
the  hare.  96, 31, 35, 48 ;  his  illus- 
trious titles  and  conquest  of  the 
Oatti,  86;  the  poet's  petition  to, 
asking  the  rights  of  a  fitther  of 
three  children,  130;  his  abolition 
of  the  sportula,  134 ;  on  his  birth- 
day, 177 ;  on  the  snow  which  fell 
on  him  at  the  games,  178;  on  his 
admiration  of  the  poet's  works, 
189;  to  a  fisherman,  that  he  may 
spare  his  fish,  190;  on  the  an* 
thor  presenting  his  book  to,  220, 
228,  349;  the  poet's  deification 
off  221,  255;  the  poet's  flattery 
and  praises  o£  230, 351, 353, 354, 
356, 359, 360, 373,  376, 391, 395, 
396,  434,  438,  442;  to,  on  his 
improTement  of  public  morals,  * 
264,265;  on  the  expected  birth 
of  a  son,  265  ;  the  poet  covertly 
asks  him  for  money,  266;  ad- 
dress to,  on  his  winter  roses,  297 ; 
praises  of  his  clemency,  299; 
the  poet  solicits  his  indulgence, 
301;  on  his  assumption  of  a 
breastplate,  303;  the  poet  soli* 
dts  his  return  to  Rome,  305, 306; 
the  Muses  invoked  on  his  return 
from  Thrace,  307;  on  his  im- 
provements of  the  city,  332, 394  f 
on  the  author  dedicating  his  books 
to,  349;  on  his  palace,  366, 368; 
on  his  noble  lion,  376;  on  hie 
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temple  of  Fortune,  and  triumphal 
area,  381 ;  on  the  garnet  of  Stella, 
in  honour  of  his  triumphs,  389 ; 
on  his  revival  of  pugilistic  con- 
tests, 390 :  to,  petitioning  for  a 
supply  of  water,  401;  an  his 
erection  of  a  temple  on  the  spot 
where  he  was  born,  402;  address 
to,  on  the  Pierian  family,  409 ; 
on  a  statue  of,  in  the  character 
of  Hercules,  427 ;  on  his  delu- 
sion of  the  knights  from  the 
stage,  435;  the  poet  celebrates 
his  immortal  deeds,  442,  443. 

Domitras,  to,  452. 

Dormouse,  595. 

Doras,  596. 

Drinking  of  names,  61. 

Drunkenness,  excess  of;  301. 

Dry  wood,  589. 

Ducks,  594. 

Dumb-bells,  610. 

Dwarf;  a,  631. 

Dwarf  mules,  629. 

Eagle,  on  the  image  of  one,  carrying 
Jupiter,  249. 

Earinos,  the  farourite  of  Domittan, 
on, 397, 398, 399;  on  the  hair  of; 
400  bit;  conrersation  of  Gany* 
mede  and  Jupiter  on,  410 

Ear-pick,  608. 

Earthen  pitcher,  618. 

Earthen  utensil,  619. 

Eggs,  593. 

Biarmos,  poetic  use  of  the  word, 
396. 

Elephant, kneeling  to  Cesar,  12; 
combat  with  a  bull,  13. 

Emerita,  the  birth-place  of  Decis- 
nua,  57. 

Eneolpus,  on,  39,  245;  afatourite 
of  Anlus  Prudent,  245  note. 

EnteHns,  to,  on  his  beautiful  gar- 
dens, 383. 

Enrkmsman,toan,44;  on  an,  288. 

Bphesns,  temple  ot  Diana  it,  1 


Epigrammatist,  to  abed  one,  315. 
22  el  ssf.;     Martial's 
to  the  reader,  22,  23, 


24; 


and  indifferent 


Erotion,    epitaph   on,  238,   477; 

praises  of,  240. 
Etrusd,  the  two,  299  note. 
Etruscus,  baths  o£  280. 
Etruscus,  epitaph  on  the  father  of; 

323. 
Euclidet,  a  pretending  knight,  239. 
^Euctus,  on,  352. 
*Eulogus,  the  auctioneer,  266. 
Eunuch,  on  a,  474. 
Euphemus,  to,  181. 
Europe,  627. 
Europe  and  the  bull,  IX 
Eurydice,  fate  of;  15. 
Butrepalus  the  barber,  341. 
Eutyehus,  on  the  death  of;  292. 
Extraragance,  erils  of;  238. 

Fabianus,  to,  145, 179, 188,  582. 

Fabins  and  Ghrestilla,  on,  369. 

Pabins  leares  8abienus  all  his  pro* 
perty,  335. 

Fabulla,  105 :  to,  58, 181, 267, 390, 
584;  on,  216. 

Fabullus,  on,  136;  to,  218,  428, 
515, 554;  on  a  thierish  Gilician, 
294L 

Faenius,  Telesphorus,  tomb  of  his 
daughter  Antulla,  82, 83. 

Fair  sex,  to  the,  569. 

Falernian  wine,  602;  mixing  of,  33. 

Fame,  to,  305. 

Fannius,  on,  125. 

Farmers,  on  the,  579. 

Father,  with  three  children,  his 
public  pririleges,  130. 

Fanstinus,  to,  36, 82, 147, 152, 181, 
205, 238, 240, 265,  287, 309, 340, 
369,  473 ;  to,  on  a  frigid  rhetori- 
cian, 142 ;  on  the  country-house 
of;  156  ;  on  inriting  him  to 
Trebula,  257;  on  Andrageias, 
285. 

Faustus,  to,  528. 

Farentinus,  the  usurer,  123. 

Farourite,  the,  630. 

Farourites,  on  his,  53. 

Feathers,  624. 
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Fell,  Dr.,  epigram  on,  39. 

Female  dancer  of  Cadix,  630. 

Ferula),  615. 

Fescennia,  to,  68. 

Festus,  who  stabbed  himaelfv  64. 

Ficus,  doable  meaning  o(  59, 337* 

Fidentinus,   a  plagiary,   62;    to, 

51. 
Fidentius,  to,  38, 43. 
Fig-pecker,  594. 
Fisherman,  to  a,  that  he  may  spare 

Domitian's  fish,  290. 
Fire-feet  role,  616. 
Fire  leave*,  tablets  of,  605. 
Flaccus,  to,  55,  200, 377,  409,  512, 

539  bit;    541  bits  578;   to,  on 

Diodorus,  73:   on  his  favourite 

Amazonicus,  196;  on  his  lore  for 

Labycas,  343;  on  the  return  of 

Priscus  Terentius,  371 ;  residing 

in  Cyprus,  438;    on  presenting 

his  book  to  him.  499;  at  Baits, 

533. 
Flaccns,  Valerius,  to,  63;  author 

of  the  Argonantica,  63  note. 
Flamingo,  the,  597. 
Flavian  family,  21 ;  on  the  temple  of 

the,  393,  409. 
Floocilla,  the  poet's  mother,  238. 
Flora,  games  of,  22, 23. 
Fly-flap,  a,  613. 
Formia),  on  the  charms  o&  460. 
Fortune,  unequal  distribution  o& 

549. 
Forums  of  Rome,  146. 
Fowls,  593*   fattened,  596;   Nu- 

midjan,  597. 
Frankincense,  588;  on  sending  a 

present  o£  to  Regains,  81. 
Friend,  to  a,  126, 355;  on  a,  565. 
Friends,  newly   formed,  53;  gifts 

to,  243;  mutual,  267 ;  intimate, 

560. 
Friendship  in  literary  fame,  357. 
Frontinus,  to,  on  «*~n*j***  himself. 

476. 
Fronto,  to,  53;  the  poofs  father, 

238. 
Fucinus,  19. 

Funculenus,  the  usurer,  123. 
Fundi  wine,  602. 


Furmity,  588. 

Fuscus,  to,  53;  epitaph  on,  296; 

his  death  and  burial,  296  note; 

to,  on  sending  him  his  epigrams, 

317. 

Gabba,44. 

Gabinia,  on,  331. 

Gades,  slave-dealer  from,  44;  the 
birth-place  of  Genius,  57. 

Gartulinus,  5. 

Gains  of  the  barrister  and  the  hus- 
bandman, 33. 

Gains,  a  river  of  Spain,  202. 

Galassus,  a  river  near  Tarentum, 
240  note. 

Galatea,  19. 

Galbinus,  explanation  of,  72  noU, 

Galla,  to,  99,  102,  154,  155,  194, 
205,  312,  331,  411,  508;  who 
had  sent  Martial  no  present  at 
the  Saturnalia,  263;  on,  171, 
485,  495 ;  expensive  favours  o£ 
395. 

Galliambie  verses,  derivation  o( 
127  note. 

Gallic  credulity,  220. 

Gallic  frock,  52. 

Gallic  puppy,  629. 

GeUicns,  to,  359,  388. 

GaUus,  to,  79,  110,  115,  142, 172, 
184,  639;  on,  475,  488;  spriest 
ofCybele,14l. 

Gaming-table,  607. 

Gammon  of  bacon,  595. 

Ganymede  and  the  eagle,  27. 

Ganymede  and  Jupiter,  249;  con- 
versation of;  on  the  favourites  of 
Domitian,  410. 

Gardens  of  Julius  Msrtialis,  on  the, 
208. 

Gargilianus,  to,  143, 166,  204, 334. 
355. 

Gargilius,  to,  176. 

Garricus,  to,  417, 543. 

Gam,  on  a  corpulent  one,  387. 

Gaums,  to,  128,  262, 360, 419. 

Gazelle,  the,  601. 

Gellia,  on,  40,  391 ;  to,  155,  229, 
237,302. 

Gellius,  on,  416  434. 
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Gemelhns  and  Maronflla,  on,  38. 
GenJas,  few  wish  to  yield  the  paint 

of;  357. 
Oman,  to  a,  539. 
Gennamicus,  the  title  which  Do- 

mitisft  liked,  332;  to,  638. 
German  maik,  626. 
Geryon,  the  Iberian  shepherd,  255. 
Getulicos,  writm*  o(  21 
Girl,  to  a  crier  selling  a,  291. 
Gladiators,  Priscoa  and  Vera*,  both 

rewarded,  14, 20. 
Ghphyrus,  a  musician,  179. 
Glass,  a  nimbus  of;  619. 
Glass  cope,  619. 
Glaadae,  epitaph  on,  273  bit ;  to, 

64U 
Gtycera,280. 
Gryptne,  to,  109. 
Goat,  sacrifice  of  a,  141. 
Goose,  the,  597. 
Goose's  hrer,  595. 
Gratms,  works  of;  194. 
Great  mind,  strength  of  a,  43. 
Greyhound,  the,  629. 
Gridiron  and  spit,  632. 
Gryllna,  baths  o(  56. 
Gudgeons,  599. 

Guests,  the  poet  to  his,  253;  pre- 
i  made  to,  at  feasts,  604. 


Havana,  a  mountain  of  Thrace,  4. 
Hair,  dyeing  ot,  148;  catting  of, 

582;  cloak  of;  622. 
Hair-pin,  golden,  606. 
Ham,  595. 

Hanging  gardensof  Babylon,  1  not*. 
Happiness,  road  to,  231. 
Happy  marriagei  on  a,  183. 
Hare,  to  a,  51 ;  to  one  spared  by  a 

lion  of  Cesar's,  26,  31,  35,  48, 

■Sf— -- — 

Hares,  600. 

Harpetta,  the,  610. 

Hat,  a  broad-brimmed  one,  608. 

Hatchet,  609. 

Hawk,  a,  632. 

Hay,  624 

Health,  blessings  o(  293. 


Heath-cocks,  596. 

Hedyras,  to,  47,  201;  on,  422. 

Heliadea,  daughters  of  the  sun,  206 
nest. 

Heras,  the  doctor,  297. 

Hercules,  on  a  boll  bearing  him  to 
the  skies,  12  Kt;  praises  bestow- 
ed on,  18 ;  labours  of;  225 ;  on  a 
statue  of;  415,  416 ;  to,  repre- 
senting the  statue  of  Domioan, 
427  int;  labonrs  oft  442,  443; 
Corinthian,  626;  of  terra-ootta, 
627. 

Hermaphrodite,  a  marble  one,  626. 

Hermes,  an  eminent  gladiator,  on, 
234. 

Hermogenes,  on,  557. 

Hero  and  Leander,  17. 

Herodea,  on,  440. 

Hesione,  18. 

Hesperidea,  grore  of  the,  14. 

Hexameters,  epigrams  written  m, 
291. 

Hezaphorna,  a  large  tort  of  palan- 
quin, 125. 

Hierus  and  AsUlus,  on,  444. 

Himself,  on,  450. 

Hindan4-doga,21. 

Hippocrates,  on,  44a 

Hippodamus,  to,  191. 

Hoarse  poet,  on  a,  280. 

Homer's  "  Battle  of  the  Frogs  and 
Mice,"  627 ;  a  parchment  copy  of; 
627. 

Homme  Bias*,  to,  582. 

Honeyed  wine,  602. 

Hood,  a  Gallic  one,  621 ;  Ubnr- 
nian,  622. 

Hoop,  a,  625  Mi. 

Horatras,  on,  178. 

Hormus,  to,  95. 

Horn-lantern,  612. 

Horsewhip,  a,  611. 

Host,  to  a,  153,  365. 

Hot  water,  on  bem*  required  to 
drink,  when  sick,  300. 

Hound,  epitaph  on  a,  530. 

Hunchback,  terra-cotta  flgurt  of  a, 
627. 

Hunting-knife,  608. 

Htmtbig-spcais,  608. 
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Husband,  on  a  cruel  one,  .25. 
Husbandman,  on  a,  506;  gaim  of 

the,  33. 
Hyacinthus,  picture  o(  626. 
Hybla,  109. 

Hydra  of  Grecian  Lerna,  255. 
Hylas,  the  blear-eyed  debtor,  353. 
Hyllus,  on,  111,  404;  to,  116, 180. 
Hymeneal  tonga,  41. 
Hyrcanian  mountains,  13. 

Isnthis,  to  the  f onntain  oft  327. 

Ida,  61. 

Ideal  of  the  poet's  mistreat,  145. 

Ides  of  May,  133. 

Idumea,  86. 

Images  in  Terse  and  in  painting,  433. 

Importunate  friends,  on,  571. 

Impudent  man,  on  an,  635. 

Informers,  on  Cesar's  banishment 

o£  5,  6. 
Iniquity,  prosperity  of;  187. 
Innkeeper  at  Ravenna,  on  an,  156. 
Instanrius  Ruftas,  to,  336,  386. 
Iras,  the  pauper,  296. 
Iiis,  Memphitie  temple  of,  94. 
Issa,  the  little  net  dog,  80. 
lrory  cage,  61%. 
iTory  coffers,  606. 
iTory  tablets,  605. 
iTory  tali,  or  dice,  606. 
lrory  tusks,  616. 

Jauiculan  H01,  206. 

Janssen,  Sir  Theodore,  Scott's  lines 

to,  43. 
Janus,  to,  350,  459;  to,  on  Do- 

mitian's  return  to  Rome,  353. 
Jason,  son  of  Jisen,  94  note. 
Jealous  husband,  to  a,  170. 
Jealous  wife,  585. 
Jennet,  a,  629. 
Jew,  on  a,  538. 
Jewelled  cups,  618. 
John  Dory,  600. 
Jugglers,  412. 
Julia,  on  the  statue  o£  8;  daughter 

of  Titus,  264,268. 
Julian  temple,  278. 
Julius,    to,  32,  441}    the    poet's 

friend,  133. 


Julius  Cerealis,  invitation  to,  252. 
Julius  Martialis,  to,  231, 263, 469, 

560;  on  the  gardens  ©£  208;  to 

the  library  of,  311. 
Juno,  on  a  statue  ot,  492. 
Jupiter  Gapitolmus,  to,  332. 
Justine,  61. 
Justinus,  to,  528. 
Juvatus,  to,  555. 
Juvenal,  to,  344,  552. 

Kalends,  on  the,  457. 

Kid,  the,  593. 

Kisses  of  his  favourite,  504. 

Kissing,  reasons  against,  101 ;  nuis» 

ance  oi,  346,  539. 
Knight  by  birth,  but  deficient  in 

fortune,  to  a,  236,  334. 
Knights,  dress  of;  at  the  theatre 

Labertos,  to,  268. 

Labican  earth,  68. 

Labicas,  lore  for.  343. 

Labienus,  to,  117,  552;  on,  335 
560;  to,  on  his  partial  baldness 
246. 

Labulius,  to,  511,561. 

Iiaoonisn  twins,  explained,  17  nose 
42. 

Ladas,  a  swift  runner,  127. 

Ladon,  on,  490. 

Lady,  to  an  ill-formed  one,  132. 

Laeania,  on,  244 ;  to,  321. 

Lslia,  to,  481,  555. 

Lshus,  to,  71. 

LsHorins,  an  avaricious  friend,  556 

Lama,  61 

Lsvina,  on,  57. 

Lsmnus,  to,  who  had  seated  him 
self  among  the  knights,  266. 

Lais,  to,  6SU 

Lalage,  to,  119. 

Laletanian  wine,  37 ;  for  the  Sa- 
turnalia, 328. 

Lamp  with  several  burners,  610. 

Lampreys,  598. 

Lantern  made  of  horn,  612 ;  of  a 
bladder,  612. 

Lap-dog,  on  a,  66;  picture  of  a,  79 
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Latmua,thebiiAKm.26;  the  panto- 
mimic actor,  122 ;  epitaph  on, 
406. 

Lattara,  on,  621. 

Lanraolaa,  on,  7;  explanatory  no- 
tices oft  7  not*. 

Lauras,  to,  117 ;  a  player  at  ball, 
490. 

Laaeus,to,341;  on  hit  works,  343. 

Law,  delays  and  anxieties  oft  334. 

Lawyer,  to  a,  238;  on  a,  247. 

Lasy  saQore,  on,  163. 

Leander,  on  the  exhibition  of  the 
story  oft  17 ;  of  marble,  627. 

Leather  oap,  a,  611. 

Leathern  cloak,  621. 

Leda,  the  courtesan,  168;  on,  5T1. 

Leeks,  590  Kt. 

Legacy  obtained  by  fraud,  431. 

Lecaey  hunting,  288,  529,  519. 

Leitna,  the  keeper  of  the  Equestrian 
,224 


Lenthma,  to,  552. 

Lesbia,  to,  40,  111,  271,  466,  54  ; 
to,  with  a  lock  of  hair  fiom  Ger- 
many, 256 ;  on,  528. 

Letter-paper,  606. 

Lettuce,  589. 

Liber,  to  his  friend,  388 ;  a  pugil- 
ist, 431. 

Licentious  character,  on  a,  72. 

Lidnianus,  to,  48,  57. 

Lichnus  Sura,  to,  on  hia  recovery 
from  sickness,  326. 

Life,  yerge  oft  32;  consists  not  in 
liring,  bat  in  enjoying  health, 
293 ;  the  enjoyment  oft  870 ;  pro- 
longation oft  388. 

Ligela,to,492;  on,  548. 

Ligula,  a  silTer  one,  620. 

LigoJrinns,  to,  149, 151, 154. 

Ligurra,  to,  573. 

Linns,  on,  63;  to,  103,  114,  210, 
346,511;  a  tutor,  566. 

Lion,  on  a  woman  fixating  with  a, 
6  bis;  on  one  that  hurt  his  keep- 
er, 8;  tigress  matched  with  a, 
13;  of  Cesart,  that  spared  a 
hare,  26,  31,35,48,  56;  on  one 


that  destroyed  two  boys,  123;  of 

Domitian,  376. 
Lion  and  a  ram,  on  a,  430. 
Lions,  sports  of  the,  31. 
Literary  fame,  friendship  in,  357. 
Liry  in  a  single  volume,  628. 
Lizard  slayer,  Corinthian,  626. 
Loye  and  blindness,  373. 
Lucan,  629 ;  on  the  anniversary  of 

the  birth-day  oft  314  fer. 
Lucanian  bear,  8. 
Lucanus,  to,  on  a  corpulent  Gaul, 

387. 
Lncanna  and  Tulras,  brothers,  to, 

42;  on,  419. 
Lncensis,  the  scholar,  24. 
Lucius,  the  poet,  to,  202 ;  a  native  of 

Spain,  202  note. 
Lucius  Julius,  to,  78. 
Lncrine  lake,  57. 140. 
Lnpercus,  to,  166,  265,  284,  437 ; 

on,  341, 518;  to,  on  the  purchase 

of  the  poet's  book,  89;  onChloo's 
perry  being  squandered  on, 


prop 
189. 


Lupus,  baths  oft  56;  deeply  in 
debt, 306;  to, 250, 297, 393, 466, 
507  ;  a  knavish  flatterer,  524. 

Lutiecus  Brutianns,  the  poet,  oil, 
188. 

Lycas,  61. 

Lycoris,  to,  62,  75,  280;  on,  147, 
207,  310. 

Lyde,  61. 

Lydia,  to,  441 ;  on,  509. 

Lygdus.278;  to,  631,  578. 

Lygduaand  Ls9toria,on  the  mar- 
riage oft  282. 

Lyre,  a, 625  bit;  qii  1  for  the,  625. 

Lyris,  on,  122. 

MHcer,to,351;  on,  454;  to,  on  hia 

setting  out  for  Dalmatia,  486. 
Macri,  probity  of  the,  236L 
Macrinus,  to,  639. 
Mfenalian  boar,  18. 
Melius,  on,  486;  to,  520. 
Magpie,  a,  614. 
Maculla,  to,  583. 
MaUaianna,  to,  18a 
Hamercus,to,12B. 
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Mamertine  wine,  603. 

MainurJaniis,on,71. 

Mamurra,  en,  423;  to,  447. 

Manemua,  on  the  nihosuttality  ot, 
46;  to,  906. 

Menine,  to,  456. 

Mannoia  and  her  lap-dog,  66 

Manneins,  on,  527. 

Mantna,the  birth-place  of  YiigU.57. 

Manunrisrion,  75. 

Maple-wood  table,  616. 

Marathon,  18. 

MaroeHavhk  wife, 554;  on  her  gift 
to  Martial,  556. 

Maxoallinus,  to,  133, 146 ;  in  Deda, 
to,  272. 

March,  the  period  of  the  women's 
Saturnalia,  263. 

MarcJenut,  to,  296. 

Marcus,  to,  267. 

Marens  Antonma,  on,  442. 

Maront  Antenna  Primus,  484. 

Marianne,  to,  101,  252;  deoeired 
by  a  flatterer,  288. 

Marions,  to,  on  his  baldness,  489. 

Marina,  on,  124, 455;  to,  intmtted 
with  Martial's  grounds,  493. 

Mark  Antony,  on,  256. 

Mark  Antony  and  Pothinus,  on, 
621. 

Maro,to,215,529;  on,  583. 

Maronffla,  on  Gemellus  seeking  the 
hand  ot  28. 

Marriages,  multiplied,  265. 

Marseilles,  wtoe  o£  60S. 

Marina,  the  poet,  22, 124;  writing 
o£  22. 

Marsyaa,  117. 

Martens,  597. 

MartiaLlne  addresses  to  the  reader, 
22, 23;  he  shows  where  his  books 
may  be  purchased,  24;  his  ad- 
dress to  his  book,  244  his  domes- 
tic habits  and  employments,  633, 

Manilla,  on,  475. 
Marnlras,  to,  259. 
Mastic  cellar,  37. 
Mastic  wine,  153. 
Master  of  a  noisy  school,  to  the, 
429. 


Master  and  stare,  on  a,  140L 

Maethlion,  226. 

Matenms,  on,  122 ;  to,  on  the  an* 

thor*s  setting  out  for  Bilbilis,  464. 
Matho,  to,  215,  275,  469,529;  ex- 
travagance of;  306 ;  on,  344;  on 

sending  him  a  sportnla,  869. 
Matrink,  to,  144. 
Mattiac  ball*,  608. 
Mattress  stuffing!   of  Leuconium, 

624. 
Matron,  modest,  to  the,  163. 
Mattna,  to,  636. 
Maurid,  equity  of  the,  236. 
Manrullinns,  to,  212. 
Malleolus,  temple  of,  1  note. 
Maxunina,  to,  104. 
Maximus,  to,  27,  60,  96, 112, 138, 

338;  on  Syriscus,  257;  on  the 

death  of  Carat,  486. 
Mazimna  OsBsonins,  on  the  bast  o£ 

325  Ms. 
Medicine  chests,  614. 
Mehor,  120;  to,  on  his  tribute  to 

the  memory  of  Blsssus,  367. 
Memphis,  city  of,  1. 
Memor,  on  a  portrait  o£  505. 
Menander's  MThaia,M  628. 
Menogenee,  on,  561. 
MenophQus  Vena,  on,  341. 
Mercury,  to,  338. 
Metellus,86. 
Milichus,  to,  117. 
MQo,  on,  635;  to,  636. 
Minerva  in  surer,  627. 
Miracula  noticed,  1  not*. 
Mistress,  the  poet's  ideal  of  his, 

145;  on  the  choice  of  a,  409. 
Mistyllus,  50. 
Mithridates,  259. 
Molorchns,  notions  of;  208  neat. 
Moloasian  hounds,  21. 
Morning  Star,  to  the,  358. 
Mountam-goat,  the,  601. 
Mucins,  on,  456. 
Muffler,  a,  622. 
Mullets,  lire  ones,  598. 
Murrian  bridge,  137  ndU. 
Munatius  GaUus,  to,  462. 
Manna,  to,  435 ;  residing  at  Mar* 

seflles,***;  on,  477. 
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Murk**,  the  purple  fish,  599. 
Muse,  to  his,  350, 454,  549. 
Muses,  to  the,  223. 
Mushrooms,  594. 
Myrinus  and  Triumphal,  the  two 

gladiators,  14. 
Myrobalannm,  611. 
Myrrhine  cum,  619. 
Myrtale,  to  Pantos  on,  221. 

Nsnria,  Rufus's  lore  for,  60;  on, 

91;  to,  137. 
Narolus,  to,  73, 165, 175, 216;  on, 

109. 
Ntaneraa,  on,  227. 
Nar,  the  rirer,  345. 
Narbo,  the  natire  town  of  Vatienns, 

386. 
Nanus,  to  the  town  o(  345. 
Nasica,  to,  125. 
Nasidienus,  to,  330. 
Nata,  on,  531. 
Nations,  conflux  o£  4. 
Names,  Yale  ot,  6 ;  woods  ofc  18. 
Nepos,  to,  on  the  death  of  his 

daughter,  272. 
Nereids,  the,  17. 
Nereus,  19. 
Nero,  ponds  o£  19. 
Nona,  on,  384;  to,  405;  on  the 

ahbreriation  of  hi  books,  547 ; 

eulogy  on,  547. 
Nerra,  inoffensiTeness  of  the,  236. 
Nestor,  to,  143,  514. 
Niggardliness,  340. 
Niggardly  host,  to  a,  141. 
Night  lamp,  609. 
Nightingale,  a,  614 
Nigrins,  to,  213;  on  the  conjugal 

affection  oU  406. 
Ntnus,  the  gigantic,  226. 
Nobis  matron,  epitaph  on  a,  478. 
Nomentan  estate,  103. 
Nomentan  farm,  281. 
Nomentan  fields,  wine  of  the,  77. 
Norbsnus,  to,  435. 
Noric  hunting  spears,  16. 
NoTius,  on,  67 
Nnma,496. 
Nuts,  607. 
Nymph  of  a  fountain,  to  the,  283. 


Occupations,  horary,  of  the  Boman 

citizens,  181, 383,  482. 
Ocesnus^a  keeper  of  the  equestrian 


Oil-flask,  a  oommon  horn  one,  611 ; 
of  ihmoceros's  horn,  611. 

Old  man  and  eunuch,  534. 

Old  woman,  deformed,  339. 

OliTes,  jar  o£  592. 

Olus,  to,  119, 153, 193;  a  slanderer, 
307;  on,  475. 

Olympus,  bankruptcy  in,  394. 

One-eyed  thief;  on  a,  378. 

Onyx;  the,  28a 

Opimius,  jar  of,  37 ;  vintage  in  the 
time  oj;  37  uses. 

Oppianus,  to,  m  praise  of  the  baths 
of  Etruscus,  290;  to,  288;  on, 
305. 

Orpheus,  on,  14, 15,  625. 

Otaciltns,  the  poor,  487. 

Otho,  the  suicide,  275. 

Ounce,  the,  600. 

Oridius  Quintan,  to,  77 

Orid's  Metamorphoses  on  parch- 
ment, 628. 

Oysters,  599. 

Pectus,  to,  532. 

Partus,  to,  274. 

Partus  and  Arris,  on,  30. 

Paetus,  to,  on  his  mules,  533. 

Pasnnica,  a,  610, 

Painter,  pet  dog  and  the,  79. 

Palace  of  Cyrus,  1  note. 

Palamon,  a  conceited  grammarian, 

127. 
Palastns,  wrestling   grounds,  208 


Palatine  Library,  keeper  of  the. 

222, 
Palatium,  366. 
Ptmpbilus,  to,  211 
Panacian  Teasel,  617, 
Psnaretus,  a  drunkard,  on,  301. 
Pandion,  36. 
Pannice,  to,  417. 
Pannicuhis,  the  pantomimic  actor, 

122. 
Pannicus,  to,  102,  292;  578;  the 

wrestler,  278, 
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Psrmorrtan  campaign  of  Domitian, 

356. 
Pantania,  336. 
Pantagathns,  epitaph  on,  285. 
Papilua,  to,  add,  277;  on,  346;  x 

niggardly  and  ostentatious  man, 

340. 
Pspirianns,  to,  on  Gellia,  391 
Parasite  friend,  on  a,  399. 
Parasol,  606. 

Parchment,  taWeta  of,  605. 
Parte,  the  actor,  epitaph  on,  505. 
Parrhaaian    car    explained,    272 


Parrhaaian  palace  of  Domitian,  331, 
366,368. 

Parrot,  a,  613. 

Pan,  explained  aa  a  faction  of  the 
people,  14. 

Parsimony  of  Tncca,  33. 

Parthenfoe,  chamberlain  of  Do- 
mitian, 198;  x  request  to,  222; 
to  a  toga  given  by,  360. 

Parthenopama,  one  of  the  seren 
chiefr  again*  Thebes,  296 ;  to, 
336. 

Partridges,  596. 

Paeiphafi,  on  the  spectacle  o(  6. 

Passer,  the  river,  280. 

Pastor,  to,  403. 

Patavfam,  city  ot,  founded  by  An- 
tenor,  63  not*. 

Pater-famfliaa,  a  true  one,  66. 

Paternus,  to,  568. 

Patrobus,  101. 

Patron,  advantages  of  baring  one, 
131;  x  willing  one,  347;  an 
Attic  one,  217. 

Paula,  to,  62.  395, 503;  on,  450. 

Pauli,  first  of  the,  236. 

Paulinas,  the  dinner-hunter,  93, 99 ; 
to,  on  board  ship,  167. 

Paulas,  on,  97;  to,  185,  232,  837, 
577 ;  on  llyrtale,  221 ;  on  re- 
ceiving x  cop  from,  364 ;  one  of 
the  consols,  451. 

Peacock,  the,  597. 

Pedo,  the  poet,  22,  124;  writing 
of;  22. 

Pdignan  wine,  603. 

Peiigni,  poet  of  the.  104. 


Pelignixn  presses,  37. 

Pelignians,  boast  of  Ovid,  57. 

Pen-case,  607. 

Pepper,  588. 

Perfumes,  604. 

Porniesais,  63. 

Petanrnm,   x  sort   of 
127. 

Pet  dog  and  the  painter,  79 

Peterus,  roses  of,  203. 

Pence,  island  of;  306 

Phadrns,  frbles  o(  139  not*. 

PhaSton,  on  a  figure  o(  199. 

Phasis,  on,  224. 

Pheasants,  597. 

Phidias*  Jupiter  Olympius,  1  not*. 

Philamis,  on,  101,  209,  335,  426, 
554;  epitaph  on,  407 ;  to,  336, 
457. 

Phileros,  to,  102,468. 

Philippus,  in  good  health,  borne  on 
x  Utter,  299. 

Philistion,  105. 

PhOo,  on,  245. 

Philoctetes,  notice  of;  126  not*. 

Philomelas,  x  musician,  179  notes 
144. 

Philomenus,  to,  135. 

Philomusus,  to,  410,  528 ;  x  buf- 
foon, 339. 

Philostratos,  on,  534. 

Phflus,  on,  637. 

Phoebus,  to,  102,  165,  171,  270, 
286,  427,  444,  564. 

Phrixus,  golden  fleece  of;  361. 

Phryx,  the  drunkard,  297. 

Phyllis,  on,  488,  575;  to,  513, 
521. 

Physician,  turned  undertaker,  48 ; 
x  pilfering  one,  440. 

Physiognomy,  description  of;  569. 

Pioenian  jar,  46. 

Pioenian  otires,  218 ;  for  the  Sa- 
turnalia, 329. 

Picena,  on,  378;  to,  380. 

Picentine  loaves,  594. 

Picentinua,  to.  434. 

Pig,  613 ;  sucking.  598. 

Pigs'  chitterlings,  595. 

Pike,  600. 

Pillow,  x,  622. 
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Pine  cones,  591* 

Pipes,  612. 

Pi»,  the  architect,  331. 

Pisos,  hsils  of  the,  195. 

Pitch-flavoured  wine,  602. 

Plagiarist,  to  a,  59, 497. 

Plane-tree  at  Gordon,  planted  by 

Jolina  Gejsar,  on,  425. 
Pistes,  town  oft  203. 
Player,  punishment  of  a,  635. 
Pliny  Iba  Younger,  the  poet's  book 

sent  to,  456". 
Plotia,  an  old  woman,  epitaph  on, 

480. 
Plums,  a  jar  ofl  591. 
Poet,  dread  of  the,  149, 151, 154; 

to  one  reciting  badly,  196. 
Poet  and  his  Muse,  350. 
Poetic  licence,  398. 
Poetic  trifles,  useless  labour  of; 

126,  127  notes. 
Polls,  to,  148,  481,  537;  the  whV 

of  Lucan,  to,  479. 
PoUentine  wool,  624. 
PoUio,  to,  549. 
PoUicharmus,  to,  430,  569;  who 

an^etedUbsrality.366. 
Polyphemus,  to,  322. 
Polytfanns,  to,  582. 
Pomatum,  608. 
Pomegranates,  593  est . 
Pompons  Auctns,  328, 329. 
Pompey  and  his  sons,  on,  258. 
PompoUus,  writings  of,  287. 
Pomponius,  to,  28o. 
Pompulla,  207. 
Pontls,  to,  102,  295;   skilled  in 

poisoning,  295  note. 
Portions,  to,  101, 125, 159, 217, 414, 

634;  a  foolish  writer,  253;  to, 

on  Hermogenes,  557. 
PontUisnus.  to,  256, 304, 562. 
Porcelain,  217,  619. 
Porda,  on,  45. 
Porphyrion,  the,  598 
Porsena  and  Mucins  Scajrca,  on, 

34. 
Posthumianus,  to,  385. 
Posthnmons  works,  36. 
Postumus,   to,  91,  93,  97,  119, 


122, 195,  248, 251,  269;  on,  98 
an  aTsrkaous  man,  189. 

Pothinus,  on,  162,  256. 

Potitns,  to,  482. 

Prsttor,  to,  210. 

Praises,  indiscriminate,  580 

Prawns,  599. 

Present,  on  a*  104. 

Presents  lor  the  Saturnalia,  329 ; 
made  to  guests  at  feasts,  604. 

Pretender,  on  a,  115. 

Priapus,  to,  269,  368;  upon  him- 
sob;  283;  of  Helarus,  294;  one 
made  of  pastry,  613. 

Prisons,  the  usurer,  81,  105;  to, 
326;  354, 446, 583;  on  the  death 
of  8alonmas,  269 ;  on  the  feast  of; 
433;  the  friend  of  Martial,  ad- 
dress to,  544,  545,  546:  to,  on 

Prisons  and  Paula,  395. 

Prisons  Terentios,  on  his  return 

from  the  coast  of  Sicily,  371 ;  to 

Saturn,  on  behalf  oft  573. 
Prisons  and  Verua,  the  gladiators, 

20. 
Probos,  M.  Vslerius,  the  gramma- 

rian,131. 
Prooillue,  to,  37,  82. 
Proclaiming  obligations,  248. 
Procrastination,  folly  oft  251. 
Procukis,  to,  467. 
Procnllina,  to,  271. 
Proculus,  Martial's  present  of  hie 

book  to,  60. 
Profession,  choke  of  a,  117 
Prolixitv  of  discourse,  276. 277. 
Pronietheos,  on  the  8cythian  rock, 

7. 
Propertms,  a  copy  oft  628. 
Providence,  frvourite  oft  29. 
Pubtto  shows  of  DomHisn  1  ***»*> 
Publio  works  of  Domitian,  2. 
Pubtius,  80^496. 
Pudens,  to,  183, 190. 
Pueri,  de  pretio,  55. 
Pugilistic  contests,  on  the  rsnri 

oft  390. 
Pulse,  588. 
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Pylades  and  Orestes,  967. 
Pyramids  of  Egypt,  1  not*. 

Quinces,  591. 

Quinctianus,  to,  51. 

Quintianua,  to,  129. 

Quintilian,  to,  129. 

Quintan,  on,  134,  136;  to,  212, 
259,  353;  explanatory  note  re- 
specting, 136 ;  to,  on  his  extra- 
vagances, 160. 

Qnintos  Oridm,  to  420  bit ,  441, 
468;  an  the  oust  of  Maximal 
Casonius.  325  to. 

Qnintos  Pollios  Valerianus,  82. 

Quirinalis,  00,66. 

Quoit,  a,  625. 

Babbits,  595. 

Rabirius,  the  architect  of  Domitian, 
to,  331, 482. 

Radishes,  589. 

Baisin  wine,  601. 

Raisins,  590. 

Ravenna,  on,  156 ;  on  an  innkeeper 
at,  156. 

Reader,  Martial*!  addresses  to  the, 
22,  23,  81,  90,  131,  228,  445, 
544,587,588,604,605;  show- 
ing  where  the  author's  books  may 
be  purchased,  24;  address  of  the 
Book  to  the,  445 ;  to  one  diffi- 
cult to  be  pleased,  468,  477 ;  the 
poet* s  address  to  his,  221,  500, 
506,508. 

Becitation,  author  made  by,  43. 

Becker  of  bought  versos,  97 ;  an 
importunate  one,  149. 

Beed-pens,  bundles  o£  609. 

Reed-pipe,  612. 

Begun,  eloquence  of  the,  236. 

Begulus  the  lawyer,  123 ;  the  ora- 
tor, 289. 

Begulus,  to,  130,  225,  311,  638; 
on,  29,  65 ;  to,  on  sending  him  a 
book,  and  a  present  of  frankin- 
tse,  81;  to,  on  Apollodonw, 
t;   on  the  son  of,  277;  on 


Relics,  312. 

Residences,  plurality  of,  338. 


Restitutes,  the  eloquent  adToeale 
on  the  birth-day  of,  490. 

Rhetorician,  on  a,  142,  249. 

Rhine,  to  the,  449. 

Rhinoceros,  on  a,  8, 15. 

Rhinoceros's  noses,  25. 

Bhodope^mountajn  ofThrace,4,14 

Rhyttum,  a  narrow  Teasel,  102. 

Rich  friends,  to  his,  146. 

Rich  wife,  354. 

Riches,  misuse  of,  211 ;  given  to  f 
none  bnt  the  rich,  262. 

Ridicule,  Roman  method  of  exhibit" 
ing,  25,  26. 

Rig©,  theatres  ot,  203 

Ring-case,  620. 

Rings,  620. 

Rtxams,  dames  oC  203. 

Robbers,  game  o£  607. 

Robes,  changing  of;  261. 

Rome,  wonderful  improTements  in, 
effected  by  Domitian,  3 ;  on  the 
concourse  of  strangers  to,  4 ;  in* 
formers  banished  firom,  5;  on  the 
restoration  of;  after  being  par* 
tially  destroyed  by  fire,  2-3; 
cries  of,  429,  570;  address  to, 
484,  548;  on  the  Saturnalia  at, 
503. 

Roscisn  law,  233  not*. 

Roses,  of  winter,  from  the  Kile, 
297;  to  achaplet  of,  344;  on  a 
crown  of,  sent  to  Caseins  SabS* 
out,  425;  a  crown  of,  604. 

Rufinus,  to,  78,  92, 100, 110, 144, 
168, 174,  176  bit,  258,  298,  437. 
585 :  on  his  lore  for  Name,  60 
on  Sertorius,  126;  on  a  happy 
marriage,  183;  to,  with  two  books 
of  Epigrams,  216 ;  on  a  pretend- 
ed lawyer,  247 ;  address  on  Pa* 
naretua,  301 ;  epitaph  on,  567. 

Ruins  Camonius,  on  the  death  o£ 
300. 

Rug,  a  square  one,  623. 

Rusticus,  to,  359. 

Rusones,  courtesy  of  the,  236. 

Rustic  villa,  described,  156. 

Sabseans  at  Rome,  4. 
SabellajM*. 
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Sabettus,  to,  176,  342.  401,  563, 
563;  on,  198. 

Sebidiue,  to,  39;  on,  138. 

Sabinus,  the  nymph  of,  423;  ad- 
dress to,  507. 

Sacrifices,  525. 

Saddle,  a,  615. 

8afronius  Rufus,  to,  212. 
Dtine  cups,  618. 


Saldanus,  to,  118. 

Sallust,  628. 

Salo,  a  river  near  BilbilU,  49. 

Saioninus,  on  the  death  o£  269. 

Santra,  the  cook,  278 ;  on,  3)3. 

8annatian  war,  381. 

8annatiana  at  Rome,  4. 

Satire,  on,  639. 

8aturn,  to,  on  Zoilus,  143 ;  on  be* 

half  of  Priscus  Terentius,  573. 
Saturnalia,  263;  present*  for  the, 

229,329;  on  the,  503. 
Saturninus,  to,  182;  biographical 

notices  of,  182  note. 
Sauce,  superior  and  inferior,  601. 
Saufeia,  to,  165. 
Saufeius,  122. 
Sausage,  a,  592,  613. 
Scajrinus,  to,  165. 
8cs3roU,  on,  34;  to,  76,  637;  on 

the  spectacle  of  his  burning  his 

hand, 365. 
Seasons,  to  his,  316. 
Scipio,  86. 

Schoolmaster,  to  a,  478. 
8corpus,   the   charioteer,  on    his 

death,  472 ;  epitaph  on,  474. 
Sculptured  Ash,  on,  145. 
Sculptured  lixard,  on  a,  148. 
Scythe,  609. 
Sea-fight,  on  the  exhibition  of  a, 

16.19. 
Sea-hedgehog,  599. 
8ecui)di!la,  118. 
Secundus,  Martial's  bookseller,  24; 

eloquent  and  learned,  216. 
8elins,  the  Atheist,  on,  187. 
SeKus  Paulinus,  the  dinner-hunter, 

93,99. 
Sempronia,  to,  567. 
Semprpnius  Tucca,  to,  324 
2  o 


Seneca,  house  of,  196* 

Senia,  on,  557. 

Servants,  the  poet  to  his,  254. 

Service  berries,  591. 

Septician  silver,  218. 

Septidanus,  to.  543. 

Sertorrus,  on,  126,  168 ;  the  gour- 
mand, 308.    - 

Serverus,  to,  on  drinking  new  wine, 
340. 

Setia,  wine  of,  300. 

Setine  wine,  602. 

Severus,  to,  261,  266,  327,  525; 
on  the  poet's  book,  88;  on  the 
poet  Stella,  225;  on  Charinus, 
379;  on  his  excellent  baths, 
321. 

Sextilianus,  to,  29,  37,  459;  on, 
285. 

Sextillus,  to,  99. 

Sextus,  to,  86,  93,  114,  146,  211, 
222,  342,  356,  476;  on,  108;  a 
deformed  person,  128;  to,  on 
Calliodorus,  241 ;  a  writer  affect- 
ing obscurity,  456. 

Sheep's  head,  631. 

Shell,  a,  631. 

Shield,  a  small  one,  631. 

Short-hand  writer,  630. 

Sicilian  honeycombs,  601. 

Sicambrians  at  Rome,  4. 

Sickness,  on  drinking  hot  water 
during,  300. 

Sidonian  maiden,  320. 

8ignine  wine,  603. 

Sila,  against,  510. 

8Uai,the7203. 

Silius,  289. 

8ilius  ltalicus,  to,  183 ;  on,  333,521 
tot;  on  the  consulship  of  his  son, 
382;  on  the  death  of  bis  son, 
436.    . 

Smuessa,  a  town  of  Campania,  280. 

Sirens,  the,  162; 

Siriscus,  on,  257. 

Slanderer,  on  a,  116,  315. 

Slanderous  poet,  on  a,  448. 

Slave,  to  his,  505. 

Slavery,  marks  of,  100  mow. 

81aves,100, 119, 125,140. 

Sleep,  invocation  to,  61* 
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Snow,  619  He;  on  the,  which  fell 
on  Domttian  at  the  games,  178. 

Snow-bag,  a,  618. 

Snow-strainer,  a,  617. 

Socks,  Cilidan,  622. 

Socrates,  on  a  portrait  of,  497. 

Sola,  lake  of,  188  note. 

Sophronius,  to,  542. 

Sosttuanus,  to,  65, 192,  534. 

Sotades,  metres  oft  226  note,'  on, 
272. 

Sow,  10;  sow's  teats,  593. 

S  partus,  to,  670. 

Sparulus,  an  unknown  kind  of  fish, 
159  note. 

Spatale,  112  note. 

Spectacle  m  the  Arena,  76. 

Spendophoroa,  a  favourite  of  Do- 
mitian's,  421. 

Spoletine  wine,  603. 

Sponge,  a,  622. 

Sportula,  a  present  from  the  richer 
class  to  the  poorer,  56 ;  price  of 
the,  56;  on  the  abolition  of  the, 
by  Domitian,  134;  notice  of  the, 
137  note. 

Stag,  the,  600. 

Stella,  a  poet  of  Petarium,  27,  225, 
226;  to,  47,  251,  321,  437:  on 
the  games  of,  in  honour  of  the 
triumphs  of  Dotnitisn,  389. 

Stella  and  lanthis,  on,  270. 

Stolen  cloak  of  Grispinus,  372. 

Strangers,  on  the  concourse  of,  to 
Rome,  4. 

Strigils,  611. 

Sturgeon,  600. 

Style-cases,  607. 

Subnrra  of  Rome,  291. 

Suicide,  125, 140, 275. 

Sulpicia,  praise  of,  463. 

Supper  ofperfume»  136;  walking 
ones,  327. 

Supners,  hunting  for,  93,  94,  283, 

Sura,  289. 

Surcentine  caps,  617 ;  wine,  602. 

Swallow,  on  a,  256. 

Swans,  598    ofLeda,52. 

Swimming  exhibition.  17  • 

Sword  and  belt,  609  k 


Synthesis,  a,  622. 

Symmachus,  to,  224. 

Syrian  figs  for  the  8atnraaHa,  329, 

Table  cover,  a,  622. 
Table  utensils  and  attire,  378,  379, 
Tables,  different  kinds  of,  616. 
Tablets  of   various  kinds,  dtroa 

wood,  ivonr,  Ac,  605,  606. 
Taper,  a,  610. 
Taratalla,  50. 
Tarentine  wine,  604. 
Tarentum,  pastures  of,  361. 
Tarentus,  a  place  in  the  Gampua 

Martius,  60,  177  note. 
Tarpdan  palace,  332. 
Tartessian  Guadalquivir,  361* 
Tarragonese  wine,  603. 
Taygetus,  quarries  of,  280. 
Telesilla,  on,  265 ;  to,  539. 
Telesina,  on,  111. 
Telesinus,  to,  555. 
Telesphorus,  to,  512,  525. 
Telethusa,  on,  294. 
Temple,  on  the  erection  of  one\ 

when  Domitian  was  born,  402. 
Temple  of  Fortune,  of  Domitian* 

381. 
Terentianus,  governor  of  Syene,  67* 
Testins  Caballus,  44. 
Tessera*,  606. 
Thai*,  to,  182,201,217;  on, 302; 

the  mistress  of  Quintua,  135, 

136. 
Thais  and  Lgoania,  on,  244. 
Thalia,  to,  on  the  poet  Lnstiscus 

Brutianus,  188. 
Theatre.    See  Amphitheatre. 
Themes,  fit  ones  for  epigrams,  518 
Thelesinus,  to,  148. 
Theodoras,  to,  258;  a  bed  poet, 

538. 
Theophila,  on  a  portrait  o&  336. 
Theopompus,  to,  on  his  becoming  a 


Therms),  the,  3 

Th*styiu%  the  poet  Victor's  aoy, 

318. 
Thetis,  19. 
Thrasea,  27. 
Three  children,  the  poet's  petition 
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for  the  riditi  of  a  fiuhar  o(  130 ; 
to  hit  wife  respecting,  190 ;  pri- 
vileges attached,  190  note. 

Three  leave*,  tablets  o£  605. 

Thrushes,  a  crown  o&  594. 

Thyestes,  151. 

Thymele,  the  female  dancer,  26. 

Tibullns,  628. 

Tibor,  the,  205, 206. 

Tigillinus,  Sophonius,  199. 

Tigress  matched  with  a  lion,  13. 

Timavus,  the  river,  188  note;  a  river 
of  the  north  of  Italy,  961. 

Titius,  on,  522. 

Titullus,  to,  970. 

Tims,  to,  33;  on  Cedlianus,  932. 

Tivoli,  206 :  towers  of,  29 ;  grove 
at,  917;  hill  of,  961. 

Toga,  to  a,  given  him  by  Parthe- 
nius,  960;  on  one  given  to  the 
poet  by  Parthenius,  418 ;  on  a, 
620  hie. 

Tongilianus,  to,  154;  on,  583. 

Tongilion,  to,  170. 

Tongilius,  to,  104. 

Tooth-pick,  a,  607. 

Tooth-powder,  611. 

Toranius,  to,  392. 

Torquatus,  the  rich,  487. 

Tractatrix,  explanation  of,  169 
not*. 

Tragedies,  Bassus,  a  writer  of,  249. 

Trajan,  the  emperor,  on  the  arrival 
o£  449;  in  praise  of,  463,  483; 
invocation  to  the  gods  in  favour 
o(  501 ;  flattery  and  praises  of, 
502,  548  bia;  on  his  munifi- 
cence to  the  temple  of  Jupiter, 
551. 

Trebonus,  to,  639. 

Trebula,  town  o£  257, 

Trifoline  wine,  602. 

Triton,  19. 

Triumphal  arch  of  Domitian,  381. 

Triumphus,  the  gladiator,  14. 

Trivian  goddess,  1. 

Trope,  game  o&  183  note. 

Truffles,  594 ;  eating  of,  34. 

Tucca,  to,  291, 339,  453, 530,  563, 
584;  on  his  parsimony,  33;  on 
the  wooden  bath  of,  432. 


i  Tucdus,  to,  137. 
Tucker,  a,  623. 
Tullus  and  Lucanus,  to,  42, 
Tnranius,  to,  259. 
Turbots,598 
Tnrgidius,  to,  638. 
Turnips,  590. 
Turnus,  on,  505. 
Turtle-doves,  594. 
Tuscan  soothsayer,  to  a,  142. 
Tutela,  town  of;  203. 
Two  brothers,  on,  171. 
Tyrian  wool,  624. 

Umber,  to,  329;  on,  580. 

Unions,  to,  564. 

Urbicns,  to,  328  ;  epitaph  on,  347. 

Vacerra(to,384,529;  on,  532;  his 
pretended  wealth  derided,  558. 

Vadavera,  a  mountain  near  Bilbilis, 
49  et  note. 

Valerius  Flaccus,  to,  42«. 

Vanquished,  method  of  proclaiming 
the,  in  the  arena,  20  et  note. 

Varro,  to,  with  a  present  of  the  au- 
thor's works,  237. 

Vans,  to,  358;  the  centurion,  on 
the  death  of,  in  Egypt,  458;  sup- 
per of,  631. 

Vases,  antique  ones,  616 ;  Arretine, 
617;  of  earthenware,  252. 

Vatican  casks,  33. 

Vatican  wine  for  critics,  468. 

Vatinian  cup,  617* 

Veientan  grape,  112. 

Veientan  wine,  76,  153. 

Velius,  on  the  bow  of,  406. 

Velox,  to,  81. 

Venafran  oil,  601. 

Venuleitts,  on  two  books  of  Epi- 
grams for,  216. 

Verona,  the  birth-place  of  Catullus, 
57. 

Verse,  to  his,  on  a  licentious  cha- 
racter, 72. 

Verses,  roughness  and  obscurity  of 
537. 

Verus  and  Prisons,  the  gladiators 
20. 

Vesunus,  to,  212 
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Vesuvine,  on,  197 

Veteran  nMiar,  on  a,  173. 

Vetustilla,  to,  173. 

ViaTeota.133.   ' 

Vibfas  Maximus,  to,  543. 

Vice,  pennorera  to,  284. 

Vices,  of  a  complicated  character, 
140;  aot  persona,  attacked  by 
the  poet,  461 

Victor,  to,  533. 

Victor,  Veeonine,  the  poet,  318. 

Victory,  a  golden  atatne  ofc  625. 

Vindex,  Ms  poaseaeioo  of  the  atatne 
of  Heresies,  415,  416. 

Vinegar,  603. 

Vintage  of  Italy,  b.  a  121,  cele- 
brated far  its  abundance,  37  at 


Vintner,  to  a,  55. 

Viper,  on  a,  138;  enclosed  in  am- 
ber, 205. 

Virgil,  on  the  birth-day  of,  576;  hie 
deference  to  Horace  and  Variua, 
357;  praam  of,  377 ;  on  parch- 
ment, 628 ;  hit  "  Gnat,"  628. 

Virgin  water,  231,  320. 

Vitellian  tablets,  88,  606  bis . 

Voberea,  a  town  near  Bilbilie,  49. 

Votienue,  the  poet  of  Narbo,  386. 

Vulcan,  to,  on  the  restoration  of  the 
city  after  being  partially  destroy- 
ed by  ire,  223* 

Wallet;  a,  615. 

Water,  to  Domitian  on  hie  peti- 
tioning for  a  sapply  o£  401. 

Watoe-jng  for  the  table,  618. 

Wealth,  Afor*a  boast  o$  193. 

Wbeaten-6onr,  589. 

Whips,  614. 

Widowed  stop-mothers,  184. 

Wife,  to  Me,  519, 542, 554:  on  ob- 
taining the  rights  of*  father  with 


three  children,  130;  on  her  gift 

to  Martial,  558. 
Wild  aea,  the,  601. 
Wild  boar,  to  a,  317;  imitation  to 

feast  upon  a,  359 ;  on  a,  600. 
Wine-cap,  on  one  received  from 

Instantias    Rafne,    373;    from 

Paulas,  394. 
Wine-eupe,  618. 
Wines,   mixing  of,  33;   different 

kinds  of,  602,  603,  604. 
Winter  roses,  from  the  Nile,  297. 
Wit  about  town,  to  a,  562. 
Witwala,  597. 
Woman,  righting  with  a  Hon,  6 

tot;  of  impleading  countenance, 

635. 
Woman's  girdle,  623. 
Wondere  of  the  ancient  woril,  1 


Woodcocks,  598. 

Wooden  coffers,  606. 

Wood-pigeons,  596. 

Woollen  cloak,  621,  622. 

Woollen  shirts,  Patavian,  622. 

Woollen  slippers,  612. 

Wools,    amethyst-coloured,   623 ; 

white,  Tynan,  and  Pollen  tine, 

624. 
Wrestler,  the,  630. 
Writing  tablets,  605. 
Writings,  on  hie,  81,  501 

Young,  to  the,  on  the  pursuit  of 
learning  and  virtue,  636.  ' 

Youth,  on  a,  killed  by  the  rail  of  a 
piece  of  ice,  185. 

Zoilua,  to,  106, 115, 125,  261,  302, 
513,516,524,535,538,969;  on, 
143,  505 ;  against,  95 ;  to,  96 ; 
on  his  voluptuousness,  168 ;  an 
envious  man,  214;  notices  o4 
505  net*. 


A  complete  Index  of  the  Ltfm  ftr*  Unm  will  be  found  in  Schneide- 
win'e  amal  text  edition,  published,  Leipzig,  185%  in  Tenbner'a  Series  of 
CUesioi,  price  2a. 
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Memoirs  of  PhiUp  de  Oonuninea.  Translated  by  A.  B.  Sooble.  With 
Portrait*   8  yota.  email  pom  Sro.  8a.  Si.  eeoev 


The  Diary  of  Samuel  Pepya.     Transeribed  from  the  Shorthand 
MS.  by  the  Bey.  Mynon  Bright,  MO.    With  Lord  Bcft/orooho'a  Xotee. 
Edited,  with  Addition*,  by  Hour  B.  Whoatloy,  F.8.A.   7yok.  domy  Sro. 
with  Portralte  and  other  maotnttnio,  10a,  Si.  eaoh. 
V  The  only  ootnplete  edition. 

Brelyn's  Diary  sod  Oorrespondenoe,  with  the  Private  Corre- 
■pondenoo  of  Chariot  L  end  Sir  Edward  Bioholea,  and  between  Sir  Edward 
Hyde  (Bod  of  Clarendon)  and  Sir  Biobord  Browne.  Bdttod  from  the 
Originel  M88,  by  W.  Bray,  1*4.8,    With  45  Sayings.    ft  yoji.  pmefl 
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Popys'  Diary  and  Ctofrespondonoo.    With  life  art  Notes  by  Lord 

Brajbrooke,  and  81  lngr»Tbiga.   4Tola.amaIlpoet9TO.S(k. 

The  Early  Diary of  Franoea  Burney,  1768-1778.  Whh  a  Selec- 
tion from  her  Oorreepondenoe  and  from  the  Jonrnale  of  her  Olateri,  Baaia 
and  Charlotte  Barney.   Bdttedby  Annw  Batee  Bme.   I  Tola,  demy  8ro.  8k. 

The  Diary  end  Letters  of  Madame  D'Arblay.  As  edited  by  her 
Hieoe,  Charlotte  Barrett.   WtthPortratta.   4  role,  demy  8ro.  80a. 

Handbooks  of  English  Literature.  Edited  by  J.  W.  Hales,  M.A., 
Fallow  of  Obriafa  OoOaga,  Cambridge,  Profeamr  of  BngUeh  literature  at 
Ung'a  College,  London.    Crown8ro.  Sa.64.  eeoh. 

The  Age  of  Milton.    By  J.  Bail  Mulhuger,  M.A.,  and  the 

Bar.  J.  H.  B.  Maetarman. 
The  Age  of  Dryden.    2nd  edition.    By  B.  Garnett,  LLJ). 
The  Age  of  Pope.    2nd  edition.    By  John  Dennis. 
The  Age  of  Wordsworth.    2nd  edition.    By  Pro!  a  H. 

Harford,  I4tU>. 
The  Age  of  Tennyson.     2nd  edition.    By  Professor  Hugh 
Walker. 

PmapABOte. 
The  Age  of  Alfred.    By  H.  Frank  Heath,  Ph.D. 
The  Age  of  Ghanoer.    By  Profoeeor  Hales. 
The  Age  of  Shakespeare.    By  Profoeeor  Hales. 
The  Age  of  Johnson.    By  Thomas  Seooombe. 

Ten  Brink's  History  of  Early  English  Literature.  8  vols.  Small 
post  8ro.  8a.  64.  each.  ToL  L-(To  WWif).  Translated  by  Horaea  K. 
Kennedy.  YoL  IL-fWloUf,  Chancer,  Bertie*  Drama,  RimaiaaMina). 
Translated  by  W.  Olarka  BoMnaon,  PhJ).  YoL  TIL— (To  the  Death  of 
Surrey).    Kdfted by ProfeaaorAloia Brandl.  Translated by L.  Dora  Bohmtta. 

Reviews  and  Essays  In  English  Literature.  By  the  Bey.  D.  0. 
ToTej»K.A.l01afkI>otitreratTriiiitjCV)Uefa,Oambridge.  Crown8TO.5f.net. 


History  of  Germany  in  the  Middle  Ages.  By  B.  F.  Hendetson, 
Ph.D.   Oromi  8ro.  7a.  64.  net. 

England  in  the  Fifteenth  Century.  BrthelateBer.W.  Denton,  M.A., 
Woroaatar  College,  Oxford.   Demy  Sro.  IS*. 

History  of  Modern  Europe,  from  the  Taking  of  Constantinople  to 
the  EetanlMimant  of  the  German  Bmnfeo,  A.D.  1458-1871.  By  the  late 
Dr.T.  H.Dyer.   A  new  edition.    5 Tola. S.  Us.**.      » 

LlTes  of  the  Queens  of  England.  From  the  Norman  Conquest  to 
the  reign  of  Queen  Anne.  By  Agnea  Strickland.  library  edition.  With 
Portraita,  Antogranha.  and  Ybrnetsae.  8  Tola,  demy  8ra  7a,  64.  each.  Alao 
a  Cheaper  Edition  in  6  Tola,  with  6  Portraita,  email  poet  8to.  80a. 

Life  of  Mary  Queen  of  Soots.  By  Agnes  Strickland.  With  Index 
and  8  Portraita  of  Mary.    1  Tola,  imall  poet  8ro.  10*. 

LItcs  of  the  Tudor  and  Stuart  Princesses.  By  Agnes  Striokland. 
WitbPortatta.    Small  pott  8to.  (fa. 
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The  Works  of  FlaTfaa  Joeepbm  Whiaton'a  Translation.  Thoroughly 

rariaad  by  R^.  A.  R.  Bttnrfo.M JL   With  Topographical  and  Gaotraphioal 
Bot«bj8IrO.W.W!]Ma.K.aB.   5 toU,  aminpoat 8ra  17*.  64. 

Ooze's  Memoir*  of  the  Duke  of  lUxfborough.    8  Tola.    With  Pot* 
trait*.   8maIlpoat8ro.ai.64.aach. 

V  AxLifl  of  *n  PLOi  or  Mablbobovo*!  Gumim.   dto.  10*.  64. 

SQetory  of  the  House  of  Amtrte.    4  Tola.  With  Portraita. 

Snail  poit  8ro.  St  64.  mh. 

Gibbon's  Decline  and  KQ  of  the  Boman  Xmpire.    Oomplete 

airf  UnafarkMwithYarJaram  Hotaa.    With  Indax,  Mapa,  and  Portrait. 
7toI*.    Small  po*t9TO,e».  64.  aaoh. 

Qregororlua'e  Hlatorj  of  the  Otty  of  Borne  In  the  Middle  Ajoe. 

TranaVaUd  by  Aram  Hamffltow.    Grown  8ro.   Vola.  L.IL,  and  m.,  amah  6a, 
net,   VoL  IV.,  in  Sparta,*,  not.   Vol.  V.,  a  1  part*  *•.  net 

QulaoVe  History  of  CttfiMemtloii.  Translated  by  W.  Haalitt.  8 Tola. 
With  Portrait..    BimUlpom8TO.Si.64.  each. 

LamarUne'a  Hlatory  of  the  CHrondiata.    8  Tola.    With  Portraita. 
Small  pott  8n>.  St.  64.  aaeh. 

MaohlaTelll'a  Hlatorj  of  llorenoe,  the  Prince,  and  other  Worka. 
WlthPortrait.    Small post 8vo. 3a  64. 

Martmeau'e  (Harriet)  Hlatorj  of  England,  from  1800-1815.    Bm. 
pom  8*0.8*64. 

Hlatorj  of  the  Th«y  Yeara' Peace,  a.©.  1816-46.    4  Tola. 

Small  poat  8m  8a  64.  aaah. 

Meniere  Hlatorj  of  Germany.    With  Portraita.    8  Tola.     Small 
poai8fO.8aai.aabh. 

BfloheleVa  Luther's  Autobiography.  Translated  by  William  Haalitt. 
8mallpoat8TO.St.6d. 

Hlatory  of  the  Frenoh  Berohttlon  from  its  aarUaat  indioa- 

ttotntoth«niffhtWth«Kinfml79l.    Small  port  8ro.  Si.  64. 

Mlgnet'e  Hlatorj  of  the  Frenoh  Berolutlon,  from  1789  to  1814. 
With  Portrait  of  Hafttkom  as  firm  OommL   Small  pom  Sro.  St.  64. 

Motiey'e  Blae  of  the  Dutch  BepnbUo.    A  new  Edition,  with  Intro- 
i  by  Monoora  D.  Oonway.   8toU>    Small  pom  8to.  St.  64.  aaoh. 


Banke'e  Hlatorj  of  the  Popes.    Tranalated  by  B.  Foster.    8  Tola. 
With  Portraita.   Small  pom  8?©.  8a  64,  ear*. 
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STANDARD  BOOKS. 

(8eedUo  « Biography  and  History,'  •Poetry,'  'Fiction,'  dtc.) 

Addison's  Works.  With  the  Notes  of  Bishop  HnrcL  Edited  by 
H.G.  Boon.  StoIi.  With  Portrait  and  Plats*.   Small  port  8ro.  8a.  64.  tub. 

Baoon's  Essays,  sad  Moral  and  Historical  Works.  Edited  by  J.  Derey. 
WHbPortrai*.    Small  port  8to.  St.  Si. 

Browne's  (Sir  Thomas)  Works.  8  tols.  With  Portrait  Small 
port  8to.  8s.  64.  oka. 

Burke's  Works  and  Speeches.   8  rols.   Sm.  post  8ro.  8*.  6a*.  each. 

Burton's  Anatomy  of  Melancholy.  Edited,  with  Notes,  by  the 
Rot.  A.  R.  Sbffleto,  SLA.,  and  aa  Introdsntkra  by  A.  H.  BaDesu  8  Tote. 
Demy  8ro.  with  Madias;  fcrtned  by  Olsason  Wbtta,  Sis.  64.  art.  Alio  a 
OfaaapBdttkm.teSToli.    Small  port  Sro.  8k.  64.  taoh. 

Coleridge's  Prose  Works.  Edited  by  T.  Ashe.  OtoIs.  With  Por- 
trait.  8inallport8To.8s.e4.eaoh. 

&efoe*s  Norels  and  IfisoeUanecms  Works.  7to1s.  With  Portrait 
Small  port  8to.8«.  64.  «aeh. 

Dunlop's  History  of  Prose  Flotion.  Berised  by  Henry  Wilson. 
2  you.    Sman  port  8ro.  St.  taoh. 

n's  Works.    8  toIs.    Small  post  8ro.  St.  6U  each. 


Goldsmith*  (O.)  Works.  Edited  by  J.  W.  M.  Gibbs.    5  vols.   With 
Portrait.    Small  port  8ro.  St.  64.  etoh. 

dray's  Letters.    New  Edition,  by  the  Ber.  D.  a  Torey,  M.A. 

[In  the  pros. 

Haslltt  (William).    Lectures  and  Essays.   7  vols.    Small  poet  Sro, 
8s.64.aaob. 

Irrtng  (Washington).     Complete  Works.     15  vols*     With  Pot- 
traits,**.    SmaD  port  Sto.  8s.  64*  each. 

Lamb's  Essays  of  Etta  and  Ellana.    With  Portrait     Small  post 

8to»  8s.  6d» 

Lodte  ( Jonn).    Philosophical  Works.    Edited  by  J.  A.  St  John. 
8toIs.   WltnPortrait.    Small  port  8m,  8s.  64.  each. 

Mill  (John  Stuart).    Essays.     Collected  from  Tariooa  souroee  by 
J.W.SLOibbs.   Small  post  8ro.  8s.  64. 

Milton's  Prose  Works.    Edited  by  J.  A.  St  John.    5  rols.    With 
Portraits.   Small  port  Sro.  8s.  64.  each. 

Prout's  (Father)  BeUques.  By  Ber.  F.  liahony.  Copyright  edition. 
WtthBtohingsbylUclisa.   Small  port  Sro.  fis. 
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Swift  (Jonathan).  Fro*  Works.  Edited  by  Temple  Scott  With 
Introduction  by  W.  B.  H.  Leoky,  M.P.  In  10  Tolmnea  Small  port  8ro. 
St  6d.  each. 


ToL  I.— 'A  Tale  of  a  Tab.'  *Tbt  Battle  of  the  Books,'  and  other  early 
works.  Edited  by  Teazle  Book  With  Bk>fTO>hiotl  Introduction  by  W.B.H. 
Lecky.MJP.   W&  Portrait  sad  lamina!*. 


YoL  IL— 'The  Jonrnsl  to  Stelle/  Edited  by  P.  Byknd,M.4.  With  a 
PtosimOe  Letter  and  two  Portraiti  of  Stella. 

Tol.  IH.--Writto(ffonB«lifiooandtheOhttrob.  Edited  by  Temple  Soott 
With  a  portrait  ia  photogratare  eftar  Jerraf .  [Ja  the  prete. 

Walton's  (Isaatt  Angler.     Edited  by  Bdward  Jesse.     With  290 
IngraylnffioaWoodandBteeL   Smell  post  8ro.  5s. 

White'!  Natural  History  of  Selborne.   Edited  by  Edward  Jesse. 
With  «0  Portraits  and  Coloured  Plates.   Small  post  8?©.  5s. 

Young  (Arthur).   Travels  In  Trance  during  the  Yean  1787-80* 
Bolted  by  feBetham-Bdwarda  With  Portrait.   Small  post  8ro.  8a  6*. 

Tour  in  Ireland  during  the  years  1776-0.    Edited  by  A. 
Button,  Librarian.  Bat* 
Anderson.   Index  and  Map. 


W.  Hntton,  Librarian.  Bational  Liberal  dob.    With  Bibliography  by  J.  P. 
-  -■--      -— —     Stole.   Sman  post  8to^  St.  6&  eaoh. 


Hugo  (Victor).  Dramatlo  Works.  Hernani— Buy  Bias— The  King's 
Diversion.  Translated  by  Mrs.  Hewton  Orosland  and  P.  L.  Skms.  Small 
post8ro.8i.6i. 

—       Poems,  ohiefly  LyrloaL    Translated  by  various  Writers,  ool- 
looted  by  J.  H.L.  Williams.    With  Portrait.    Small  post  8ro.  8s.  6d. 

MoUero's  Dramatlo  Works.  Translated  by  0.  H.  Walt  8  vols* 
With  Portrait   Small  post  SfO.  Ss.  6d.  eaoh, 

Montaigne's  Essays.  Ootton's  Translation.  Edited  by  W.  0. 
Esalitt   8  tola   Small  post  8to.  St.  6d.  eaoh. 

Montesquieu's  Spirit  of  Laws.  Translated  by  Dr.  Nugent.  Be- 
tised  by  J.  Y.  Priohard.  2  tola  WHh  Portrait.   Smell  post  8to.  8a  6d.  each. 

Pascal's  Thoughts.  Translated  by  0.  Eegan  Paul  Small  post 
8to.8s.6d. 

Baome's  Tragedies.  Translated  by  B.  Bruoe  BoswaU.  2  vols.  With 
Portrait   Small  post  8to.  St.  64.  eaoh. 

Goethe's  Works.   Including  his  Autobiography  and  Annals,  Dramatic 
Works,  Poems  and  Bsflede,  NoreU  and  Teles,  Wilhelm  Meister*s  Apprentice* 
ship  and  Travels,  Tow  in  Italy,  sfisosllaneons  Tratels,  Barry  and  Xieoel- 
--  '    rsTOorresnondanee with  Sohiller and  Zelter. ead Ckmrersatione 
son  and  Sores.    Translated  by  J.  Ommford,  Anna  Swaawftok, 


B.  D.  Boylaa,  B.  A  Bowrinf  ,  Sir  Walter  Soott,  Bdward  Bell,  L.  Dora 
8ohmitK,lD.Oolerids^andA.Bocen.  16  tola.  With  Portraits.  SmaU 
post  8to,  8a  6a.  eaoh. 

Faust    Qerman  Text  with  Hayward'a  Prose  Translation  and 

Notes.    Berisodwith  Introdnotioo  by  Dr.  q  A  Bnohhsim.    Sm.  post  8to.  5a 

Heine's  Poems.  Translated  by  B.  A  Bowring.    8m.  post  8m  8#.  04. 

Travel-Pictures.    Translated  by  Francis  Storr.    With  Map. 

SmaU  post  Sto.  fc.6*. 
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LaMtntfi  Dramatic  Worts.    Bdifted by Brnest BeU.   8  role.   With 
'  Portrait.    Saudi  port  8?o.  8s.  64.  eat*. 

Laokoon,  Dramatlo  Notes,  eta.  Translated  by  B.  a  Beeeley 

•ad  Helen  Zinunem.    Bdttod  by  Bdward  BtD.    With  Prontiipieoe.    Small 
port  8to»  8s.  64. 

Blohter  (Jean  Paul).   Lerana.    Translated.    8m.  post  8m  8t.  64. 

Flowar,  Fruit,  and  Thorn  Plaoaa  (Btebenkis).  Tranalaied 

t*Iieot.-OoLiuBwing.    Saart  port  Si*  8*84. 

Bohfller1!  Works.  Including  Ilia  History  of  the  Sevan  Years'  War* 
Betel*  la  the  Netherlands  a*i,  Dmaatln  aad  Pocofeal  WarinLaad  Acethe- 
tfcel  sad  Phfloeophtoel  lam.  TnMMtod  by  Bar.  A.  jTw.  Morrison, 
A.  Lodge,  B.  A.  Bowrtnf .  jTOnnrohill.  B.  T.  Coleridge, Sir  Theodore  Marttn, 
and  others.   7vok.   Wfth  Portratta.   Saudi port 8m8s. 64. each. 

F.  Bohlagal'a  Lectures,  and  other  Works.  6  toIs.  -Small  post 
8ro,  8*.  64.  each. 

A.  W.  SohlegeVe  Lectures  on  Dramatlo  Art  and  literature. 
TranalatedbytheB^.A.J.W.Morrieoa.    Saudi  port  8ro,  U.  64. 


After?*  Tragedies,  Translated  by  B.  A,  BowriDg.  2  Tola.  Small 
portSro.  9c  64.  each. 

Arlosto's  Orlando  Furioeo,  eta.  Translated  by  W.  a  Bose.  2  vols. 
With  Portrait  aad  24  Steal  Btogmriage.   8aMDport8ro.5t.oMli. 

Dante,  Translaiad  by  Bar.  H.  F.  Gary.  With  Portrait.  Small 
port  8fO*  Ss»  64. 

Translated  by  L  0.  Wright    With  Ftaonan's  Illustrations. 

Saudi  port  8?o.  5s. 

The  Italian  Text,  with  English  Translation.    The  Inferno. 

By  Dr.  Oariy  le.  The  Pnrgatofio.  By  W.  a  Dngdale,  Bm,  port  8ro.  at.  eaoh. 

Petrarch's  Sonnets,  and  other  Poems.  Translated  by  rarions  hands. 
With  Life  by  Thomas  Oanpbell,  and  Foctratt  aad  15  Steal  BngraTinga. 
Saudi  port  8to.5t. 

Tasso's  Jerusalem  DeliTersd.  Translated  into  Banish  Spenserian 
Terse  by  J.  H.  Wlffen.  With  Woodomto  aad  8  Steal  BngraTinga,  Small 
pert  8ro«  5a.  . 

Oamoena4  Lusted.    Miekle's  Translation  revised  by  E.  B.  Hodges. 

Snap  port  8to.  Si.  6i,      . 

Antoninus  (Marcus  Aurellus).  The  Thoughts  of.  Translated 
literally,  with  Note*.  Biographical  Sketch,  Introductory  amy  oa  the 
Philosophy,  aad  Index.  By  George  Long,  M.A.  Hew  edition.  Printed  a* 
the  Chiiwiek  Preei.  on  hand-made  paper,  aad  bound  la  bookram.  Pott 
8ro.6t.    (Orin£efai'sCteet«ael£tary,ak64.)  — 

fepiotetus.  The  Disoourses  of;  with  the  Bneheiridion  and  Frag- 
ments. Translated,  with  Votes  aad  Introduction,  by  George  Long,  SUA, 
New  edition,  printed  at  the  Ohitwiok  Preai,  oa  hand-made  paper,  and  booad 
in  booknun.  t  Tola.  Pott  8ro.  10a.  64.  (Or  in  Boh*'*  Olaatieal  Library , 
lT0L,5a) 
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Plato's  Dialogues,  referring  to  the  Trial  and  Death  of  Socrates, 

ButhjphrojTlwlpolofT^^rttOMwlPh^do.   Traaelafjfd  by  the  lata 

Whawell,  D.D.   Printed  at  the  Ohiawiok  Preai  on  hq*£iaedo 
bound  in  bnokram.   Pott  8fo.»  it.  64. 

Horace.  The  Odaf  and  Oarmen  Seeoulare.  Translated  into! 
Terse  by  the  taat  John  Ooatoftqa,  XJL    11th  edition,    loan,  8ro.  8s.  I 

The  Satires  and  Epistles.    Translated  into  English  Vena 

byJobaOnington.jLA.   8th  edition.   Ss.64. 


Dictionaries  and  Books  of  Reference. 

Webster*!  International  Dictionary  of  the  English  Tewgnage, 
being  theanthantloodttion  of  Webster*  Unabridged  Dictionary,  eoaprialng 
ib7laiiiesofl8e7,186e\aadl88^ 

the  soporrision  of  HoabPorter,  D.D.,  LL.D.,  of  Talo  UnhotAtj,  wtsm 
Vataable  literary  Appendices.  Medium  ftto.  falB  pa^es,  8500  Woodonta, 
Cloth,  1L  11*.  ftCt  hlkaalf.*.  Ski  half  real*  8*5.1  full  calf  ,  a.  8* 
Also  in  8  role,  doth,  11. 14*. 

The  Standard  In  the  Portal  Telegraph  Department  of  tho  British  Ielea. 

Tho  Standard  la  the  United  States  Goranaent  Printing  OOoa. 

Webster's  Brief  International  Dictionary.  A  Prononnoing  Die* 
tioaary  ot  the  Bagliah  Language.  Abridged  from  Webster's  IpteruaMoaal 
Dictionary.    Wrth  800  mnstrat&ns.    Oemy8vo.Ss. 


A  Dictionary  of  Slang,  Jargon,  and  Cant  Br  A.  Barrore  and 
CO.  Leland.    iTok.   Medfaun  8ro.  7i.  M.  each. 

A  Biographical  and  Orttloal  Dlotionaryof  Painters  and  BngraTers. 
With  a  lift  of  Orphan,  Monograms,  and  Marks.  Byhffahaol  Bryan,  Im. 
parial  8ra  Hew  edition,  thoroughly,  rerised  and  enlarged  by  B.  B.  Ocaves 
(of  the  British  Museum)  and  Walter  Armstrong.  S  toU.  Imparial  8ra 
buckram,  8U  8a 

A  Biographical  Dictionary, 
of  15,  000)  of  Eminent  Persons  of 
larly  of  Distinguished  Vattfos  of 


(Sooner,  7.&A.  ^Wtth  a  now  Biipiilonioni,  bringing 


&own8?o»aa.  aaplL 

Singe's    Etymologies!  Dictionary  of  the  German 

Trandatad  by  J.  F.  DarlaD.Iik.lt. A.   Oboap  Bditson.   Grown  ftto.  7a.  6d. 


Orhnm's  Teutonic  Mythology.  Translated  from  the  4th  edition, 
withBotwandApMoiLbyJaaasBttj^anBtallylnan.  DemySro.  4  Torn, 
SL  8a.  i  Vola  I.  tomUa  eeohjYoL  jVT(ooatalnlng  Additional  Botes  and 
Bataionoa%andeoMpktlngthaWorn)tiaa 

French  and  English  Dictionary.    By  P.  E.  A.  Oaso.    8th  edition, 
reset  end  considerably  enlsfgcd.   I«rge  8ro.  half -rmokram,  12a.  Si, 
A  Pocket  Dictionary.   lftno.   67th  Thousand,   St.6d. 

Synonyms  and  Antonyms  of  the  English  Teingnagft,  Collected 
andgontratted.   By  the  late  Yon.  0.  J.  Smith,  JUL   Small  post  8ro.  4a. 
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Pynonyma  DlicrtminAtedL    A  Dictionary  of  Synonymous  Word*  in 
tbaBnglianLaMruage,  showing  the  aonrarteelgiri^^ 


meaning.  Dhirtr»«withQiio«»*ioMlroaBtMidMdWrttert.  ByVen.O.J. 
Smith.  mUl.  Bdi^bytheBeY.H.Peroy  Smith,  11^  of  BadWOoOege, 
Oxford.    Deny  8to.  14*. 


Mb  edtttonvrerietd,  with  ooneideimnle  Addition*,  by  Profenwr  L.  Sen** 
Translated  by  oTo.  W.  Watr.  M.A.,  Professor  of  Omsekel  literature 
King's  College,  London.   9  too.  Madam  •to.  16*.  end*. 


ttarpns  Poetanun  Lattoqnnn,  a  le  alitorae  dennoreoogritornmet 

brevi  leottommi  varletete  inetnotorem,  odidis  Johannes  Peroivel  Postgate. 

ToLL    Ieuge  post  4to.SU  net    Or  in  f  parts,  paper  wrawew^O*.  each  not 

[Pol.  Z2«  prtparfcta, 
Lowndes'  Bibliographer^  Manual  of  English  Literature.     En- 

larged  edition,  by  H.  O.  Bonn.   «Toh.    StaeB  port  8ro.  6s.  each  j  or  4  toIs^ 

halx  moroooo,  81.  Si. 

A  Dictionary  of  Roman  Coins,  Bepohaoan  and  ImperiaL  Com- 
meneed  by  the  late  Seth  W.  SftsraVsmn,  W.BA+  reriesd  inpart  by  a  Boaoh 
Smith,  V.&A.,  and  completed  by  F.W*.  Madden,  ILlUXWIUi  npwarde 
of  700  engravinga  on  wo  id,  chiefly  exeonted  by  tat  late  F.  W.  lairholt  F.8JL 
8ro.tf.9t. 

Henfrey'e  Guide  to  EngHah  Oofna,from  the  Conquest  to  the  present 
time.  Haw  and  revised  edition,  By  a  F.  Kaary.  1IJL,  P.8A.  Wtth  an 
HirtorkalliitrodnottonbythaBdttor.   Smell  port  Syo.  6a. 

Humphreyi'  Coin  OoUeotor's  Manual,  or  Guide  to  the  Namiamatio 
StadansintiMlbnaatlonofaOabiaaiofCWni.  ByH.  V.  Huaphreya.  With 
Index  and  upward!  of  140  in  mirations  on  Wood  and  Steal*   a  tom.   Small 

Clark1!  Introduction  to  Heraldry.  18th  edition.  Barked  and 
Enlarged  by  J.  B.  PbnahA  Bongo  Oroix.  With  nearly  1000  DbietratJone. 
Small  port  8ro. 6s.  j  or  with  the  IHastraaUms  Coloured, half-moroooo, rox- 
bnrKh«T5s. 

ART  AND  ARCHAEOLOGY. 

Sir  Edward  Burne-Jonee,  Bart  A  Beoord  and  Beriew.  By 
Malcolm  BelL  Illustrated  with  orar  100  Beprodnotfona  of  the  moat  popular 
paintlnga,  drawings,  and  designa  by  the  Artist.  8rd  edition,  wtth  binding 
designed  frQleosonWMte^^ 

Albert  Moore :  hie  Life  and  Work*  By  A.  Lyi  Baldry.  Blue- 
trated  with  10  PhotograTmrai  and  abomt  90  other  Bej  -     - 

Oolomtter  8?o.  with  binding  by  Gleeson  Watte,  tla.net. 


Prederlo,  Lord  Leighton,  P JLA.  An  Blnatraied  Ghroniele.  By 
Brnert  Bhye.  With  Introdnotlon  by  V.  O.  Stephens.  Ulaatratad  with  U 
PhotograTnri  and  100  other  Boprodnotiona.    Ssper  royal  4to.  9L  8a. 

William  MorrlB:  hla  Art,  hia  Writings,  and  his  Public  Life,  By 
AyinerVeIlanoa,lLA..F.D\A.  With  40  Bepiodnetlont  in  half .tone  of  deafen* 
br  William  Morris,  and  a  Coloured  jVontisptooe  and  Portrait.    Imperial  Sto. 

Thomaa  Gainsborough:  hia  Life  and  Works.  By  Mm.  Arthur 
Bell  (N.  D*AnTen).  With  nunerpos  Hhutratloni  in  photogravure  and  half- 
tone.  Small  Oolombier  8ro.   8oa.net 
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The  Art  of  Valaaquaa.    A  Gritted  Study.    By  a  A.  Hi 

WttklOFlMteip»?«muMl60otiMrIIlBfta&nia.  Small  royal  4to.8L5s.net, 


R>pfaaaTi  efadfirmaa,  and  other  Great  Pictures.  Beproduoed  from 
the  Original  Paintings.  With  a  Life  of  BaphaaL  and  an  Account  of  hto 
OUaf  wSi.  97  Kail  Karo*y.  With  M  Dlnitoatloiii,  including  9  Photo. 
giatuii.   8antfOolombier8Yo.81s.net. 


Tl>e  Glaagow  School  of  Painting.    By  David  Martin.    With  Intro- 
With  Beproductlons  of  paintings  by  W.  T. 
mee  Levery,  B.  A.  Walton,  B.  A.  Hornel,  and 

nUsterpteoes  of  the  Great  Artists  AJ>.  1400-1700.  By  lira. 
Arthur  Ball  <B.  D»Anreri).  With  48  foil-page  Dhiatrations,  botadin*  8 
Photogravures.   Small  OolomUar  ©to.  Sit.  net 


Bell  (Star  O.)  The  Anatomy  and  Philosophy  of  BSxptreaalon  as 
Connected  with  the  Pine  Arte.  By  Sir  Charles  Bell.  K.H.  7th  edition, 
revised.   8mall  post  oro.  6t> 

Ben's  Cathedral  Series.  A  new  Series  of  Handbooks  on  the  great 
Cathedrals.  Bdited  by  Olssson  White  and  B.  P.  Strang*.  Well  ffloatated. 
01otb,l*.6dLeaoh.   SsfPaesSS. 


anneal  (B.)  A  History  of  Benaiasanoe  Architecture  in 
Bngaod.  A.0.  1S0O-180Q.  By  Reginald  Blomfield,  M.A.  With  180  mus- 
tettonT teem  by  the  Author,  and  90  Plataf  from  Photographs  and  Old  Prints 
and  Drawings.   Imperial  8ro.  8  toU.  90*.  net 

Blown  (H.  H.)  The  Principles  of  Gothlo  Boolealastioal  Archi- 
tecture. By  M.  H.  Blorawi.  With  numerous  Woodcuts  by  Jowitt  Uth 
edition.  Orowa  8vo.  8  Tola,  15s.  Oompankm  Volume  on  OHTJBOH  TB8T- 
MBHTS.   7s.6A 

Bryan's  Biographical  and  Critical  Dictionary  of  Painters  and 
Engravers,  With  a  list  of  Cyphers,  Monogram^  and  Marks.  By  Michael 
Bryan.  Hew  edition,  thoroughly  revised  and  enlarged  by  R.  B.  Graves, 
of  the  British  Museum,  and  Walter  Armstrong,  &jL  8  vols,  imperial  8ro. 
* — * ,81 3s. 


Burn  (R)  Ancient  Home  and  its  Neighbourhood.  An  IDnstrated 
Handbook  to  the  Bains  in  the  City  and  the  Oampagne.  By  Robert  Barn. 
MJL,  Bellow  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  Author  of  ^Bome  and  the 
Campagna,'  an.   With  numerous  TThistiTt^iTrt     7s.  8A 

•-•  Turn  Tofaane  is  also  iatoed  in  Ump  red  cloth,  with  Map  Pooket,  for  the 
i  of  Travellers. 


Bdited  by  Gleam  White. 

Hlatt(0.  T.  J.)  Picture  Posters.  A  Handbook  on  the  Hls- 
roc  the  IDnstrated  Placard.  With  numerous  Reproductions  of  the  moat 
Ufa  emmmftm  of  aD  countries.    Qy  0.  T.  J.  Bmtt.   8ro.18s.6d.net. 


Strange  (X.  F.)  Japanese  Illustration.  A  History  of  the 
Arts  of  Woobxmttmg  and  Ooloox  Printing  m  Japan.  By  Bdward  I .  Strange, 
M.J.a  With  8  Coloured  Plates  and*  other  IUnstratioas.  Demy  8vo. 
18s.6d.net. 

Wataon  (EL  M.)    The  Art  of  the  House.    By  Bosamund 
Marriott  Wemoa.   Illustrated.    Damy8fo.6s.net 
▲  2 
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Connoisseur  Series — Oontimtd. 

WheaOey  (H.  B.)  British  Historical  Portraits.  Bom 
Votes  on  the  Fainted  Portraits  of  OeUbratsd  Oharaoters.  By  H.  B.  Wheatfer. 
With  71  mutations  taken  direct  fees*  tht  Oris^imls  «*  the  Hatkmal  Portrait 
Gallery  and  elsewhere.    Kk.6d.net. 

WDHamaon  (Q.  O.)  Portrait  Miniatures,  from  the  time  of 
HoU>dB  (1681)  to  that  of  Sir  WilUsjn  Row  OMO).  A  Handbook  I or  OoOtotoa. 
By  G.O.  Williamson,  Litt.D.    With  1M iWrationa.   12a.6d.net. 

Orane  (W.).    The  Bases  of  Design.    By  Walter  Crane.    With  900 

IHastratione.   Medium  8ro. 
Deoorative  Illustration  of  Books.    See  Ex-Libris  Series. 

Ctannmgham's  Lives  of  the  Host  Bminent  British  Painters.  A 
new  edition,  with  Hotel  and  Sistaen  fresh  lives,  By  Mra.  Heeton.  8  Tola, 
■mail  post  8to.  8j.  6d.  eaoh. 

Delamotte  (P.  H.)  The  Art  of  Sketohing  from  Nature.  By 
P.  H.  Delamotte.  ninatrated  by  M  Woodcuts  and  80  Coloured  Plates, 
arranged  prog-reatWely,  from  Water-colour  Drawings  by  Pront,  B.  W.  Oooka, 
R^^GirtibTvarleyJbeWmt,  and  the  Author.  Hew  AtionTBoyai  ato.  its. 

Dsumin'i  Illustrated  History  of  Arms  and  Armour,  from  the 
■artiest  Period.  By  Augusts  Denunin.  Translated  by  0.  0.  Blank,  SLA. 
With  nearly  S000  Hloitrattons.    Small  post  8ro.  7s,  Sd. 

Didron's  Christian  Ioonography.  A  History  of  Christian  Art  In  the 
Middle  Ages.  Translated  from  the  Preach,  with  additions,  fta,  by  Margaret 
Stokes.    2  toIs.  small  post  8ro.  5s,  each. 

Endymlon  Series  of  Poets.    Illustrated  by  B.  Anning  Bell  and 


Bx-LIbris  Series.    Edited  by  Gleeson  White. 

English  Book-Plates  (Ancient  and 
Castle,  MJL,  F.SJL     With  more  than  200  Illustratfons.     fed  edition. 
10e.6d.net. 

French  Book-Plates,   By  Walter  Hamilton.    WHh  nearly  200 
Illustrations.    2nd  edition,  revised  and  enlarged.   8a.6d.net. 

German  Book-Plates.     By  Dr.  Heinrich  Pallmann  and  0. 
BsTenseroft  Dennis.    With  nomerons  Innstrations.  {Pr$pmrim§. 

American  Book-Plates.     By  Charles  Dexter  Allen,    With 
BifaUographytyEbnHewenHewina,an^  12a.6d.net. 

Ladles' Book-Plates.    ByNornaLaboaohere.  With  numerous 
Ulnstrstkms.    8a6d.net. 

Decorative  Heraldry.    By  G.  W.  Ere.    With  188  Illustra- 
tions, Itinfading  4  in  oolonr  and  1  oopperplate.    10a.  6d.  net. 

The  Decorative  Illustration  of  Books.     By  Walter  Crane. 
With  more  than  450  mustrations.    llh.6d.net. 

Modern  Book  Illustration.    By  Joseph  PenneU.    With  172 
Hhusrattons.    10s.6d.net. 

Bookbindings,  Old  and  Hew.  By  Brander  Matthews,   With 
numerous Illustrations.    7s.6d.net. 

Duress  Little  Passion.    Printed  from  stereotypes  taken  from 
the  original  wood-blocks.   With  Introduction  by  Austin  Dobson.   5*.  net. 
Fairholf  s  Costume  in  Bin  gland.    A  History  of  Dress  to  the  end  of 
the  Bgkteenth  Century.    3rd  edition.    Bevies*  by  Yieooont  Dillon,  P.BJu 
Bfcutrated  with  above  700  Engravings.   2  vols.  am.  post  8ro.  5a.  each. 
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Lectures  on  Sculpture,  as  delivered  before  the  Presiden 
l»n  of  tl»t*^  Academy.    By  J.  Planum,  RJL   With  SB  Plato. 
Hew  edition.    Saudi  pott  8ro.  St. 

Gatty  (Mhl)  The  Book  of  Sun-dials.  Collected  by  Mrs.  Alfred 
Getty.  Edited  by  Horatio  K.  P.  Bden  ai>d  Bleenor  Lloyd.  With  nsmeroat 
niustration*    Srcl  edition.    Pbep.4to.lSt. 


Boston,   Hew  edition,  rerised,  by  Oomo  sfonkhonse,    Small  post  8ro.  6s, 

Law  (H)  A  Short  History  of  Hampton  Court  By  Ernest  Law, 
B.A.    with  numerous  Illustrations.    Grown  8ra  7s.  Od.  net 

Leonardo  da  Vinci's  Treatlie  on  Painting.  With  a  Life  of  Leonardo. 
Hew  edition,  revised,  with  numerous  Plates,    Smell  poet  8vo.  St. 

Moody  (P.  W.)  Lectures  and  Lessons  on  Art  By  the  late  P.  W. 
Moody,  Instructor  in  Deooratire  Art  at  South  Kensington  Museum.  With 
Dfrgramsto  ittntfaaato  Composition  end  other  matters.  6th  edition.  Demy 
8ro.  towed,  4s.  6d. 

Patmore(C)  Principle  In  Art  By  Coventry  Patmore.  2nd  edition. 
Veep.  Sto.  St. 

Petit  (J.  T.)  Architectural  Studies  In  Prance.  By  the  late  Bev. 
J.  T.  Petit,  P.8.A.  Hew  edition,  revised  by  Edward  Bell,  M.A-,  PAA. 
leap.  4to,  with  390  Illustrations,  lSt.  net 

Planche's  History  of  British  Costume,  from  the  Earliest  Time  to 
the  olott  of  the  Eighteenth  Century.  By  J.  R,  Planoh*,  Bomerset  Herald. 
With  Index  and  upwards  of  400  Illustrations.    Small  pott  8ro.  St. 

Prior  (X.  S.)  History  of  Gothic  Art  In  England.  By  E.  S.  Prior. 
Illustrated  by  G.  0.  Horsky  and  others.    Imperial  8ro.  [In  tat  Frets. 

Benton  (E.)  Intaglio  Engraving,  Past  and  Present  By  Edward 
Benton.  With  uuinerout  Illustrations  from  GemsandSeals.  Jmm.8fo.et.ai. 

Roberts  (W.)  Memorials  of  Christie's.  By  W.  Boberts.  With 
640oDo>ypeBeproductionsaiidOolcrared  frort  StoIs.   8ro.26t.net 

Stokes  (Margaret).  Three  Months  in  the  Forests  of  Prance.  A 
POgrmisge  m  8eereh  of  Vestiges  of  the  Irish  Samte  m  Praaee.  Withnume 
rousHlestrations.  By  Margaret  Stokes,  Hon.  M.R.LA.   Poap.4to.Ua.net' 

Strange  (■.  7.)  Alphabets.  A  Handbook  of  Lettering  for  the  use 
of  Ai-tieKArohiteott,  and  Students.  With  800  Illustrations.    Grown  8to.  5s. 

Yasarl's  Lives.  A  Selection  of  Seventy  of  the  Lives.  Edited  and 
annotated  In  the  light  of  modern  disooreries  by  B.  H.  and  B.  W.  Blnthneld 
andJuA-Hopfcins.    Illustrated.   4Tob.pott4to.86t.net 

Way  (T.B.)  Rellques  of  Old  London.  Drawn  in  lithography  by 
T.  R.  Way.  With  Introduction  and  Explanatory  Letterpress  by  H.  B. 
Wheettey,PJB.A.    Oemy4to.81t.net 

Later  BeHques  of  Old  London.     By  the  same  artist  and 


editor.  Demy4to.ili.net 

edmore  (P.)     Etching 
Wtthnmneroutinnttrations.    Small  4to.  8s.  < 


Wedmore  (P.)     Etching  In  England.     By  Frederick  Wedmore. 
—    -    -  -     -  .ea.net 


White  (GHeeson).  Practical  Designing.  A  Handbook  on  the  Pre- 
paretic  of  Working  Drawings,  showing  the  Teohnioal  Methods  employed  in 
preparingthem  tor  the  tftnnfaotnre,  and  the  Limits  Imposed  on  the  Design 
by  the  Menhanitm  of  Beprodnetion  and  the  materials  employed.  Freely 
Illustrated    Bdtttd byGleeson White.   8rde&lon.   St. 
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THEOLOGY. 

A  Kempla.     On  the  Imitation  of  Christ     A  New  Translation. 
Wr  the  Bt  Bar.  H.  Goodwin,  D.D.   3rd  pitmen.    Wish  nne  Bteol  an«ra*lng 
rG*1dAaa6o\j  wiieoa*theBn^Tia*>l«.6d.   Oheep  edition,  la  olothi 


6d.i 

Alrord  (Dean).  The  Greek  Testament  With  a  critically  revised 
Textj  a  Digest  of  farlons  Bandlagsi  Marginal  Beforeaoas  to  Verbal  end 
Miowrtto  Usage |_Pr olejBMSsat  ana a Oritfoal  and  Bxagetioal Onmewnteij. 
Tor  the  Use  of  Theotoftad  fltadente  and  MmisteraTBy  the  kte  Henry 
Attord,  D.D.,  Doaa of  floateiteiij.   4 vote. 8?©, 8L  la    Sotd  separately . 

The  New  Testament  for  English  Headers.    rvmtafa»tmg  the 

Aatiioriawl  Version,  with  soWtioa^  "    ' 


Marginal  Bof eraaoas.  and  a  Orttteal  aad  Explanatory  documentary,   la  < 
Parte,  It  14a  6d.    Bold  mpaistely. 

Augustine  (St):  De  OlTttate  DeL  Books  XL  and  XIL  By  the 
Rot.  Henry  &%  B.D.,  MJL  I.  Text  only,  la  IL  Introduction,  Literal 
~  ,  aad  Hotel,  8a 


-  In  Joannls  Evangalinm  Tractates.    XXIV.-XXVII.    Batted 


by  the  Bar.  Hoary  Gee.  B.D.,  F.&A.,  la  6a,   Abo  the  Translation  by  tat 
late  Bar.  Oanon  H.  Brown,  la  6d. 

Barrett  (A.  O.)  Companion  to  the  Greek  Testament  For  the 
Use  of  Theological  Students  and  too  Upper  Forms  in  flohoola  By  A.  0. 
Barrett,  M^OanuOonjgo.   5th edition, rerised.    lbap.8fO.5i. 

Barry  (Dr.)  Notes  on  the  Oeteohlsm  For  the  Use  of  Sohools. 
Bytbe  Bar.  Oanon  Barry,  D.D.,  Principal  of  a^e  CoOae*  London.    10th 

Bede's  rToolcsiastioal  History,  and  the  Anglo-Saxon  Chronicle. 
Edited  by  Bar.  Dr.  GOat    With  Map.    Small  post  8ro.  5a. 

Bhrks  (T.  B.)  Horn)  Bwan&Uoa*,  or  the  Internal  Evidence  of  the 
Gospel  History.  By  tho  Bar.  T.  B.  Birka,  MJL.  late  Hon.  Oanon  of  Bry. 
Edited  by  tht  Bar.  H.  A.  Birka,  MJL,  late  Scholar  of  Trio.  OoD ,  Oamb. 
Deny  8vo.  10a  Si. 

Bleek  (F.)  An  Introduction  to  the  Old  Testament  By  FrJedrieh 
Bleak.  Edited  by  Jobana  Bteak  and  Adolf  Kaambaaaan.  Translated  from 
tbt  Scoond  Edition  of  the  Gannaa  by  G.  H.  Venabtss,  radar  the  snperfanoa 
of  the  Ber.M  Tenable*  Betidontiary  Oanon  of  Liaoola.  2iid  edition,  with 
Oorraotlona    With  Index.    Sfok.Uk 

Bnrbldge  (Her.  B.)  Liturgies  and  Offloes  of  the  Ohnroh  for  the  nse 
of  Bnguah  Readers, in  Ohmtratioa  of  tha  Growth  and  Devotional  fates  of  the 
Book  of  Ooaunon  Prayer,  with  a  Oatalotoo  of  tha  remains  of  the  Library  of 
Archbishop  Oranmer.  By  Edward  Barbidga,  MJL,  Prebendary  of  WeDs. 
€r.8fo.ss. 

-  The  Parish  Priests  Book  of  Offloes  and  Instructions  ft* 


the  Siok:  with  Appendix  of  Beadtnfs  end  Occasional  Ofiom,    4th 
thortrac^rerised^withnmAaildltka^Bmtter.    Small  post  8ro.  Sa  6a. 

Bnrgon  (Dean).  The  Traditional  Text  of  the  Holy  Gospels 
Ymdioated  and  Bstehttsked.  By  the  late  John  Wlffiani  Bame1B.D.,  Deaa 
of  Cnlohester.  Arranged,  Completed,  and  Edited  by  Edward  IBBer,  MJk. 
Wykehamioal  Prebendary  of  Ohlulmstor.    Demy8ro.10t.6d.net 

-The  Pauses  of  the  Corruption  of  the  Traditional  Text  of 

the  Holy  Gospela     Edited  by  tha  Bar.  Edward  Mffler,  MJL     Demy  8fO» 
llkoa^net^  ^^ 
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Denton  (W.)  A  Commentary  on  the  Oospels  tad  Epistles  te  the 
Bnmdeye  and  other  Holy  Dnye  of  the  Chrietian  Year,  end  <m  the  Aote  of  the 
Apatite.  By  the  Ber.  W.  Denton,  MJL,  Worcester  CtoOnfe.  Oxford,  and 
Tju»nU>ontor8t.Bartholoa^ft,Ortpplet*te    In  7  rota. eaohte. 

Susettus.  Ikxueslsjtioal  History.  Translated  by  Ber.  0.  F.  Grata.  U. 

Oarnler  (T.  P.)  Ghuroh  or  Dissent  P  An  Appeal  to  Holy  Scripture, 
addraeMdtoDioeenten.  By  T.  P.  Gamier,  late  Fellow  of  AH  Bonif  OoUege, 
Oxford,  tad  edition.  Crown  8ro,   St.;  in  stiff  paper  oorer  for  distribution,  K 

Hardwiak  (O.)    History  of  the  Articles  of  Religion.    By  Obsdes 

Hardwkk.    «  edition  rerised.    &*, 
Hawkins  (Osnon).    Family  Prayers:— Containing  Psalms,  Lessons, 

and  Prayers,  for  erery  Horning  and  Evening  in  the  Weak.   By  the  late  Ber. 

Hrn«rtB^wUB^B.D.fPr^«daryof8t.Panl't.  SOth  edition.  Floep.8?o.li. 

Hook  (W.  F.)  Short  Meditations  lor  Erery  Day  In  the  Year. 
Btited  by  the  tete  Tory  Ber  W.  F.  Hook.  D.D..  Dean  of  Ohioheeter. 
Bsrised  edition.  2  role.  Foap.  8ro.  I*rgetype.  lie.  Also  8  rols.  88mo. 
Cloth,  S^orf,  gilt  edges,  9*. 

The  Ohrlstian  Taught  by  the  Church's  Serrloes.    Berised 

edition.  Foap.  9ro.  Lais*  type,  St.  6d.  Boyal  81»o.  Cloth,  St  6a. 
enh%s^e*ie*4s,6a, 

Holy  Thoughts  and  Prayers,  arranged  te  Dally  Use  on 

eaoh  Day  of  the  Week,  aooordtof  to  the  eteted  Hove  of  Prayer.  8th 
_^_r-*.*.       ~~  _.   , __.-    ...   , ~    pe«mon,r 


ldflBO.   Ctoth,  red  edges,*;  calf,  gMed*es,Ss.    Cheep  edition,  3d. 

Humphry  (W.  Q.)    An  Hlstorioal  and  Explanatory  Treatise  on 

the  Book  of  Common  Prayer.     By  W.  Q.  Humphry.  BJ>.,  late  Fellow  of 

Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  Prebendary  of  8t  Paul's,  and  Tiear  of  St. 

Hsj*te's4n4heJlolds.    6th  edition.    Foap.8ro.lt. 

Latham  (H.)  Pastor  Pastorum;  or,  the  Schooling  of  the  Apostles 
by  our  Lord.  By  the  Ber.  Henry  Latham,  MJL,  htt  eter  of  Trinity  Hall, 
Cfcflftbrldfe.    3rd  edition.    Crown firo.  6a  6d. 

The  Risen  Master.    A  Sequel  to  Pastor  Pastorum. 

ASerrloeofAngels.    Crown 8?o.  3#.  6d.  [lattePrem. 

Lewln  (T.)  The  Life  and  Epistles  of  St  PauL  By  Thomas  Lewis, 
M.A^  W3A^  Trinity  College,  Oxford,  Barrister-at-Lew.  9th  edition, 
Dlusirated  with  numerous  fine  Bngtarings  on  Wood,  Maps,  and  Plane. 
StoIs,   Desmyete.    81.8s. 

Miller  (E.)  Ouide  to  the  Textual  Crlttalsmof  the  New  Testament 
By  Ber.  M.  Mfllar,  1LA.  Oxon,  Beotor  of  Buoknell,  Dimeter.    Crown  8ra  4s. 

Monsell  (Dr.)  Watches  by  the  Gross.  Short  Meditations,  Hymns, 
and  litanies  on  the  Lest  Beren  Words  of  oojr  Lord.  4th  edition.  Cloth,  red 
edges,  Is. 

-  Near  Home  at  Last    A  Poem.    10th  thousand.    Cloth,  red 


edges.    Imp.8teo.Sf.6d. 
Our  New  Yloar;  or,  Plain  Words  about  Bitusl  and  Parish 

Work.   Foap.Sro.    Uth edition, St  6d. 
The  Wmton  Churoh  Cateohlsm.    Questions  and  Answers  on 

the  Teiehins  of  the  Ohnroh  Catechism,    efthedition.    SSaeo.  cloth,  Sj. 
PasoaL    The  Thoughts  of  Blaise  PasoaL    Translated  from  the  Text 

oflLAngneteXoUnierbyO.KeganPanL   Ss.64. 
Perowne  (Bp.)    The  Book  of  Psalms:  a  New  Translation,  with 

IntrodaotkmiaJtdHote^^tkmlaixdBxplanatoiT.    By  the  Bight  Ber.  J.  J. 

Stewart  Perowne,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  Worcester.    8ro.    Vol  L     8th  edition, 

rer!sed,18s.    ToLIL   8th edition, revised,  16s. 
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Perowne  (Bp.)  The  Book  of  Psalm*  An  abridged  Edition  for 
8oh<>:U  and  Private  Students.    Grown  8ro.    9th  edition,  10*  64. 

Pearson  (Bp.)  Ejrpositlan  of  the  Oread.  Edited  by  E.  Waited, 
1LA.    5s. 

Prudenttas.  Selected  Passages,  with  Verse  Translations  on  the 
opposite  pages.  By  the  Eer.  F.  St  John  Thaokeray,  late  Asiistant^Mastor, 
ston  College.    Grown  8to.  7s.  64. 

Sadler  (M.  F.)  The  Gospel  of  St  Matthew.  By  the  Bar.  M.  P. 
Sadler,  Beotor  of  floniton  and  Prebendary  of  Weill.  With  Vocas/.CMtioal 
and  Practical,  and  Two  Maps.   6th  edition.    Grown  8m,    7s.  64. 

The  Gospel  of  St  Mark.    4th  edition.    Grown  8vo.  7«.  6d. 

The  Gospel  of  St  Luke.    4th  edition.    Grown  8vo.9f. 

The  Gospel  of  St  John.    6th  edition.    Grown  8yo.  7«.  64. 

The  Acts  of  the  Apostles.    4th  edition.    Grown  8vo.  7*.  6d. 

St  Paul's  Epistle  to  the  Romans.    8rd  edition.     Grown  Bro. 

71.64. 

St  Paul's  Epistles  to  the  Corinthians.    2nd  edition.    Grown 


8ve.7s.64. 

St   Paul's  Epistles  to  the   Galatians,   Ephesians,  and 

Phfllppians.   8rd edition.    Grown  8ro,  6s. 

.  St  Paul's  Epistles  to  the  Oolossians,  Theasalonians,  and 


Timothy.    2nd  edition.    Grown  8ro.  St. 

•  St.  Paul's  Epistles  to  Titus,  Philemon,  and  the  Hebrews. 


2nd  edition.    Grown  8ro.  6s. 

The  Epistles  of  SS.  James,  Peter,  John,   and    Jude. 

2nd  edition.    Grown  8ro.  6s. 

The  Revelation  of  St  John  the  Divine.     With  Notes 

Critical  and  Practical,  and  Introduction.    2nd  edition.    6s. 

Sermon  Outlines  for  the  Clergy  and  Lay  Preachers,  arranged 

to  accord  with  the  Church's  Year.    2nd  edition.    Grown  8to.  5s. 

Church  Divine— Bible  Truth.    49th  thousand.    Fcap.  8vo. 

8s.  64. 

'The  objeotire  natnre  of  the  faith,  the  Athanasian  Greed,  the  Baptismal 
Serrioee,  the  HoLr  Eucharist,  Absolution  and  the  Priesthood.  Church 
Qorernment  and  Confirmation,  are  somo  of  the  more  prominent  subjects 
treated.  And  Mr.  Sadler  handles  each  with  a  marked  degree  of  sound 
sense,  and  with  a  thorough  mastery  of  his  ■ubietst/— fluordfcwi. 

The  Church  Teacher's  Manual  of  Christian  Instruction. 

Being  the  Ohuroh  Gateohism  expanded   and  explained  in  Question  and 

Answer,  for  the  nee  of  Clergymen,  Parents,  and  Teacher*.   46th  thousand. 

Feap.  8ra  2s.  64. 
Confirmation.     An  Extract  from  the  Church   Teacher's 

Manual.    70th  thousand,    14. 

The  One  Offering.    A  Treatise  on  the  Sacrificial  Nature 

of  the  Eucharist.    Foap.Bro.    11th  thousand,  2s.  64. 

The  Second  Adam  and  the  New  Birth;  or,  the  Doctrine  of 

Baptism  as  contained  in  Holy  Scripture.    12th  edition.    Fcap.  8n>.  4s.  64. 

Justification  of  Life:  its  Nature,  Antecedents,  and  Besults. 

2nd  edition,  rerised.   Grown  8ro.  4s.  64. 
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Sadler  (ILF.)TheSaorainentofBespansibm^  or,  Testimony  ol  the 
Soriptere  to  the  IMUm  of  the  Ohuroh  on  Holy  Bantiem,  with  espsdsl 
lofsrsnai  to  the  Omm  of  Infante;  and  Amiwi  to  Objeotlone.  fth  thousand, 
64.  wtt  an  Ihtrodootiou  and  an  Appendix.  On  fine  paper  ,  bound  in  oloth, 
TO  edition,  Ss.  64.  "^ 

Sarfpturo  Truths.    A  Series  ol  Ten  Treats  on  Holy  Baptism, 

TheHofr(tomttinnkm,0rd1ratlop,  Ac.    94. para*.    Sold separately. 

The  Ckminronloant's  Manual;    being  a    jiook  of  Self- 

■isiainstion.  Prayer,  Praise,  and  Thaakajirinf.  Royal  Sftmo.  114th 
Ounsuni.  Oloth/ls.  6d.t  roan,  gilt  edges,  8s.  6d\|  padded  ealf.  fit. 
▲  Cheap  edition  in  limp  doth,  84. 

•  A  Larger  Edition  on  fine  paper,  red  rabies.    Peep. 


8ro.fc.6dL 

Sorrtener  (Dr.)  Novum  Teetamentam  Qneoe  Textua  Stephanioi, 
A.D.  1*88.  Aooednnt  rarisi  leotionM  edittonum  Bern,  Elseriri,  Leohmanni, 
Tteheaaecfti,  TregeUeett,  onrante  F.  H.  Scrivener,  AJL,  D.O.L.,  LL.D. 
16mo.  4s.  6d.— Bditio  Xajob.  Small  port  8*0.  2nd  edition.  7a.  64.— In 
Bdttion  with  wide  Margin  for  Votes.    4ta  half  bound,  1*. 

A   Plain   Introduction   to  the  Criticism  of  the  New 

_    Vor  the  Use  of  Biblical  Student*.    4th  edition,  rerised  and 
by  the  Bar.  B.  Miller,  MJL,  formerly  Fallow  and  Tutor  of  Hew 


Oolkjk  Oxford.   With  Portrait  and  numerous Uthographed  Faoatmike  of 
X88.   Demj8ra    8  vol*.  83s. 

SoarateC  and  8oaomen'a  BooleeiairtJnal  Histories.  Translated  from 
the  Greek.  8  sols,  fe  eaoh. 

Steere  (X.)  Notes  of  Sermons,  arranged  in  Aooordanoe  with  the 
Ohnroh'i  Tear.  Baited  by  Bar.  R.  K.  Heunley.  X~4~  Ozon.  With 
Introdnoaonby  the  Bishop  of  lanooln.    Grown  8m.    8rd  Series,  7t.  64. 

Theodores  and  Evagrius.    Histories  of  the  Ohuroh.    Translated 

from  the  Greek.    6s. 
Young  (Bar.  P.)    Daily  Readings  for  a  Year  on  the  life  of  Our 

Lord  and  Saviour  Jmui  Christ.    By  the  Bar.  Peter  Young,  1LA.    6th 

edition.   8tols.8TO.ais. 


NAVAL  AND  MILITARY. 

The  British  Fleet :  the  Growth,  Achievements,  and  Duties  of  the 
gary  of  the  Empire,  By  OommandarOharlM  H.  BoMnson,  R.H.  With  150 
IBnstrssssns.    Oheaper edition.    Grown  8?o.  6s. 

Boyal  Nary  Handbooks.  Edited  by  Commander  Charles  N.  Robinson, 
R.H.    Grown  8vo.  Illustratod,  St.  each.    For  List  sss  page  84. 

Allen's  Battles  of  the  British  Navy.    Revised  edition,  with  Indexes 

of  Namei  and  Eyenta,  and  57  9  tool  EogmTJuas,  tuelndiog  Portrait"  of  Earl 
OK  Howard,  Drake,  Baleigh,  Earl  Ta.  Howard,  Blake,  O.  Monk,  Earl 
MaatBgb,  Prinoe  Rupert,  Sir  E.  Hawk®,  Sir  d.  Collier,  8ir  ft-  Pwicra,  Vlact 
Rodnej,  R,  Kempenlelt.  Lard  Hood,  Earl  Howe,  Visot-  B rid  port,  Karl  Bi. 
Vincent,  William  IV  ^  Sir  J,  SftEfflim,  Sir  K.  Keatf,  A  dm,  Rainier,  NdsOu, 
ColliDfTwood,  air  S.  Smith.  Sir  T.  H<  Hardyf  OapL  B.  P.  Brmtott,  CapL 
WillonrWij.  Sir  W,  Hortc,SLr  G.  Oockburn,  Lord  Eimoath,  Adtn.CodHns;toii, 
Sir  E~  StooYord,  and  Flans  of  ill  the  Chief  Battles,  2  roll,  small  post  8ro.  lOi. 

Achievements  of  Cavalry.  By  General  Sir  Evelyn  Wood,  V.C., 
G.CB.,G.GJ£.G.    Crown  8ra  with  Haps  and  Flans.    7a.6S.net. 

The  Campaign  of  Sedan:  The  Downfall  of  the  Second  Empire, 
Angnit  Dentember  1870.  By  George  Hooper.  With  General  Hap  ana  Six 
FEns  of  Battles.    Hew  edition.    BmaB  post  8ro.  8s.  6d.  ^ 
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Waterloo:  The  Downfall  of  the  First  Napoleon.  A  History  of  the 
Campaign  of  181&  By George Hooper.  With Maps and Plans.  New  edition, 
revised.    Small  post  Svo.  S&  od. 

History  of  the  Irish  Rebellion  In  1708.  By  W.  H.  MaxwelL 
IDustrated  by  George  CfcuilDmaak.    13th  edition.    7s.6d. 

The  War  of  the  Suooesskm  tn  Spain  during  the  Reign  of  Queen 

Anne.  1702-1711.  DMtd  oa  Original  ManntoripU  aad  OontomporaryBaoorda. 
By  OoL  the  Hoiu  Arthur  FarnellBJs.    Deuiy  evo.  14s.    With  Map,  4c 

The  Revolutionary  Movements  of  1848-0  in  Italy,  Austria,  Hun- 

'  mm  Thirty  ~ 
r8vo*l*«. 


gary,  and  Germany.  With  some  Bramlif  tion  of  the  previous  Thirty4hroo 
Yean.    By  a  Bdmnnd  Maurioe.    With  IUustrations.    Damy&vo  " 


TECHNOLOGY. 

TECHNOLOGICAL  HANDBOOKS. 

Edited  by  Sir  H.  Tbubhah  Wood. 

IUuitrated  and  uniformly  printed  in  mall  poet  Qvo. 

A  Series  of  Technical  Manuals  for  the  use  of  Workmen  and  others 

practically  interested  in  the  Industrial  Arts,  and  specially  adapted 

for  Candidates  in  the  Examinations  of  the  City  Guilds  Institute. 

'  The  exoellent  series  of  tedhnfaal  handbooks.*-- Tactile  MoMtfactwnr. 
•The  admirable  atries  of  technological  handbookx.* 

British  Journal  o/  Cemmeree. 
*  Messrs.  BeU'i  excellent  teohirioal  serie**~Ma«eae»ter  Gnerdfcm. 
'Of  inestimable  nine  to  manefatiineri  as  well  as  teaeherj  and  students.* 

M omckmt&r  Court*. 

Cotton  Weaving:  Its  Development,  Principles,  and  Praetiee.  By 
B-lUrwden.Honorarr  Examiner  to  the  Oity  and  GiiOds  of  London  Institute* 
and  Editor  of  the  TeeMs  Jfereary.    With  nnmerons  Ilhistrations.    10*.  64. 

Cotton  Spinning :  Its  Development,  Principles,  and  Practice.    With 

an  Appendix  on  Steam  Engines  and  Boilers.    By  B.  Maredea.   4th  edition. 

6a.  6d. 
Woollen  and  Worsted  Cloth  Manufacture.   By  Professor  Roberts 

Beaumont,  TextOe  Indastries  Department  of  the  Yorkshire  College,  Leads. 

2nd  edition,  rerised.    7s.6d. 

80k  Dyeing.  By  G.  H.  Hurst,  F.C.S.,  Lecturer  at  the  Manchester 
Technical  School,  Member  of  the  Society  of  Chemical  Industry,  saver 
Medallist,  City  and  Guilds  of  London  Institute.  With  nnmerons  Coloured 
Patterns.    7s.  6d. 

Ooal-Tar  Colours,  The  Chemistry  ot  With  special  reference  to 
their  application  to  Dyeing,  Ac.  By  Dr.  B,  Benedikt,  Professor  of  Cbemlsfay 
in  the  universto  of  Vienna.  Translated  from  the  German  by  B.  Kneoht, 
Ph.D.,  Head  Master  of  the  Chemistry  and  Dyeing  Department  in  the 
Teohioal  College,  Bradford.   Sad  edition,  revised  and  enlarged.   6s.6d. 

[N§»  edition  preparing. 

Dyeing  and  Tissue-Printing.  By  William  Crookee,  F.B.S.,  V.P.O.8., 
5s.  [Out  of  print 

Plumbing :  Its  Theory  and  Practice.  By  S.  Stevens  Hellyer,  Author 
of  •The  Plumber  and  Sanitary  Houses,'  'Lectures  on  the  Science  and  Art  of 
Sanitary  Plumbing,'  An.    Witt  Dhutration*.    5s. 

Bookbinding.  A  Practical  Treatise  on  the  Art  By  J.  W.  Zaehns- 
dorf.  With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  numerous  Diagrams.  2nd  edition  re- 
vised.  St. 
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Printing.  A  Praetieal  Treatise  on  the  Art  of  l^pography  m  applied 
mon .particularly  to  the  Printing  of  Books.  ByO.  T.  Jaoobi,  Manager  of 
the  OaSwiok  Preest  Mxaminer  in  Typography  to  the  Oity  ladMUi  of 
load—  Institute.  With  upwards  of  160  IIlnotraticma,inany  useful  Tables, 
■nil  (Tli— i 111  Tnilmr  nf  Tnnmilnsl  Twins  anil  rnrsins    as. 

Grlaes  Manufacture.  Introductory  Bessy  by  EL  J.  Powell,  B.A. 
(Whttafriars  Glass  Works);  Orown  and  Sheet  Glass,  byHenry  Ghana*.  MA. 
(Chance  Bros.,  Birmingham) ;  Plate  Glass,  by  H.  G.  Harris,  Aooo.  Memo. 
Inst.  OB.    Sji6A 

8o*p  Manufacture.  A  Practical  Treatise  on  the  Fabrication  of 
Hard  tad  Soft  Soaps,  and  Analytical  Methods  for  the  determination  of  their 
Ob —ileal  Composition;  together  with  a  lbort  account  of  the  r  """"  " 


ployed,   By  W.  Lawrenoe  Gadd,  F.T.O.,  F.O.S.,  Bagistsred  Lecturer  on  Boap 
&Uat.  aad  the  Technology*  Oito  and  fate-aMO  on  Bleacmog,  F    " 
and  Oanoo  Printing,  to  tha^  and  Gtdldi  of  Lo«donlnati^   &. 


r.  Dyeing, 

Gat  Mamifactnre.  By  John  Hornby,  FXC,  Hononrs  Medallist  in 
Ge*  Manufactures}  Lecturer  under  the  Otty  and  Guilds  of  London  Teal  leu  1 1  | 
Anthorof  ' Tha  Qaa  Bngmoer'B  Laboratory  Handbook.'   5s. 

The  Art  and  Graft  of  Goadh  Building.     By  John  PhilipMm, 

Tbe?  Menu. 
at  Member  of  tha  Ooaohwatera'  and  Ooaoh  Haraeai 

x  the  8oci*tr  of  Arte,  and  the  Oarriaire  Builders'  Rational 

U.8A-, 


IdnaULaU  Paat  Praaidant  of  tha  Institute  of  British  Carriage  M 
faelaieu  t  at  amber  of  tha  Ooaehmakar*'  aad  Ooaoh  Harneai  Makers'  Oa 
London:  theflocHtyof  Arte,  and  the  Oarriaga  Builders'  Vational  Aawetation 
TJ.BA.,**.    6*. 


BELL'S  AGRICULTURAL  SERIES. 
Grown  8vo.  Illustrated,  2s.  6U  each. 

•The  most  popular,  the  nwat  practical,  tha  handieat,  and  tha  cheapest  ooDao- 
tic*c<wortooi^k^eT»rpabllaliad/-IF#^»*or#U^Gowtt«. 

•  Wa  cannot  apeak  too  highly  of  Bell's  Bariea  of  Agricultural  Haadbooka,  wUoh 
are  ataadard  works  by  eminent  authors :  aad  jro^ead  agriculturists  sboaldpro» 
eroeeojsasoftho  handbooks  notiosdwitii^ 

The  Farm  and  the  Dairy.  By  Professor  J.  P.  Sheldon,  formerly 
of  tha  Boyal  Agricultural  Collage,  and  of  tha  Downton  College  of  Agriculture; 
lata  Special  Oommiaakraer  of  tha  Canadian  Gorerunent. 

Manures  and  their  Uses.  By  Dr.  A.  B.  Griffiths,  F.B  S.E.,  P.O. a, 
lata  Principal  of  tha  Bohool  of  Science,  Lincoln. 

The  Diseases  of  Props  and  their  Remedies.  By  Dr.  A,  B.  Griffiths. 

Soils  and  their  Properties.  By  Dr.  W.  Fream,  B.Sc,  London, 
FXA,  F.G.S.,  F.8.8.    With  a  Geological  Map  of  Great  Britain. 

Tillage  and  Implements.  By  Walter  J.  Maiden,  Professor  of  Agri- 
culture  in  tha  OoDage  of  Agriculture,  Downton;  lata  Beaident  Superin. 
tendent  of  tha  Boyal  Agricultural  SocieVi  Bxperimental  Fam  at  Wobara. 

Praotical  Fruit  Culture.  A  Treatise  on  Planting,  Growing,  and 
Storage  of  Hardy  Froita  for  Market  and  Prrtate  Growers.  By  J.  Oheel, 
P.b3a,  Member  of  Fruit  Committee.  Boyal  Horticultural  SooieV.  «*•  «*• 

BrSCULLT  ADAPTED  FOB  ASBIOUI/TUKAL  GLASS**. 

Grown  Qvo.  IUustratsd,  U.  each. 

Practical  Dairy  Farming.  By  Professor  Sheldon.  Beprinted  from 
the  Anthor-B  larger  work  entitled  « The  Farm  and  the  Dairy/ 

Praotioal  Fruit  Growing.  By  J.  Cheal,  F.B.H.S.  Beprinted  from 
tha  Author*!  larger  work  entitled  •  Fruit  Culture. 
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SCIENCE. 


Ohevreul  on  Colour. 
Contrast  of  Colours,  ai 


,    Oontaining  the  Principles  of  Harmony  and 
and  their  AppUcation  to  the  Ark;  inolndinf  Painting, 


Small  post  8ra  6s. 
With  an  additional  series  of  16  Plates  in  Golonn,  7$.  6d. 


Humboldt's  Ooamoa;  or,  Sketch  of  a  Physical  Description  of  the 
Unrrerse.  Translated  by  B.  a  Otte,  B.  H.  Paul,  and  W.  8.  Dallas,  P.LA 
WKhPortrsit    5to1s.    8mnpoat»ro.8t dd, eaol^exoepttng VoLV., 5^ 

Views  of  Nature;  or,  Contemplations  of  the  Sablime  Phe- 
nomena of  Onatfcm.  With  8cientino  Illustrations.  Translated  by  B.  0.  Otfcf 
and  H.O.  Bonn.  With  a  Faesimfle  Letter  from  the  Author,  Translation!  of 
the  Quotation*,  and  a  ?erj  oomplste  Index.    Small  port  8ro.  6s. 

Jukes-Browne  (A.  J.)  The  Stadant'a  Handbook  of  Physloal 
Geology.  With  numeroo*  Diagram*  and  Dlnstrations.  2nd  edition*  nmoh 
enlarged.    Small  pott  Sro.  7*.  64. 

The  Students  Handbook  of  HUtorioal  Geology.    Whh 

numerous  Diagnune  and  IUnstrations,    Small  poet  Sro.  6*. 

The  Building  of  the  British  Ialee.  A  Study  in  Geographical 

Erolution.  mustratsd  by  nomerovii  Mass  and  Woodcuts.  Seoond  edition, 
revised.    Small  post  8ro.  7*  64. 

Stookhardt  Experimental  Ghemletry.  A  Handbook  for  the  Study 
of  the  Science  by  81mple  Experiment*.  Bdlted  by  0.  W.  Heaton,  F.G.I 
With  Index  and  nnmereni  woodcuts.  New  edition,  revised  throughout. 
Small  post  8ro.  5s. 

Baker  (J.  G.)  A  Flora  of  the  English  Lake  District  By  J.  G. 
Baker,  F.R&,  F.L.&,  Keeper  of  the  Herbarium  of  the  Boyal  Gardens,  Kew. 
Demy  8?©,  7a,  64. 

Handbook  of  the  Fern  Allies.     A  Synopsis  of  the  Genera 

and  Species  of  the  Natural  Order*.  Bquisetaoeae,  J^ywpodiaoeae,  Selagfnel- 
laeeae,  Rhisooarpoae.    Demy8ro.  5t> 

Handbook  of  the  Amaryllideae,  including  the  Alstroemerieae 


andAgareae.    Demy9ro.5t. 

Handbook  of  the  Bromellaoeae.    Demy  Sro.  6s. 

Handbook  of  the  Irideoe.    Demy  8ro.  6# . 


English  Botany.    Containing  a  Description  and  Life-size  Drawing 

of  every  British  Plant.    Bdited  by  T.  Boswzll  (formerly  8ymb),  LL.D* 
^      ~ .    •-„ — ^ T^--- 


F.L.8.,  Ac.  The  Figures  by  J.  a  Sowerby,  F.L.8.,  J.  De  0.  Sowerby  F.L8., 
J.  W.  Setter,  A.L3.,  F.G.8.,  end  J.  B.  Sown*?,  fed  edition,  entirely 
reviled,  with  deswiptfans  of  all  the  species  by  the  Editor,  aiid  1*87  full-pafe 
Coloured  Plate*.  LsIStoIs 841. 8s.<2othT*7l  15a. half moroooo;  sndSlClSs, 
whole  morocco.  Alaoin  89  parts,  6a,  each,  except  part  89,  oontaining  an  Index 
to  the  whole  work,  7*,  64.   vohunet  mU  aaperstetr. 

VASnpplement  to  the  third  edition  fa  now  m  preparation.  YoLL(ToL 
XTTT.  of  the  oomplete  work)  oontaining  orders  I.  to  XL.,  by  V.  B.  Brown,  of 
the  Boyal  Herbarinm,  Kew,  now  ready,  17a.   Or  In  three  parts,  6a,  each.  • 

Elementary  Botany.  By  Percy  Groom,  M.A.  (Oantab.  et  Oxon.). 
F.LB.,  Bxaminer  in  Botany  to  the  UniTenity  of  Oxford.  With  875  Illustra- 
tions.   Grown  8ro.  St.  64. 
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Johnson' 


WraTha,  1 

British  TrmgUB-Tlar*.  A  Classified  Text-book  of  Mycology.  $y 
Qootfe ¥■■■!■   Wlthimnmoojmoatretione.  a  Tola.  Fom8m7a7&e*0h. 

Botanist's  Pocket -Book.  By  W.  B.  Hayward.  Ctatahunff  the 
twawiVal  name,  eommon  not,  Mil  or  eftnation.  ooloar,  growth,  and  mu  of 
low  tag  of  oil  plants,  arranged  in  a  tabulated  form,  tin  edition,  rarlead, 
with  a  bow  Appendix.    Pbap.Bro.4t.6d. 

Index  of  British.  Plants,  according  to  the  London  Catalogue  (8th 
edition),  favdiuifaur  the  Syiionjnia  need 
UatoflofUahnamaft  aWrenrenom  to  the  filiietrationo  of  ?      *  '"    " 


__  rt«l 

Botany'  and  Bentham'a « Brtttah  flora.'  By  BobartTnrnbnlL  Paper,  U6d.; 
cloth,  8a. 

The  London  Catalogue  of  British  Plants.  Part  L,  oontahring  the 
BriUeh  Pnaanocanda.  VQioae.  BVniiaeteoeee.  LjoopodSaoaaOt  Sele*toeBneeee, 
XaraOeMeaaTaBd  Charaoee*.  fth  edition.  Bemy  8m  6d.,  interleaved,  in 
limp  doth,  la. 

PHILOSOPHY. 

Bacon*!  Horum  Organnm  and  Advancement  of  Tiearntng.  Edited, 

wh*Votee,bjJ.rJevey,MJL   Small  port  8m  6a. 
Baa's  Manual  of  the  History  of  Philosophy,  for  the  use  of  Students. 

By  ■.BelfartBax.  Bdifcor  of  Kant*! '  Prolegomena.'    Small  pott  8m  4*. 

Berkeley's  (Oeorge)  Works.  Edited  by  George  Sempeon.  With  a 
Bftognmmoal  Introdnotion  by  the  Right  Hon.  A.  J.  Balfonr,  MJP.  8  fob. 
8nmu  poat  8fO.  oa.  each. 

Oomte*s   Posttfre   Philosophy.      Translated  and  Condensed  by 

Harriet  Kartinaaa.   With  Introdnotion  by  Frederlo  Harrison.  3  role.  Smell 
poat8ro.5a.aaob. 

* Philosophy  of  the  Boienoes,  being  an  Exposition  of  the 

Prmeipleeof  the'Omn  *  PhUoaopbm  Poalttre.*   By  0.H.  Lewes.   With 
Index.   Small  poat  8m  6a. 

Draper's  (J.  W.)  A  History  of  the  Intellectual  Development  of 
Bnrope.  By  John  Wtffiam  Draper,  M.D.,LL.D.  A  now  edition,  thoronghW 
rerieed  by  the  Author,  with  Index.       2  role,    small  poat  8m  oa.  each. 

Palokenberg's  History  of  Modern  Philosophy.  Translated  by 
Profaaaor  A.  0.  Armatroag.    Demy  8ro.  16a, 

Hegel's  Philosophy  of  Right  (Gnmdlinien  der  Philosophic  des 
Beohte).  Translated  by  Samoa!  W.  Dyda,  sLA.,  D.So.,  Profemor  of  Mental 
Pbiloaoi^inQaaan'sUniTara%vS^nffltoa^Oanada.    Grown  8m  7a.  64. 

Kant's  Critique  of  Pure  Reason.    Translated  by  J.  M.  D.  MefUe- 

John.    Small  poet  8m  St. 
Prolegomena  and  Metaphysical  Foundations  of  Natural 

Science.   Traaamtad.  with  Biography  and  Introdnotion,  by  1.  BeUort  Box. 

Small  poat  8?o.  5a. 

Ptotfnus,  8eleot  Works  ot  Translated  from  the  Greek  by  Thomas 
Taylor*  WKh  an  Introdnotion  containing  the  fobetaaoo  of  Porphjry'a 
Pfetfama.    BdltedbyG.  B,8.Mead1Bi7M.ajL8.    Small  poat  8m  5a. 
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Byiand  (P.)    Psychology;   an  Introductory  Manual 

chiefly  for  the  London  B.A.  and  B.Bc    "By  F.  Byiand,  M.A»  late  L 

of  St.  John'g  College,  Cambridge.    Cloth.    7th  edition,  rewritten  and  nasi. 
Grown  8ro.  4t.  6d. 

Ethics :  An  Introductory  Manual  for  the  use  of  University 

Student*.    Grown  8ro.  8t.  6d. 
Logio :  An  Introdnotory  Manual.    Grown  8vo,  4s.  64. 

Sohopenhauer.  On  the  Fourfold  Boot  of  the  Principle  of  SuflU 
dent  Reason,  and  on  the  Will  in  Nature.  Translated  by  n«*— ^ 
Hfllebrand.    Small  poet  8ro.  fit. 

Essays.    Selected  and  Translated,  with  a  Biographical  Intro- 

dnotion  SAd  Sketoh  of  his  Philosophj,  bj  S.  Belf ort  Baz.    Small  port  Sro.  fit. 

Spinoza's  Chief  Works.  Translated,  with  Introduction,  by  R.  H.  M. 
Elwea,    2  Tola.    Small  pott  8ro.  fit.  each. 


ECONOMICS    AND    FINANCE. 

The  Case  against  Bimetallism.  By  Sir  Robert  Giffen,  O.B.,  LLD, 
5th  edition.    Grown  8*0. 7s.  6d. 

The  Growth  of  OapitaL    By  the  same  author.    Demy  8vo.  7«.  6d. 

Bloardo  on  the  Principles  of  Political  Eoonomy  and  Taxation* 
Edited  by  B.  0.  K.  Qoimer,  H.A.,  Lecturer,  Unhrersity  Gollege,  Liverpool. 
SnupottSra  St. 

Smith  (Adam).  The  Wealth  of  Nations.  Edited  by  E.  Belfort 
Bax.    2  toU.    Sm.  pott  8ro.  7t. 

The  History,  Principles,  and  Practice  of  Banking.  By  the  late 
J.  W.  Gilbert,  F.B.8.,  formerly  Director  and  General  Manager  of  the  London 
and  Westminster  Bank.  New  edition,  revised  by  A.  8.  Michie,  of  the  Royal 
Bank  of  Scotland,  Glasgow.    2  toIs.  small  post  8vo.  10s. 

SPORTS  AND  GAMES. 

Bonn's  Handbooks  of  Athletic  Sports.  In  8  vols.  Sm.  post  8vo, 
St.  OL  each. 

Vol  I— Cricket,  bj  Hon*  and  Rev.  E,  Lyttelton.  Lawn  Tennis,  by  H.  W.  W+ 
Wilberforce.  Tenuis,  Rackets,  and  Fires,  by  Julian  Marshall.  Major  Spans, 
nnd  Rot.  Jt  A*  Tait.    Golf,  by  W.  T.  LlaikflL    Hoc  tor.  by  F.  S.  CnawelL 

Vol.  IL— Roid  dc  and  Scalling,  by  W.  B-  Woodgat*.  Sailing,  by  E.  F. 
Knight.    Swimming,  by  1L  and  J.  R.  CobbetL 

Vol.  Ill,  —  Boiing,  by  R.  G>  Allanson  -Winn.  Broads  word  and  Single  Stick, 
with  chapter*  on  QuartcrEtnff,  Bar  one t,  Cudgol,  SMilaiah.  Walking-stick, 
and  Umbrella,  br  B_  Q.  AlUvnjoD.Winn  and  C.  PhiUipps-Wolley.  Wrestling, 
bj  Walter  Arm  tat)  riff.    Fencine,  bj  H.  A.  Colmore  Daan, 


VoL  IV+— Rugby  Football,  by  Garry  Vassall.     AswwiatStin  Football,  by 
W,  Akock*     Baseball,  by   Newton  Crane.      Round* 
Cm-ling,  Skittles*  At,  by  a  a  Matt  and  J.  M_  Walker* 


Q.  W.  Akock*     Baseball,  by   Newton  Crane.      Rounders,   Bowl?!   Qnoits, 
"arling,  Skittles*  At,  by  0. 0.  Mott  and  J.  M.  Walker* 

VoL  V,— Cycling  and  Athletics,  by  H,  R>  Griffin.     Skating,  by  Donglaa 


VoL  VI.— Praotioal  Horsemanship,  Including  Riding  for  Ladies,  by  W.  A. 
Kerr,  V.O. 

VoLVIL— Camping  Out,  by  A.  A.  Maodonald.  Canoeing,  by  Dr.  J.  D. 
Hayward. 

VoLVHL--Gyinnastic«fbyA-F.  Jenkin.  Olubs,  by  O.  T.  B.  Oobbett  and 
A.  F.  Jenkin. 
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Beta's  Handbooks  of  Oamee.  New  edition.  In  3  vols.  Small 
post  9>o.  St.  64.  eaoh. 

ToL  L— Tabu  Gakss  :  Billiards,  with.  Pool,  Pyramids,  sad  Snooker,  by 
Major-General  A.  W.  Dreyoon,  P.BXA.B.,  with  a  preface  by  W.  J.  PeelL 
TTatetolUi,  hj  TTtiVnlnj  nhnw  Vij  I!  T  Hmon  Draiig hta,  Baokgaiamon, 
Dneifaoes,  8olHaire,  Rerersi,  Go-Bang,  Rouge  etNoir,  Roulette,  B^).,Hasard, 
faro,  by  Berkeley.' 

ToL  IX— Oabd  Gavssj  Whist,  by  Dr.  William  Polo,  F.R.8.,  Author  of 
•ThePhiloeophyofWhisVAc.  Solo  Whist, by  B.  P.  Green.  Piqoet,  Bcerte, 
TTmsw,  Beskpie,  and  GribtMpe,  by  'Berkeley/  Poker,  Loo,  YlnjrfcetMm, 
Hefeloon,  Newmarket,  Pope  Joan,  Speculation,  Ac  Ac,  by  Baxter.Wray. 

Iforphy'B  Oamee  of  Chess,  being  the  Matches  and  best  Gaines 
plated  by  the  Amertaen  Champion,  with  explanatory  and  anab/t&oal  Hotel  by 
J.  L6«wnthaL  WHh  start  Memoir  and  Portrait  of  Morphy.   na.post8fo.6t. 

Staunton's  Chess-player's  Handbook.  A  Popular  and  Seientino 
Introduction  to  the  Game,    with  numerous  diagrams.    5s. 

■  Chess  Praxis.  A  Supplement  to  the  Chess-player's  Hand- 
book.  Contabalngt^  most  important  nwdernimproremen 

Oodeof  Oheee  Laws;  and  a  Selection  of  Hornby's  Games.    Small  post  8ro.  5s. 

■  Chess-Player's  Companion,  Comprising  a  Treatise  on  Odds, 
OoBoatfon  of  Match  Games,  and  a  Selection  of  Original  Problems.  With 
eofeared  IroutJtplooe.    Small  post  8?©.  5s. 

Chess  Studies  and  End-Games.  In  Two  Parts.  Part  I.  Chen 
Staties.  Partn.  Miscellaneous  Bnd-flan.es  By  B.  Horwiti  and  J.  Kttmj. 
2nd  edition,  ivrised  by  the  Rer.  W.Wayto,M~A.    Demy  8ro.  7s.  ott, 

Hints  on  Billiards.     By  J.  P.  Buchanan.     Illustrated  with  86 
Grown  8vo.  8s.  6d» 


Stargsrt  Ouide  to  the  Game  of  Draughts.    With  Critical  Situa- 
tions.  Revised,  with  Additional  Play  on  the  MooWn  Opeirinm,  by  J.  A.  Kear, 
r of  'Pie  International  Draught  Magadne.'    tad  nYUiJcm.  Crown  8to. 


8a  Si. 

Hmta  on  Driving.  By  Captain  C.  Moriey  Knight,  BJL  mastrated 
by  G.  H.  A.  White,  Royal  Artillery.  8nd  edition,  revised  and  enlarged. 
Oowa8ro.8s.6d. 

Golf;  in  Theory  and  Practice.  Hints  to  beginners.  By  H.  S.  0. 
Brerard,  8k  Andrew's.  Withffillluatratkma.  ioiBdition.  Grown8ro.8s.6a. 

Half-Boon  with  an  Old  Golfer;  a  Pot-pourri  for  Golfers.  By 
Calamo  Onrrente.  WHh  40  lustrations  and  4  Coloured  Plates  by  G.  A. 
Launey.    Grown  8ro.  8s.  64. 

Sohoobj  and  Kaatera  of  Penoe,  from  the  Middle  Ages  to  the 
Eighteenth  Century.     With  a  Sketch  of  the  Development  of  the  Art  of 
-     '  r  with  the  Rapier  and  the  Small  Sword,  and  a  Bihlfcwranhy  of  Use 
r  Art  dnriiw  that  Period.    &j  Bgerton  Castle.  M.  A.    wTthnnmerone 
i.    tod  edition.    Small  post  Sro.  6s. 


Oars  and  8culla,  and  How  to  Use  them.    By  W.  B.  Woodgate,  MJL 
\  College,  Oxford.    Crown  8ro.  2s.  6dL 


Danoing  aa  an  Art  and  Pastime.    With  40  full-page  illustrations 
fromUfe.    By  Bdwerd  Soott.    Grown8fO.es* 
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THE    ALL-ENGLAND    SERIES. 

HANDBOOKS  OP  ATHLETIC  GAMES. 

The  only  Series  issued  at  a  moderate  pries,  by  Writers  who  are  1* 
the  first  rank  In  their  respeotlTe  departments. 
•The  bait  instruction  on  games  and  sports  by  the  best  authorities,  at  the  lowest 
prio^'-Os/sTd  Mesas***. 

8maD  8to.  cloth,  Illustrated.    Pries  Is.  each. 


Cricket    By  the  Hon.  and  Rer. 

B.  LTTOTAOW. 

Lawn  Tennis.     By  H.  W.  W. 

WixnBFomcB.    With  a  Chapter  for 

Ladies,  by  Mrs.  Huatabd. 
Tennli  and  Backets  and  Five*. 

5y  Julias  Mabswaij.,  Major  J.  firms, 

and  Ber.  J.  A.  Assay  Tar. 
Golt    By  W.  T.  LmsznvL. 
Bowing  and  Sculling.    By  W.  B. 

Woodcuts. 
Sailing.  By  B.  F.  Kmxoht,  dbl.Tol.  2s. 
Swimming.    By  Habtoi  and  J. 

fvAdlTfff-  GOSBSTT. 

Camping  out    By  A.  A.  Macdoh- 

sll.    Doable  rot    9s. 
Canoeing.    ByDr.  J.D.Hatwabd. 

Doable  toL    8s. 
Mountaineering.    By  Dr.  Clauds 

Wilsom.    Doable  ▼of.    2s. 
Athletics.    By  H.  H.  Gmffik. 
Biding.    By  W.  A.  Kama,   Y.C. 

Double  toL  9s. 
Ladles' Riding.  By  WXKmb.V.O. 
Boxing.  By  R.  G.  Allanson- Wnra . 

With  Prefatory  Bote  by  Bat  Muffins. 
Cycling.  ByH.H.GnFFiH,IlA.C., 
N.O.U.,  O.T.O.    With  a  Chapter  for 
Ladies,  by  Miss  Aosss  Wood. 
Fencing.  ByH.A.Coufo&HDumr. 


Wrestling.    By  Waltkb  Amu. 

stbobs  ('Oross-buttocker'). 
Broadsword     and 


By  B.  G.  Allavsom-  Wm  and  C  Pm> 

LIPFS-WOLLET. 

Gymnastics.  By  A.  F.  Jaxxnr. 
Double  toL  2*. 

Gymnastic  Competition  and  Dis- 
play Bxerdses.  Compiled  by 
F.Gbat. 

Indian  Clubs.  By  G.  T.  B.  Cob- 
bbit  and  A  F.  Jsras. 

Dumb-bells.    By  F.  Gbaf. 

Football  —  Rugby  Game.  By 
Habit  Yassauu 

Football— Association  Game.  By 
O.W.  Axoocs.    Bertsed  Bditioa. 

Hookey.  By  F.  .8.  Cbbswzll. 
(In  Paper  Oorer,  6A.) 

Skating.  By  Douglas  Adams. 
With  a  Chapter  for  Ladies,  by  Miss  L. 
Osbbtbax,  and  a  Chapter  on  Speed 
Ska^,  by  a  Fen  Skater.  Dtd.ToLls. 

Baseball.    By  Nbwtom  Okah*. 

Bounders,  Fieldball,  Bowls, 
Quoits,  Curling,  Skittles,  *c 
By  J.  M.  Walkib  and  C.  0.  Mott. 

Dancing.  By  Ebwabd  Scot*. 
Doable  toL    2s. 


By*Bs 
Basque  and  Cribbage. 


THB  CLUB  8EBIBS  OF  CABD  AND  TABLE  GAMB8. 
Ko  well-resnkted  club  or  eoontry  house  should  be  without  this  useful  series  of  books. 
Small  8ro.  cloth,  Dlastrated.    Prioe  Is.  each.  "*^ 

Whist    By  Dr.  Wm.  Pols,  F.R.a      Dominoes  and  Solitaire. 

SolO  Whist   ByBoBMBTF.GSBBM. 

Billiards.  With  Chapters  on  Pool, 
Pyramids,  and  Snooker.  Br  Major- 
Gen.  A.  W.  Dbatsov,  FJtAJS.  With 
a  Preface  by  W.  J.  Pesfl. 

Chess.    By  Bobsbt  F.  Gboh. 

The  Two-More  Chess  Problem. 
By  B.  G.  Laws. 

Chess  Openings.  By  I.  Guhsmbo. 

Draughts  and  Backgammon. 
By  •  Bsxxsurr.* 

Reversl  and  Go  Bang, 
Br1 


£oarte  and  Xuohre. 

B^'Budut.' 
Piquet  and  Bubioon  Piquet 

By '  BnxsLST.' 
Skat    By  Louis  Dibhl. 

V  ASkatSoorinff-book.    Is. 
Bound  Games,  inolnding  Poker, 

Napoleon,  Loo,  Yfagtetwn,  an.     By 

Baxxsb*Wsat. 
School  and  Parlour  Games. 

By  Mrs.  Lavbzscs  Gomms. 
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FICTION. 

(8m  aUo  *  Standard  Boob.') 

Ityornson's  Arae  and  the  Fisher  Tittitit  Trnrnlatnd  from  the 
Hsmwttliaa  Introduction  tyW.tf.  Low,  X.  A.    8nttrtport8ro.8t.6i. 

Burner's  Evelina;  or,  The  History  of  a  Young  Lady's  Bntranot 
Into  the  World.  Br  Trances  Barney  (Erne.  IfArblay).  Wtta  an  Introdne- 
tt«nandHomabyA.R.mts.    Small  port  Bro.  8t.  6i. 

Oeoffla.    3  vols,  amall  post  8va  8*.  od.  each. 

Cervantes'  Galatea.     A  Pastoral  Bomanoe.     Translated  from  tha 

Spanish  by  Q.W.  J.  GyB.    Smell  port  *ro.  St.  M. 
Exemplary  Novels.  Translated  from  the  Spanish  by  Walter 

K.  Kelly.    Small  port  Bro.  St.  6d. 
Don  Quixote  de  la  Mannha    Motteux's  Translation,  revised. 

With  Lookhart's  life  and  Votes.    2  vole,  smell  port  8ro.  Si.  ei.  seek. 
OlasBlo  Tales,  eontaining  Basselas,  Yiear  of  Wakefield,  GiUtiver's 

Travels,  end  The  Sentimental  Journey.    Small  port  8*0.  8a,  ei. 
De  Steel's  Oorlnne  or  Italy.    By  Madame  de  StaSL    Translated  by 

Batty  Baldwin  sad  Paulina  Drhor.    Small  port  8*0. 8t.  6& 
■bets'  Egyptian  Prmoess.  An  Historical  Novel.    By  George  Ebers. 

TnaaktedbjB.8.BQohlMiA.    Small  port  8ro.  St.  6d. 

Edmonds  (Mrs.)    Amygdala.    A  Story  of  the  French  Bevolntkm. 

ej.6d.net. 
Fielding's  Adventures  of  Joseph  Andrews  and  His  Friend  Mr. 

Abraham  Adams.    With  Oraikshank's  nmrtrationa.    St.  ei. 
History  of  Tom  Jones,  a  Foundling.     Boseoe's  Edition, 

with  George  Orniktnank's  Iflnrtratkma.    2  Tola.  tmaU  port  Bro.  8t.  ei.  each. 

Amelia.    Illustrated  by  George  Crnikshank.    6s. 

Gift  (Tneo.)    Dishonoured.    6* • 

OH  Bias,  the  Adventures  on  Translated  by  Smollett  Illustrated 
by  Smirfco  and  Ornikthank     Small  port  8ro.  et. 

HamTs  Tales.    The  Caravan— The  Sheik  of  Alexandria— The  Inn 

iatfceSpamart.    Translated  by  S.  MendaL    Small  port  8?o.  St.  6d. 
Hawthorne's  Tales.    «  vols.    Small  post  8va  8s.  64.  eeeh. 

Hoffmann's  Tales.    The  Serapion  Brethren.    Translated  by  Lieut. 

OoL  Swing.    2  Tola.    Small  port  Sro.  8s.  6d.  eeeh. 
Hotamt  (W.  8.)    Olympla's  Journal.    Grown  8vo.  8s.  to. 

Maneont      The  Betrothed.      By  Aleseandro  Mansont      With 

numerons  Woodcut  Hliirtratftons    Small  port  Bro.  5a> 
Poushkm's  Prose  Tales.   Translated  from  the  Bussian  by  T.  Keen*. 

Seaillport8TO.8t.ei. 
8moPetys  Roderlok  Bandom.    With  Oruikshank's  Illustrations  and 

Btbltofraphy.    Small  port  8vo.  8s.  8i. 
Peregrine  Pickle.  •  With  Oruikshank's  mutations.    2  vols. 

Small  port  Bro.  8a,  64.  eeeh. 
Humphry  CUnker.    With  Oruikshank's  Illustrations.   Small 

port  8ro.  8t>  84. 
Steele  (Mrs.  A.  O.)    Lesfata.    A  Study  in  one  volume.    6s. 
Stmde  (J.)    The  Buohhols  Family.    Sketches  of  Berlin  life.    By 

JnjmsSamda.   Translated  from  thettth  edition  of  the  German  by.  L.  Dora 

"~*    "*~    PopeJar  edition,  picture  boardst  St. 
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8ttndi(J.)  The  BnohnoU  Family.  SeoondPert  Popular  edition. 
Ptotares«ei<iB,Bt. 

■  The  Bnohholsee  In  Italy.  Translated  from  the  87th 
eom»  of  theorist  ^Harriet  P.  PowmlL    Orowm  810.  doth.  It. 

■  Fran  WDhalmlne.  Being  the  Conclusion  of  '  The  Buohhoii 
Imarfr/.'   Trsnslslill  by  Harriet  P.  Powell    Orowm  8m  eloth,  8s. 

BOOKS  FOR  THE   YOUNG. 

Andersen  (Hans  Christian).  Fairy  Tales  and  Sketches.  Trans- 
lated Iqt  a  a  Penohey,  H.  Ward,  Ju  Plaaner,  fto.  With  numerous  Idas- 
trasions  by  Otto  Speotte  and  others.    7th  thomsand.    Crown 8ro. 8*. «i. 

— —  Talaa  te  Children.  With  48  foil-page  Illustrations  by 
W«ka^  and  a7HB*n**mTt»fioA  Wort  ItyW.Tfcoauu.  ISththonsad. 
Grown  8to»  8k  6d» 

Danish  Legends  and  Fairy  Tales.     Translated  from  the 

Orlfrmal  by  Garonne  Peaohey.   WKh  a  Short  life  of  the  Author,  and  Ml 
WoodlasravB«a,oUaa7b7lV)i«lgaArtkav    8mall port Sro. 5s. 

Bdjeworth'a  Stociea  to  Children.  With  8  mustratfons  by  L.  Speed. 

BbmH  post  8fO»  80*  8a* 
Ford  (Mrs.  Gerard).    Master  Bex.    By  Mrs.  Gerard  Ford.    Ulus- 

tra^  byJaa^OaAwhoad.llorenoo  M.  Cooper,  and  Lonies  8.  Sweet,   lad 
**~        QrowaSvoaSt. 


Pfcrie:  and  the  Hill -House  Farm.     Illustrated  by  Ji 
'ItorenotlL  Cooper,    and  edition.    Orowm  8ro.  8s. 


Gatty*«  FtnUei  from  Nature.  With  Notes  on  the  Natural  History, 
nd  iimmeroms  foll-paft  Hhatrattoni  by  W.  Hohnan  Hunt,  B.  Bmrne  Jonas. 
.Tonmfcl,  J.  Wolf,  and  other  eoiinant  artists.    Complete  edition  wit*  short 
r  by  *•  H.  Bwiasj.   Crown  8ro.  5s. 


Pooer  Youra  Bditiom.    2toU.   InmSsmo.5s. 
Garni*  Knmon.   Illnstrsted.   ItoU.   JToap.  eto.  paper  eofers,  Is.  each  i 
or  bound  In  1  voL  oloth.  St. 

Grimm's  Gammer  Grethel;  or,  German  Fairy  Tales  and  Popular 
Stork*  eonteiannr  48  fairy  Tales.  Translated  by  Bdgar  Taylor.  With 
nrnnerons  Woodoats  after  ueorge  Ornikshank  and  Lading  Grimm.    8s.  6a. 

Tales.    With  the  Notes  of  the  Original.    Translated  by  Mrs. 

A. Hank  With Introdnctkm by Andiww Lang. MJL    StoIs.    8t.8d.eaoh. 

Harald  the  Viking.  A  Book  for  Boys.  By  Cap!  Charles  Young. 
With  Dmstrattons  by  J.  WuHamson.    Grown  8ro,  5s. 

Stowe*e  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin;  or,  Lin  among  the  Lowly.  With  In- 
trodnotorj  Is—rbi  by  Bar.  J.  Sherman.    With  8  full-pace  ITIutfa  anions. 

The  Wide,  Wide  World.  A  Story:   By  Elisabeth  WethereDL   8m, 

post  8?o.  St.  8d. 
Uncle  Peter's  Bsddle.    By  BQa  K.  Sanders.    Illustrated  by  Florenee 

M.  Cooper,  as.       

CAPT.  MARRYAT'S  BOOKS  FOR  BOYS. 

Uiti/orm  IUmtrmUd  Edition.    Small  port  8vo.  8*.  6<L  each. 


Poor  Jack. 

The  ^fission ;  or,  Beeneein  Africa. 
Tbe  Pirate,  and  Three  Gotten. 
Peter  sample. 


The  Settlers  in  Canada. 
The  Prlrateewman. 
Beady. 
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MRS.  SWING'S  BOOKS. 

Uniforvi  Edition,  in  $  vols. 

We  and  The  World.    A  Story  for  Boys.    By  the  late  Juliana 
Horatio  lwing.    Wtth7HfoftnfttonityW.L.JaiMf.   5th  edition.   8*. 

A  71st  Iron  for  a  Farthing;  or,  Some  Passages  in  the  Idle  of  an 
Only  Bon.   With  12  mnitrationf  py  H.  ifflngham.    10th  edition.   8*. 

Mrs.  Orertheway*B  Bemembnmoei.    IUasiraled  with  9  fine  foU- 
pa^BnfmTiBgibyPMquier.mndProntiipl^jebyWolf.    *th  edition.    8t. 

Six  to  Sixteen:  A  Story  for  Girls.    With  10  Illustrations  by  Mrs. 

atu^k^     8th  edition.   8t. 
Jan  erf  the  Windmill:  a  Story  of  the  Plains.    With  11  Illustrations 

toy  Mn.  IJQrnghain.    5th  edition.    St. 
A  Great  Emergency.    A  Yery  Ill-tempered  Family— Our  Field  ■ 

Madas*  liberality.   Wit*  4  nfautnttoai.   3rd  edition.   &. 
Melohior*s  Dream.    The  Blackbird's  Nest— Friedrich's  Ballad— A 

Bit  of  Green— Moniienr  the  Yleoountft  Friend— The  Tew  I*n#  Ghosts    A. 

BedHabit— ABappyFamfly.   With  8  IQaptxations  by  Gordon  Browne.   7th 

•anion,  8*. 
Lob-Lie-by-the-FIre,  or  the  Luok  of  LingboroagJh ;  and  other  Tales, 

With  8  mwtrntionibj  George  OruflBhenk.   tin  edition.   Imp.  leno.  St.  64. 

The  Brownies.     The  Land  of  Lost  Toys— Three  Christmas-trees 
A*Io>loft!»w©od-Ohrlitn^OrndEe^ 

flhois   BonjT  fa  Bmrtlsnfl     Dtaitoatod  by  George  Oraflnhank.  8th  edition. 
InA.10mo7at.6aV 


THE   SHILLING  SERIES. 

Fcap.  4to.  double  columns,  Illustrated,  Is.  eaeK 

Mrs.  Swing's  Melohlor's  Dream,  and  other  Tales. 

A  Flat  Iron  fox  a  Farthing. 

Six  to  Sixteen. 

We  and  the  World. 

Mrs.  Orertheway'i  Bemembranoea, 

Jan  of  the  WlndmllL 

A  Great  Bhnergenoy,  and  other  Tales. 

The  Brownlee,  and  other  Tales. 

Mrs.  Getty's  Parables  from  Nature.    Two  Series,  each  Is. 

Miss  Procter's  Legends  and  Lyrics.    Two  Series,  each  Is 

Hector.     A  Story  for  Young  People.     With  19  Illustrations  by 
If  T  ITwiu-ej     By  Flora  Shaw,  Author  of  «OuftteBleir.' 


Andersen's  Tales,   Translated  by  Caroline  Peacbey. 
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ROYAL  NAVY  HANDBOOKS. 

EDITED  BY 

COMMANDER  C.  N.  ROBINSON,  R.N. 
Profusely  Illustrated,    Crown  8ro.  $s.  each. 
Now  Ready. 
I.  NAVAL  ADMINISTRATION.     By  Admiral  Sir  R.  VKSEY 
Hamiltoii.  G.C.R    With  Portraits  and  other  Illustrations, 

a.  TOE  MECHANISM  OF  MEN-OF-WAR    By  Fleet-Engineer 
Reginald  C  Oldknow,  R.N.    With  6x  Illustrations. 

3.  TORPEDOES  AND  TORPEDO-VESSELS.     By  Lieutenant 

O.  E.  Armstrong,  late  R.N.    With  53  Illustrations. 

4.  NAVAL  GUNNERY,  a  Description  and  History  of  the  Fighting 

Equipment  of  a  Man-of-War.    By  Captain  H.  Gakbbtt,  R.N.    Whh 
125  urotfiatioas. 

Tii  following  Volumes  an  in  preparation, 

5.  THE   ENTRY   AND    TRAINING  OF   OFFICERS   AND 

MEN  OF  THE  ROYAY  NAVY  AND  THE  ROYAL  MARINES. 
By  Lieutenant  J.  N.  Allen,  late  R.N. 

6.  NAVAL  STRATEGY  AND  THE  PROTECTION  OF  COM- 

MERCE.   By  Professor  J.  K.  Laughton,  R.N. 

7.  THE  INTERNAL  ECONOMY  OF  A  MAN-OF-WAR 

8.  NAVAL  ARCHITECTURE. 

9.  DOCKYARDS  AND  COALING  STATIONS. 

10.  NAVAL  TACTICS. 

11.  NAVAL  HYGIENE. 

12.  THE  LAWS  OF  THE  SEA. 

PRESS  OPINIONS. 

*  Commander  Robinson,  whose  able  work,  "The  British  Fleet,"  was  reviewed  b  these 
columns  in  November.  1*94,  has  now  undertaken  the  editing  of  a  series  of  handbooks,  each 
of  which  will  deal  with  one  particular  subject  connected  with  that  great  creation,  the  Royal 
Navy.  Our  national  fiserature  has  certainly  lacked  much  in  thh»  respect.  Such  books  as 
have  heretofore  been  produced  have  almost  invariably  been  of  a  character  too  ■dentine  and 
technical  to  be  of  much  use  to  the  general  public  The  series  now  heing  issued  b  intended  to 
obviate  this  defect,  and  when  completed  m  ill  form  a  description,  both  historical  aikl  actual,  of  the 
Royal  Navy,  which  wsl  not  only  be  of  use  to  the  professional  student,  but  also  be  of  interest 
to  all  who  are  concerned  in  the  maintenance  and  efficiency  of  the  Navy/— Bnad  Arrvw, 

'The  series  of  naval  handbooks  edited  by  Commander  Robinson  has  made  a  most  hopeful 
beginning,  and  may  be  counted  upon  to  supply  the  growing  popular  demand  for  information 
in  regardto  the  Navy,  on  which  the  national  existence  depenaV— 7Y4*tf. 

'Messrs.  Bell's  series  of  "Royal  Navy  Handbooks"  promises  to  be  a  very  successful 
enterprise.    They  are  practical  and  definitely  informative,  and,  though  meant  for  the  use  of 

Krsons  closely  acquainted  with  their  subjects,  they  are  not  so  discouragingty  technical  as  to. 
useless  to  the  Jay  seeker  after  knowledge.'— J??***r#* 
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BELL'S  CATHEDRAL  SERIES. 

SUuettatcd  Aonogtapbd  in  fumfts  S<3«. 

EDITED  BT 

GLEESON    WHITE    and    K    F.   STRANGE. 
.    In  specially  designed  cloth  cover,  crown  Bvo.  is.  6d.  each. 

~  Already  Published. 

CANTERBURY.     By  Hartley  Withies.     2nd  Edition,  reviled. 

36  ID  nitrations. 
SALISBURY.    By  Glxbson  Whits.    2nd  Edition,  revised, 

50  Illustrations. 
CHESTER.    By  Charles  Hiatt.    24  Hlmtxations. 
ROCHESTER.    By  G.  H.  Palmer,  B.A.     38  Castrations. 
OXFORD.    By  Rer*  Percy  Dearmer,  M.A.    34  niustrations. 
EXETER.    By  Percy  Addleshaw,  B.A.    35  Illustrations, ' 
WINCHESTER.    By  P.  W.  Sergeant,    50  Illustrations. 
NORWICH.    By  C.  H.  B.  Quennbll.    38  IUnstrations. 
LICHFIELD.    By  A.  B.  Clifton.    42  Illustrations.  • 
PETERBOROUGH.    By  Rev.  W.  D.  Sweeting.    51  Illustrations. 
HEREFORD.    By  A.  Hugh  Fisher.    34  IUnstrations. 
In  the  Press. 
LINCOLN.    By  A.  B  Kendeick,  BA. 
DURHAM.      By  J.  E.  Bygatb. 
GLOUCESTER.    By  H.  J.  L,  Masse. 
YORK.    By  A.  Cluiton  Brock,  RA. 
Preparing 
WELLS.  By  Rev.  Pbbcy  DaaaMaa,  MA.       ELY.    By  T.  D.  Atkinson. 
ST.  DAVID'S.    By  Phujp  Romon.  WORCESTER.    By  E.  F.  Strang*. 

SOUTHWELL    By  Rev.  Arthur  Dimock. 

CHICHESTER.  CARLISLE.  ST.  PAUL'S.  BRISTOL 

ST.  ALBANS.  RIPON. 

(fttt/brm  with  it  flew  Strict. 
BEVERLEY  MINSTER.     By  Craxl8S  Hiatt.  \PrtpmH*g. 

^The  Totumei  arc  handy  in  ske,  moderate  in  price,  well  Qluttxated.  and  written  in  a 
scholarly  spirit,  The  history  of  cai  hedraJ  and  city  \s  in  LeUisflntly  Mt  fata  and  Timr^fiH 
by  *  descriptive  mr**y  of  the  building  in  oil  its  detail.  The  uhuthttiottft  are  copious  and  well 
selected.,  and  the  series  bids  fair  to  becotn*  an  indispensable  companion  to  the  cathedral 
tourist  in  EnjlandV— Timt**- 

*  We  have  so  Frequently  in  the**  columns  urged  the  want  of  cheep.  WellHltastrated  end 
well. written  handbooks  to  our  cathedrals,  to  take  the  place  of  the  OUt-Of-date  publications  of 
local  bookselleri,  that  we  are  glad  to  hear  that  they  ban  been  taken  la  hand  by  Means. 


George  Bell  fit  $aa$.mSL  famttt  Gawftt* 

'For  the  purpose  at  which  they  aim  the]  r 

to  any  of  oar  noble  shrines  who  will  not  enjoy  their  visit  the  better  for  being  furnished  with 


rot  the  purpose  at  which  they  aim  they  are  admirably  done,  and  there  are  few  visitants 


one  of  these  delightful  books*  which  can  be  slipped  into  the  pocket  and  carried  with  ease,  and 
yet  is  distinct  and  legible**— Net**  ami  QmHm 


(       3*       ) 
NEW  AND  FORTHCOMING    VOLUMES  OP 

BOHN'S  LIBRARIES. 

THE  PROSE  WORKS  OP  JONATHAN  SWIFT.  A  New  Edition, 
edited  by  Temple  Scott,  with  an  Introduction  by  the  Right  Hon.  W.  E.  H. 
Lscky,  M.P.    In  about  ten  volumes.    3*.  (xL  each. 

'An  adequate  edition  of  Swift— the  whole  of  Swift,  and  nothing  bat  Swift— has  long  bean 
one  of  the  \\t  naming  needs  of  students  of  SngUah  literature.  .  .  •  •  Mr.  Temple  Scott  may  well 
be  congratulated  on  his  skill  and  Judgment  as  a  commentator.'— A  thenmum. 

1  Prom  the  specimen  now  before  us  we  may  safely  predict  that  Mr.  Temple  Scott  will  easily 
distance  both  Roscoe  and  Swift.  He  deserves  the  gratitude  of  all  lovers  of  literature  for  enabling 
Swift  again  to  make  his  bow  to  the  world  in  so  satisfactory  and  complete  a  garb.'— MtmmcktUtr 
Gumnhmm, 

'The  r s  lams  b  a  worthy  addition  to  Bonn's  libraries,  and  promises  to  be  bymr  the  moat 
valuable  edition  of  SwhYs  work*  yet  published. W^lT^CnMrtfr. 

Vol  L— A  Tale  of  a  Tub,  The  Battk  of  the  Books,  and  other  early 
wotks.  Edited  by  Temple  Scott  With  Biographical  Introduction  by 
W.  E.  H.  Lecky,  M.P.    With  Portrait  and  Facsimile. 

Vol  IL— The  Journal  to  Stella-  Edited  by  F.  Rybnd,  M.A.  With  a 
Facsimile  Letter  and  two  Portraits  of  Stella. 

Vol.  IIL— Writings  on  Religion  and  the  Church.  Edited  by  Temple 
Scott.    With  a  portrait  in  photogravure  after  Jenras.  [/*  tiiptiss. 

THE  WORKS  OP  QEORQE  BERKELEY,  Bishop  of  Cloyne.  Edited 
by  Gbokgb  Sampson.  With  a  Biographical  Introduction  by  the  Right  Hon. 
A.  J.  Balfour,  M.P.    3  vols.    51.  each.  [FW.  I  raaa>. 

THE  LAY  OP  THE  NIBELUNOS.  Metrically  translated  from  the  Old 
German  Text  br  Alice  Horton,  and  Edited  by  Edward  Bell,  hUL  To 
which  is  prefixed  the  Essay  on  the  Nibelungen  Lied,  by  Thomas  Carryk.   5*. 

LELAND'S  ITINERARY.  Edited  by  Lauuncb  Gommb,  FJSJL  In 
seTCial  volumes,  [frvparing* 

.GASPARY'S  HISTORY  OP  ITALIAN  LITERATURE.  Translated 
by  Hermann  Oelsner,  Ph.D.    Vol  I.  [Pnfarimg. 

MOTLEY'S  HISTORY  of  the  RISE  of  the  DUTCH  REPUBLIC. 
With  Introduction  by  Moncure  D.  Conway,  and  Portrait  of  Motley.  3  vols. 
3/.  64  each. 

THE  CAMPAIGN  OP  SEDAN  ;  The  Downfidl  of  the  Second  Empire, 
August-September,  187a  By  George  Hooper,  Author  of  *  Waterloo ;  the 
Downfall  of  the  First  Napoleon:  a  History  of  the  Campaign  of  4815.'  With 
General  Map  and  Six  Plans  of  Battle.    New  Edition.    &.6d. 

COLLIER'S  ANNALS  OF  THE  STA6E  TO  THE  RESTORA- 
TION.    ByJ.  Payne  Collier,  F.S^.    2  vols.  JntUfrtu. 

COLLIER'S  HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH  DRAMATIC  POETRY  TO 
THE  TIME  OF  SHAKESPEARE.    3  vols.  [/V^armf. 


BOHN'S   LIBRARIES 

1847-1897. 
Fiftieth  Anniversary  of  Publication, 

THE  inauguration  of  this  series  of  copyright  works  was  the  first 
attempt  on  the  part  of  English  publishers  to  provide  good 
literature  at  a  low  price.  It  was  commenced  in  1847  by  Mr.  H.  G. 
Bohn  with  the  issue  of  his  Standard  Library,  which  consisted 
of  reprints  and  translations  of  the  classical  literature  of  England, 
Germany,  France,  and  Italy.  The  success  which  attended  this  was 
so  great  that*  Mr.  Bohn  was  encouraged  to  extend  the  field,  and  he 
started  the  various  *  Libraries9  known  as  The  Scientific,  The 
Illustrated,  The  Classical,  The  Antiquarian,  &c.  In  every 
case  the  works  were  admirably  printed  on  good  paper,  and  furnished 
with  illustrations,  portraits,  and  maps  of  the  highest  quality.  So 
important  an  influence  has  this  series  obtained  in  the  advancement  of 
English  education,  that  there  is  hardly  a  library,  public  or  private, 
the  nucleus  of  which  is  not  founded  in  '  Bohn.' 

THOMAS  CARLYLE  said  of  it :  '/  may  say,  in  regard  to  all 
manner  of  books,  Bohn's  Publication  Series  is  the  usefulUst  thing 
I  know;'  and  his  friend  EMERSON  recognised  its  admirable 
purpose  when  he  said:  '  The  translations  0/ Bonn's  Library  have 
done  for  literature  what  railroads  have  done  for  internal  intercourse! 

In  1864  Messrs.  Bell  &  Sons  acquired  the  series,  and  from  time 
to  time  added  new  works,  until  to-day  it  includes  over  770  volumes  in 
all  departments  of  literature,  art,  and  science.  With  the  progress  of 
scholarship  and  research,  Messrs.  Bell  &  Sons  have  found  that  new 
editions  and  new  translations  were  necessary,  and  these  they  have 
initiated,  with  the  result  that  Bohn's  Libraries  are  unrivalled  for 
accuracy  of  text  As  for  the  editorial  work,  the  chief  literary  organ 
of  America— the  New  York  CRITIC— considers  lthe  Imprint  of 
Bohn's  Standard  Library  is  a  guaranty  of  good  editing! 

Within  late  years  the  publishers  have  so  far  improved  the  paper, 
printing,  and  binding,  that  the  volumes  form  handsome  as  well  as 
essential  additions  to  every  library. 


,An  Important  body  of  cheap  literature,  (or  which  erery  Irving  worker  in  thU 
country  who  draws  strength  from  the  past  has  reason  to  be  grateful' 

Professor  Hehkt  Mosley. 
•  '  Messrs.  Bell  ft  Sons  are  still  energetically  panning  their  task  of  adding  to 
and  improving  the  famous  series  of  Bonn's  Libraries,  which  Thomas  Carlyle  pro- 
nounced to  be  "the  usefullest  thing  I  know,"  and  are  .  .  .  constantly  adding  to 
the  Libraries,  in  the  new  and  certainly  pkasanter  form,  reprints  of  Standard 
Works  which  no  gentleman's  library  should  be  without '—Mr.  Frederic  Harrison 
in  the  Daily  ChromicU. 


BOHN'S  LIBRARIES 

STANDARD  LIBRARY .       .       . 

361  Volumes. 

HISTORICAL  LIBRARY       .       . 

23  Volumes. 

PHILOSOPHICAL  LIBRARY       < 

SI  Volumes. 

ECCLESIASTICAL  LIBRARY 

16  Volumes. 

ANTIQUARIAN  LIBRARY  .       , 

36  Volumes. 

ILLUSTRATED  LIBRARY  .               . 

76  Volumes. 

SPORTS  AND  GAMES .... 

16  Volumes. 

CLASSICAL  LIBRARY  .       .       . 

107  Volumes. 

COLLEGIATE  SERIES.       .       .       . 

10  Volumes. 

SCIENTIFIC  LIBRARY. 

44  Volumes. 

ECONOMICS  AND  FINANCE     .       . 

6  Volumes. 

REFERENCE  LIBRARY                .       . 

30  Volumes. 

NOVELISTS'  LIBRARY        .       . 

17  Volumes. 

ARTISTS'  LIBRARY      .... 

10  Volumes. 

CHEAP  SERIES 

66  Volumes. 

SELECT  LIBRARY  OF  STANDARD  i 

WORKS  31  Volumes. 

*  Messrs.  Befl  are  determined  to  do  more  than  main  tarn  the  reputation  of 
**  Bonn's  libraries."  '—Guardian. 

*  rhe  imprint  of  Bonn's  Standard  library  is  a  guaranty  of  good  editing.' 

CH&(N.Y.) 
'This  new  and  attractive  form  in  which  the  volumes  of  Boon's  Standard 
Library  are  being  issued  Is  not  meant  to  hide  either  indifference  In  the  selection  of 
books  included  in  tins  wen-known  series,  or  earelessness  in  the  editing.' 

St  Jamtts  Giuttto. 

*  Messrs.  Bell  ft  Sons  are  making  constant  additions  of  an  eminently  acceptable 
character  to  "  Boon's  Ubnries."  '—At******. 

'  The  seven  hundred  and  fortv*eight  volumes  of  which  the  set  consists  form  a 
collection  of  literature  which,  for  general  usefulness  and  convenience,  is  quite 
unequalled  ;  and  in  their  new  form  this  convenience  is  decidedly  increased*' 

N*H*t*t  Obstnxr* 


AN  ALPHABETICAL  LIST  OF 

THE  BOOKS  CONTAINED  IN 

BOHN'S   LIBRARIES. 

771  Volumes,  Small  Post  8vo.  doth.     Pxioe  £164  6& 
CompUU  Detailed  Catalogue  will  be  sent  on  application. 


Addison's  Works.    6  vols.    V-  bL 

each. 
Aeschylus.    Verse  Trans,  by  Anna 

Swanwfck.    y. 
Prose  Trans,  by  T.  A.  Buckley. 

3».6<f. 
Agassis    &    Gould's   Comparative 

Physiology,    y. 
Alflexi's  Tragedies.    Trans.  *by  Bow- 
ring,    a  vols.    31.  6cL  each. 
AUexd's  Queen's  English.     I*,  and 

xj.6* 
Allen's  Battles  of  the  British  Navy. 

s  vols.    5s-  e*ch. 
Anmnanus  Maroelllnus.  .  Trans,  by 

C  D.  Yonge.    7s.  6d. 
Andersen's  Danish  Tales.     Trans. 

by  Caroline  Peacbey.    5*. 
Antoninus  (Marcos  Aurelius).  Trans. 

by  George  Long.    3/.  6d. 
Apollonius  Rhodium.      The  Argo- 

nantica,  Trans,  by  E.  P.  Coleridge.  $r. 

Apulelus,  The  Works  of.    5*. 

Ariosto's  Orlando  Furioso.     Trans. 

by  W.  S.  Rose,    a  vols.    5*.  each. 
Aristophanes.     Trans,    by  W.  J. 

HkUe.    a  vols.    5*.  each.  < 

Aristotle's  Works.   5  vols.  5*.each;' 

a  vols.    y.  6d.  each. 
Arrian.  Trans.byE.J.Chinnock.  $/. 

Aaoham's  Scholemaster.    (J.  E.  B. 

Mayor.)    is. 
Bacon's  Essays  and  Historical  Works, 

y.  6d.\  Essays,    is.   and   is.  &£; 

Novum  Organum,  and  Advancement 

of  Leaning,  $s. 


Ballads  and  Songs  of  the  Peasantry. 
By  Robert  BdL    y.  67/. 

Bass's  Lexicon  to  the  Greek  Test.  2/. 

Baxs  Manual  of  the  History  of  Philo- 
sophy,   ss. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher.  Leigh 
Hunt's  Selections.    y.6d. 

Beohsteln's  Cage  and  Chamber 
Birds.    5s. 

Beokmann's  History  of  Inventions, 
a  vols.    3*.  6d.  each. 

JBede's  Ecclesiastical  History  and  the 
f    A.S.  Chronicle.    y. 

Bell  (Sir  C.  j  On  the  Hand.    y. 

Anatomy  of  Expression.    y. 

Bentley's  Phalaris.    y. 

Berkeley's  Works.  (Sampson.)  With 
Introduction  by  Right  Hon.  A.  J, 
Balfour,  M.P.    3  vols.  [fW.  z  rtady. 

Bjdrnson's  Arne  and  The  Fisher  Las- 
sie.   Trans,  by  W.  H.  Low.    y.  6d. 

Blair's  Chronological  Tables.  lor. 
Index  of  Dates,    a  vols.    y;  each. 

Bleak' s  Introduction  to  the  Old 
Testament    a  vols.    y.  each. 

Boethimf  Consolation  of  Philosophy, 
Ac.    5*. 

Bonn's  Dictionary  of  Poetical  Quota- 
tions.   6* 

Bond's  Handy  Book  for  Verifying 
Dates,  ftc.    y. 

Bonoml's  Nineveh.    y. 

Boswell's  Life  of  Johnson.    (Napier. 

6  vols.    3*.  &&  each. 
(Croker.)    5  vols.    so/. 
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Brand's  Popular  Antiquities.  3  vol*. 
5*.  each. 

Bremer's  Works.  Trans,  by  Mary 
Howitt    4  ▼oh.    y.  64  each. 

Bridge  water  Treatises.  9  vols.  Vari- 
ous prices. 

Brink(RTen).  Early  English  Liter* 
tore.    3  fob.    31.  64  each. 

Five  Lectures  on  Shakespeare. 

3*6* 

Browne's  (Sir  Thomas)  Works.  3 
vols.    31.  6*  each, 

Buchanan's  Dictionary  of  Scientific 

Terms*    6& 
Buokland's  Geology  and  Mineralogy. 

a  vols.    15c 

Burke's  Works  and  Speeches.  8  vols, 
ar.  64  each.  The  Sublime  and 
Beautiful.  1s.11dij.6d.  Reflections 
on  the  French  Revolution,  «. 
— -  Life,  by  Sir  James  Prior.  31.  64, 
Barney's  Evetina.  3/.  64.  Cecilia, 
a  vols.*  3*  64.  each. 

Burns1  life  by  Lockhart  Revised 
by  W.  Scott  Douglas,    y.  64 

Burn's  Ancient  Rome.    7/.  6*4 

Barton's  Anatomy  of  Melancholy. 
(A.  R.  Shffleta)  3  vols.  y.  64  each. 

Bauer's'  Analogy  of  Religion,  and 
Sermons.    31.60. 

Butler's  Humbras.    5*;  or  2  vols., 

5*.  each. 
Caesar.    Trans,  by  W.  A.  M'Devitte. 

Oamoens*  Losiad.  Mickle's  Trans- 
lation, revised,    y.  64. 

Carafes  (The)  of  Maddaloni.  By 
Alfred  de  Reumont    y.  64. 

Carpenter's  Mechanical  Philosophy, 
y.  Vegetable  Physiology,  6*.  Animal 
Physklogy,  61. 

Carrel's  Counter  Revolution  under. 

Charles  IL  and  James  II.    y.  64. 
Cattermole's  Evenings  at  Haddon 

HalL    y. 

Catullus  and  Tibullus.    Trans,  by 

W.K.KeDy.    51. 
Cellini's  ttemoixs.  (Roscoe.)  #.&* 


Cervantes' Exemplary  Novels,  Trans. 

by  W.  K.  Kelly,    or.  64. 
Don  Quixote,    Motteux's  Trans. 

revised,    a  vols.    31.  64.  each. 
Galatea.     Trans,  by  a  W.  J. 

GylL    3*6* 

Chalmers  On  Man.    5/. 
Ghanning's  The  Perfect  life.    1/. 

andu  64. 
Chaucer's  Works.     Bell's  Edition, 

revised  by  Skeat  4  vols.  31. 64  each. 
Chess  Congress  of  1868.     By  J. 

Lowenthal.    5*. 
Ohevrenl  on  Colour.    5/.  and  71.6a*. 
Chiningwarth's  The    Religion    of 

Protestants.    3s.  64 

China:  Pictorial,  Descriptive,  and 
Historical,    y. 

Chronicles  erf  the  Crusades.    5s. 

3ioero's  Works.    Trans,  by  Pro!  G. 

D.Yonge  and  others.  7  vols.  5*.  each. 

1  vol,  3*.  64 
Friendship  and  Old  Age.    u.and 

u.  64.  ' 

Clark's  Heraldry.     (Planch*.)    y. 

and  151. 
dasslo  Tales,    3*.  64. 

Coleridge's  Prose  Works.    (Ashe.) 

6  vols.    3*.  64  each. 
Comtek  Philosophy  of  the  Sciences. 

(G.  H*  Lewes.)  jy. 
Positive    Philosophy.     (Harriet 

Martineau.)    3  vols.    51;  each. 
Condi's   History  of  the  Arabs  in 

Spain.    3  vols.    y.  64  each. 

Cooper's  Biographical  Dictionary, 
a  vols.    s*.  each, 

Ctowper's  Works.  (Southey.)  8 vols. 
y.  64.  each. 

Core's  House  of  Austria.  4  vols. 
3*.  64  each.  Memoireof  Marlborough. 
3  vols.  y.  64  each.  Atlas  to  Marl- 
borough's Campaigns,    zof.  64. 

Craft's  Pursuit  of  Knowledge.    $s. 

Crayon's  Young  Sportsman's  Manual. 
5*. 

Ornikshank's  Punch  and  Judy.  5*. 
Three  Courses  and  a  Desert    y, 

Cunningham's  Lives  of  British 
Painters.    3  vols.    31;  64.  each.   ' 
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Dante.    Trans,  by 

3*.  64    Inferna    __r __. 

v.  64    Purgatorio.    rr.  and  x*  Ml 

Paradiso.    x*  and  is.  64. 
Trans,  by  L  C  Wright    (Flax- 

toan's  Illustrations, )   5*. 
— -  Inferna    Italian  Text  and  Trans. 

by  Dr.  Carlyle.    $s. 

—  Purntoiio.  Italian  Text  and 
Trans,  by  W.  S.  Dugdale.    5*. 

Da  CtanmlneB'  Memoirs.  Trans,  by 
A.  R.  Scoble.    a  vols.    3s.  64.  each. 

Defoe's  Novels  and  MisceL  Works. 
6  vols,  v.  6<fc  each.  Robinson 
Crusoe  (VoL  VIL)  u  &i  or  y. 
The  Plague  In  London,  rr.  and 
is.  64. 

Delolme  on  the  Constitution  of  Eng- 
land.   &.6J. 

Demmln's  Anns  and  Armour.  Trans, 
by  CC.  Black.    7s.  64. 

Demosthenes'  Orations.  Trans,  by 
C  Rann  Kennedy.  4  vols.  y„  and 
itoL  y.  64. 

—  Orations  On  the  Crown,  is.  and 
xi.  64. 

Da  Steel's  Coiixme.  Trans,  by  Emily 
Baldwin  and  Paulina  Driver,    y.  64. 

Derey1!  Logic    $s. 

Dictionary  of  Greek  and  Latin 
Quotations.    5/. 

of  Poetical  Quotations  (Bobn).  6s. 

—  of  Scientific  Term*  (Buchanan.)  6s. 

—  of  Biography.  (Cooper.)  a  vols. 
5s.  each. 

—  of  Noted  Names  of  Fiction. 
(Wheeler.)    5*. 

—  Of  Obsolete  and  Provincial  Eng- 
lish,   (Wright)    a  vols.    5*.  each. 

Dldron's    Christian    Iconography. 

a  vols.    5s.  each. 
Diogenes  Laerttus.  Trans,  by  CD. 

Yonge.    5f. 
Dobree's    Adversaria.       (Wagner.) 

(a  vols.)    51.  each. 
Dodd's  Epigrammatists.    6s. 
Donaldson's  Theatre  of  the  Greeks. 

5*> 
Draper's  History  of  the  Intellectual 
Development  of  Europe,    a  vols.   $s. 


Drmlop's  History  of  Fiction.   2  vols. 

_  5*.  each. 

Dyer's  History  df  PompeiL    ?s.  64. 

The  Qty  of  Rome.    51. 

Dyer's  British  Popular  Customs,    is. 
Bariy  Travels  in  Palestine.  (Wright) 

5* 
Baton's  Waterloo  Days.     is.  and 

is.  64. 
Boers'  Egyptian  Princess.    Trans,  by 

&  &  Buchheim.    &.  64 
Edgeworth's  Stories  for  Children; 

3*6*  ,.    * 

mMa'  Specimens   of  Early  English 

Metrical  Romances.    (HalliwelL)  51. 

Use's  Life  of  Shakespeare.    Trans. 

by  L.  Dora  Schmits.    51. 
Emerson's  Works.    3  vols.    3/.  64. 

each,  or  5  vols.  is.  each. 
Ennemoaer's  History  of  Magic. 

a  vols.  5r.  each. 
Bpiotetus.    Trans,  by  George  Long. 

Euripides.  Trans,  by  E.  P.  Coleridge, 
a  vols.    5*.  each. 

Ecd.  History.    Trans.  By 


^vsebtas' 

^CP.Cn 


Evelyn's  Diary  and  Correspondence. 
(Bray.)    4  vols.   5*.  each. 

Palrholt's    Costume    in    England. 
(Dillon.)    a  vols.    5/.  each. 

Fielding's  Joseph  Andrews.    $s.  64. 

Tom  Jones,    a  vols.    3s.  64.  each* 

Amelia.    5*. 
Flazman's  Lectures  on  Sculpture.  6s. 
Florence  of  Worcester's  Chronicle. 

Trans,  by  T.  Forester.    5* 

boater's  Works.     10  vols.     p.  &£ 
each. 

Franklin's  Autobiography,    is. 
Jgesta  Bcmianoram.  Trans,  by  Swan 
^     and  Hooper.    $s. 

Gibbon's  Decline  and  FalL    7  vols. 
3s.  64.  each. 

Gilbert's  Banking.  2  vols.  £f.  each. 

OH  fibs.    Trans,  by  Smollett    dr. 
>CHreldus  Oambransls.    5/. 


ALPHABETICAL  t/St  OP 


Goethe*!; [JRdn  and  Correspond- 

Annals,  Faust,  Elective  Affinities, 
Werther,  Wttelm  Mdster,  Poems 
and  Ballads,  Dramas,  Reinecke  Fox, 
Tour  in  Italy  and  Miscellaneous 
Travels,  Early  and  Miscellaneous 
Letters,  Correspondence  with  Ecker- 
mann  and  Soret,  Zeher  and  Schiller, 
Ac,,  Ac  Br  Tuious  Translators. 
x6  vols.    3*  6*  each. 

— -  Faust  Text  with  Hayward'a 
Translation.    (Buchhdm.)    5*. 

— -  Faust.  But  L  Trans,  by  Anna 
Swanwfck.    w.  and  u.  6tL 

Boyhood.  (Part  h  of  the  Auto- 
biography.) Trans,  by  J.  Oxenford. 
ix.  andxi.6£ 

Remecks  Fox,     Trans,    by  A* 

Rogers,    is.  and  u.  64 

Ck>ldamtth»s  Works.  (Gibbs.)  5  vols. 
3*.  6*  each. 

—  Plays,    u.  and  u.  64     Vicar  of 

Wakefield.    i#.  and  u.  64 
Grammont's  Memoirs  and  Boscobel 

Tracts.    5*. 
Ofay's  Letters.    (D.  C.  Tovey.) 

[/*  Vuprm. 
Cheek  Anthology.     Trans,   by  E. 

Burges.    54. 
Greek  Romances.     (Theagenes  and 

Charidea,  Daphnis  and  Chloe,  CU- 

topbo  and  Leudppe.)     Trans,  by 

Rev.  R.  Smith,    5*. 

Greek  Testament    $s. 

Greene,  Marlowe,  and  Ben  Jonson's 
Poems.    (Robert  Belt)    31.64 

Gregory's  Evidences  of  the  Christian 
Religion.    31.64 

Grimm's  Gammer  GretheL    Trans. 

by  E.  Taylor.    3*.  6d. 
- —  German  Tales.     Trans,  bjr  Mrs. 

Hunt,    e  vols.    31.6V.  each. 
Grosafs  Marco  ViscontL    p.  6a\ 
Gnlsot's  Origin   of  Representative 

Government  In  Europe.     Trans,  by 

A.  R.  Scoble.    y .  uT 
- —  The  Engftsh  Revolution  of  1640. 

Trans,  by  W.  Hazlitt.    p.6d. 
•—  History  of  Civilisation.    Trans,  by 

W.  HaxhU    3  vols.    3*.6V.  each. 


Han  (Robert).  MiscellaDeous  Works. 

3f.*£ 
Hanrl  boolrs  of  Athletic  Sports.  8vols. 

3*.  64  each. 

Handbook  of  Card  and  Table  Games, 
a  vols.    31. 64  each. 

of  Proverbs.    B7H.G.  Bohn.  51. 

of  Foreign  Proverbs.    5* 

Haxdwlok'a  History  of  the  Thirty- 
nine  Articles.    5*. 

Harrey's.  Circulation  of  the  Blood. 
(Bowie.)    xi.  and  is.  64. 

HaufTa  Tales.  Trans,  by  &  MendeL 
3*.  6* 

The  Caravan  and  Sheik  of  Alex- 
andria,   xi.  and  is.  64. 

Hawthorne's  Novels  and  Take, 
4  vols.    3s;  64  each. 

Haxlitt's  Lectures  and  Essays.  7  vols. 
3*.  6d.  each. 

Heaton's  History  ofPamting.  (Cosmo 
Monkhouse.)    5*. 

Hegel's  Philosophyof  History.  Trans, 
by  J.  Sibree.    y. 

Heine's  Poems.  Trans,  by  E.  A. 
Bowring.    31 .  64. 

Travel  Pictures,  trans,  by  Frauds 

Storr.    31. 64 

Helps  (Sir  Arthur).  Life  of  Columbus. 

3*64 

LifeofPisarro.    3*.  64 

Life  of  Cortes,     a  vols.     31.  64 

each. 

Life  of  Las  Casas.    31.64 

Life  of  Thomas  Brassey.    is.  and 

u.  64 

Henderson's  Historical  Documents 
of  the  Middle  Ages.    5*, 

Henftvy's  English  Coins.    (Keary.) 

6j* 

Henry  (Matthew)  On  the  Psalms.  5* 

Henry  of  Huntingdon's  History. 
Trans,  by  T.  Forester.    $s. 

Herodotus.     Trans,  by  H.  F.  Cary. 

31.  64. 
—  Wheeler's  Analysis  and  Summary 

of.    5/.     Turner's  Notes  on.    51. 
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Buckley^  ^ 


* 


Seated,  Galliinachus  and  Theognis. 

Trans,  by  Rev.  J.  Banks,    y. 
Hoflmann'a  Tales.     The  Serapion 

Brethren.    Trans,  by  lieut -Colonel 

Ewing.    a  vols.    y.  64 
Hogg's  Experimental  and   Natural 

Philosophy.    $s. 
Holbein's  Dance  of  Death  and  Bible 

Cots.    y. 
Homer.    Trans.  byT.  A. 

avoU.    y  each. 
Hooper's  Waterloo,    y.  64 

Sedan.    y.  64 

Horaoe.  Smaxt't  Translation,  rerised, 

by  Buckley,    y.  64 
A  New  Literal  Prose  Translation. 

By  A.  Hamilton  Bryce,  LL.D.  y.  64 
Hugo's  Dramatic  Works.    Trans.  by- 
Mrs.  Crosland  and  F.  L.  Slous.  y.64 

—  Hernani.  Trans,  by  Mrs.  Cros- 
land.    is. 

—  Poems.  Trans,  by  various  writers. 
Collected  by  J.  H.  L.  Williams.  3*.  64 

Humboldt's    Cosmos.      Trans,    by 

Otte\  Paul,  and  Dallas.  4  vols.  31.64 

each,  and  x  vol  5*. 
Personal  Narrative  of  bis  Travels. 

Trans,  by  T.  Ross.  3  vols.  5*.  each. 
Views  of  Nature.    Trans,  by  Otte* 

and  Bonn.    v. 
Humphreys'  Coin  Collector's  Manual. 

a  vols.    y.  each. 
Hungary,  History  ot    3/.  64 
Hunt's  Poetry  of  Science.    5*. 
Hutohmson's  Memoirs.    31.  64 
India  before  the  Sepoy  Mutiny.    5/. 
Ingulph's  Chronicles.    $s. 

XrTlng  (Washington).  Complete 
Works.  15  vols.  3/.  64  each  ;  or 
in  18  vols.  is.  each,  and  a  vols.  is.  64 
each. 

—  life  and  Letters.  By  Pierre  E. 
Irving,    a  vols.    31. 64  each. 

Xsoosmtei.    Trans,  by  J.  H.  Frecse. 

Vol  I.    y. 
Jamas'  Life  of  Richard  Coeur  de  Lion. 

a  vols.    31.  64  each. 
Life  and  Times  of  Louis  XIV. 

a  vols.    3*.  64  each. 


Jameson  (Mrs.)  Shakespeare's  Hero- 
foes,    y.  64 

Jeaae(E.)    Anecdotes  of  Dogs.   5*. 

Jesse  (J.  H.)  Memoirs  of  ffle  Court 
of  England  under  the  Stuarts.  3  vols. 
51 .  each. 

- —  Memoirs  of  the  Pretenders.    y 

Johnson's    Lives     of   the    Poets. 
(Napier.)    3  vols.    3*.  64  each, 
oaephua.     Whiston's  Translation, 
revised  by  Rev.  A.  R.  ShiDeta    $ 
vols.    y.  64  each. 

Joyce's  Scientific  Dialogues.    5/. 

Jukea-Browne'B  Handbook  of  Phy- 
sical Geology.  71.  64  Handbook  of 
Historical  Geology.  6s.  Hie  Build- 
ing of  the  British  Isles  7&64 
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vols.    5*.  each. 
Pearson  on  the  Creed.  (Walford.)  $1. 
Pepyi*  Diary.  (Braybrooke.)  4  vols. 
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— -  History  of  Servia,     Trans,  by 

Mrs.  Kerr.    y.  64. 
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